Timothy Leary
 TURNING ON THE WORLD

By THE FALL OF 1960 there was in existence an informal interna-
tional network of scientists and scholars who had taken the psyche-
delic trip and who foresaw the powerful effect that the new alkaloids
would have on human culture. The members of this group differed in
age and temperament, and had varying ideas about tactics, but the ba-
sic vision was common to all—we believed these wondrous plants and
drugs could free man’s consciousness and bring about a new concep-
tion of man, his psychology and philosophy. 4

"~ There was Albert Hofmann, who had invented LSD, who
dreamed the utopian dream, but who was limited by the cautious pol-
itics of Sandoz Pharmaceuticals. What a frustrating web his genius
had woven for Sandoz. How could a medical-drug house make a
profit on a revelation pill? . _

Sandoz knew they had patented the most powerful mind-

changing substance known to man: They expected to make millions
when the psychiatric profession learned how to use LSD, and they
were continually disappointed to discover that human society didn’t
want to have its mind changed, didnt want to touch a love-ecstasy
potion. ' .
In 1960 a top executive of Sandoz leaned across the conference
table and said jokingly to me, LSD isn’t a drug at all. It a food. Let’s
bottle it in Coca-Cola and let the world have it. And his legal counsel
frowned and said that foods still come under the jurisdiction of the
Food and Drug Administration.

‘By 1966, when LSD was crowding Vietnam for the headlines, -
officials of Sandoz Pharmaceuticals were groaning, We wish we had
never heard of LSD. ’

I do really wish to destroy it! cried Frodo. Or well, to have it de-
stroyed. I am not made for perilous quests. I wish I had never seen
the Ring! Why did it come to me? Why was I chosen?

: o : —The Lord of the Rings
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There were the detached philosophers—Aldous Huxley, Father
Murray, Gerald Heard, Alan Watts, Harry Murray, Robert Gordon
Wasson—who knew that the new drugs were reintroducing the
platonic-gnostic vision. These men had read their theological history
and understood both the glorious possibility and the angered reaction
of the priestly establishment. They were not activists but sage ob-
servers.

Then there were the turned-on doctors—psychiatrists who had
taken the trip, and came back hoping to fit the new potions into the
medical game. Humphrey Osmond, witty, wise, cultured, had in-
vented the name psychedelic and tolerantly wondered how to intro-
duce a harmony-ecstasy drug into an’ aggressive-puritanical social
order. Sidney Cohen, Keith Ditman, Jim Watt, Abram Hoffer and
Nick Chewelos hoped to bring about a psychiatric renaissance and a
new era of mental health with the new alchemicals.

And there was that strange, intriguing, delightful cosmic magi-
cian called Al Meyner, the rum-drinking, swashbuckling, Roman
Catholic frontier salesman who promoted uranium ore during the
Forties and who took the trip and recognized that LSD was the fis-
sionable material of the mind and who turned-on Osmond and Hof-
fer to the religious mystical meaning of their psychotomimetic drug.
Al Meyner set out to turn on the world and flew from country to
country with his leather bag full of drugs, claiming to have turned on
bishops and obtained nihil obstat from Pope John. When the medical
society complained that only doctors could give drugs, Meyner
bought himself a doctor’s degree from a Kentucky diploma mill and
swept through northern California turning on scientists and professors
and _God seekers.

Right from the beginning this dedicated group of ring bearers
was rent with a basic disagreement. There were those who said work
within the system. Society has assigned the administration of drugs to
the medical profession. Any non-doctor who gives or takes drugs is a
dope fiend. Play ball with the system. Medicine must be the vanguard
of the psychedelic movement. Any nonmedical use of psychedelic
drugs would create a new marijuana mess and set back research into
the new utopia.

The medical point of view made little sense to religious philoso-
phers. Aldous Huxley called the psychedelic experience a gratuitous
grace. His vibrant flame-colored wife, Laura, agreed. 531n gentle
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tones, did Huston Smith and Alan Watts and Gerald He
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And so did Allen Ginsberg, who had discovered the Buddha na-
ture of drugs along with other writers.

I had been visited by most of the psychedelic eminences by this
time and was under steady pressure to make the Harvard psychedelic
research a kosher-medically-approved project. Everyone was aware of
the potency of Harvard’s name. Timothy, you are the key figure, said
Dr. Al Meyner; I'm just old deputy-dog Al at your service. But the
message was clear: Keep it respectable and medical.

And now here was Allen Ginsberg, the secretary-general of the
world’s poets, beatniks, anarchists, socialists, free-sex/love cultists.

November 26, 1960, the sunny Sunday afternoon that we gave
Allen Ginsberg the mushrooms, started slowly. First in the cycle of
breakfasts at noon were my son Jack Leary and his friend Bobbie,
who had spent the night. Bobbie went off to Mass. When I came
down I found Donald, an uninvited raccoon hipster-painter from
New York, solemnly squatting at the table gnawing at toast and ba-
con. Frank Barron, who was visiting, and the poets, Allen Ginsberg
and Peter and Lafcadio Orlovsky, remained upstairs and we moved
around the kitchen with that Sunday-morning hush, not wanting to
wake the sleepers. Lafcadio, Peter’s brother, was on leave from a hos-
pital.

About twelve-thirty the quiet exploded into family noise. Bob-
bie was back from church where he had excitedly told his father
about the party we had given the night before for the Harvard foot-
ball team and how I had given the boys, Bobbie and ]ack a dollar
each for being bartenders.

I toted up the political profit and loss from this development.

The Harvard football team rang up a sale. But the boys bartending?

Bobbie’s father is Irish so that’s all right. All okay.

Then wham, the door opened and in flooded Susan Leary, my
daughter, with three teen-age girls, through the kitchen, upstairs to
get clothes, down to make a picnic lunch, up again for records, out,
and then back for the ginger ale.

By now the noise had filtered upstairs and we could hear the late

sleepers moving around and the bathroom waters running, and down
came Frank Barron, half-awake, to fry codfish cakes for his breakfast.
And then, Allen Ginsberg and Peter. Allen hopped around the room
with nearsighted crow motions cooking eggs, and Peter sat silent,
watching.
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Afterward the poets fell to reading the Times and Frank moved
upstairs to Susan’s room to watch a pro football game on TV. I told
Allen to make himself at home and got beers and went up to join
Frank. Donald the painter had been padding softly around the house
watching with his big, soft creature eyes and sniffing in corners and at
the bookcase and the record cabinets. He had asked to take mush-
rooms in the evening and was looking for records of Indian peyote
drum music.

At dusk, Allen Ginsberg, hunched over a teacup, peering out
through his black-rimmed glasses, the left lens bisected by a break,
started telling of his experiences with ayahuasco, the fabled visionary
vine of the Peruvian jungles. He had followed the quest of Bill Bur-
roughs, sailing south for new realms of consciousness, looking for the
elixir of wisdom. Sitting, sweating with heat, lonely in a cheap hotel
in Lima, holding a wad of ether-soaked cotton to his nose with
his left hand and getting high and making poetry with his right hand,
and then traveling by second-class bus with Indians up through the
Cordillera de los Andes and then more buses and hitchhiking into
the Montafia jungles and shining rivers, wandering through steam-
ing equatorial forests. Then the village Pucallpa, and the negotiations

to find the curandero [guide], paying him with aguardiente, and the

ritual itself, swallowing the bitter stuff, and the nausea and the
colors and the drums beating and sinking down into thingless void,
into the great eye that brings it all together, and the terror of the great
snake coming. The old curandero, wrinkled face bending over him
and Allen telling him, culebra, and the curandero nodding clinically
and blowing a puff of smoke to make the great snake disappear and

it did.

The fate of fire depends on wood; as long as there is wood below,
the fire burns above. It is the same in human life; there is in man
likewise a fate that lends power to his life. —1I Ching

I kept asking Allen questions about the curandero. 1 wanted to
learn the rituals, to find out how other cultures (older and wiser than
ours) had handled the visionary business. I was fascinated by the ritual
thing. Ritual is to the science of consciousness what experiment is to
external science, I was convinced that nione of our American rituals
fit the mushroom experience. Not the cocktail party. Not the psychi- |
atrist. Not the teacher-minister role. I was impressed by what Allen |
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said about his own fear and sickness whenever he took drugs and
about the solace and comforting strength of the curandero, about how
good it was to have someone there who knew, who had been to those
far regions of the mind and could tell you by a look, by a touch, by a
puff of smoke that it was all right, go ahead, explore the strange
world, it’s all right, you’ll come back, it’s all right, I'm here back on
familiar old human earth when you need me, to bring you back.

Allen was going to take the mushrooms later that night and he
was shaping me up to help him. Allen was weaving a word spell,- dark
eyes gleaming through the glasses, chain-smoking, moving his hands,
intense, chanting trance poetry. Frank Barron was in the study now,
and with him Lafcadio Orlovsky.

A car came up the driveway and in a minute the door opened,
and Donald, furry and moist, ambled in. He had brought his friend,
an anthropology student from Harvard, to be with him when he
tripped. Donald asked if his friend could be theré during the mush-
room session. I liked the idea of having a friend present for the mush-
rooms, someone to whom you could turn at those moments when
you needed support, so I said, Sure, but he couldn’ take the pills
because he was a university student. Everyone was warning us to
keep our research away from Harvard to avoid complications with the
university health bureau and to avoid the rumors. He wasn’t hungry
so I mixed him a drink and then I got the little round bottle and
. pulled out the cotton topping and gave Donald 30 mg. and Allen
. Ginsberg 36. ‘

Allen started bustling around getting his cave ready. I brought
Susan’s record player up to his room and he took some Beethoven and
~ Wagner from the study and he turned out the lights so that there was
- just a glow in the room. I told him we’d be checking back every fif-
. teen minutes and he should tell me if he wanted anything.

. By the time I got downstairs Donald was already high, strolling
around the house on dainty raccoon feet with his hands clasped be-
hind his back, thinking and digging deep things. I stayed in the study
writing letters, reading the Times. I had forgotten about the anthro-
pology student. He was waiting in the kitchen. A

& After about thirty minutes I found Donald in the hallway. He
' called me over earnestly and began talking about the artificiality of
k. civilization. He was thinking hard about basic issues and it was obvi-
ous what was going on with him—clearing his mind of abstractions,
trying to get back behind the words and concepts.

S
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And if he succeeds in assigning the right place to life and to fate,
thus bringing the two into harmony, he puts his fate on a firm foot-
ing. These words contain hints about the fostering of life as handed
on by oral tradition in the secret teachings qf Chinese yoga.

—I Ching

The anthropology student was standing by, watching curiously,
and Donald asked if he minded leaving so that he could talk to me
privately. Anthro went back to the kitchen and Donald continued
talking about the falseness of houses and' machines and deploring the
way man cut himself off from the vital stuff with his engines and
structures. I was trying to be polite and be a good curandero and sup-
port him and tell him, great boy, stay with it and work it out. '

Susan came back from her friends’ about this time and went up-
stairs to her homework, and I followed her up to check on Allen. He
was lying on top of the blanket. His glasses were off and his black
eyes, pupils completely dilated, looked up at me. Looking down into
them they seemed like two deep, black, wet wells and you could look
down them way through the man Ginsberg to something human be-
yond. The eye is such a defenseless, naive, trusting thing. PROFESSOR
LEARY CAME INTO MY ROOM, LOOKED IN MY EYES, AND SAID I WAS
A GREAT MAN. THAT DETERMINED ME TO MAKE AN EFFORT TO LIVE
HERE AND NOW. - —Allen Ginsberg

Allen was scared and unhappy and sick. And still he was lying
there voluntarily, patiently searching, pushing himself into panics and
fears, into nausea, trying to learn something, trying to find meaning.
Shamelessly weak and shamelessly human and greatly classic. Peter
was lying next to him, eyes closed, sleeping or listening to the record.
I GOT NAUSEOUS SOON AFTER—SAT UP IN BED NAKED AND SWAL-
LOWED DOWN THE VOMIT THAT BESIEGED FROM MY STOMACH AS IF
AN INDEPENDENT BEING DOWN THERE WAS REBELLING AT BEING
DRAGGED INTO EXISTENCE.

On the way downstairs I checked Susan’s room. She was curled
up on the carpet, with her books scattered around her and reading in
the shadows. I scolded her about ruining her eyes and flicked on the

two wall bulbs. Downstairs Frank was still at the study desk. Anthro
was wandering in the living room and told me that Donald had gone
outside. The rule we had set up was that no one would leave the
house and the idea of Donald padding down Beacon Street in a mys-
tic state chilled me. Out on the front porch I turned on the two rows
of spotlights that flooded the long winding stone stairs and started
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down, shielding my eyes and shouting Donald. Halfway down I heard
him answering back and saw him standing under an oak tree on the
lower lawn. I asked him how he was, but he didn’t talk, just stood-

there looking wise and deep. He was barefoot and higher than Pic-
card’s balloon. I want to talk to you, but first you must take off your
shoes. Okay, why not? I sat down to unlace my shoes and he squatted
alongside and told about how the machines complicate our lives and
how cold and hot were abstractions and how we didn’t really need
houses and shoes and clothes because it was just our concepts that
made us think we needed these things. I agreed with him and fol-
lowed what his mind was doing, suspending for a moment the clutch
of the abstract but at the same time shivering from the November -
wind and wanting to get back behind the warm glow of the windows.

The young anthropology student was standing in the hallway. I
told him that Donald was doing fine, great mystical stuff, philosophiz-
ing without concepts. He looked puzzled. He didn’t want a drink or
food. I walked upstairs and found the door to Allen’s room closed. I
waited for a while, not knowing what to do and then knocked softly
and said softly, Allen I'm here now and will be back in a few minutes.
Paradise Lost, A BOOK I'D NEVER UNDERSTOOD BEFORE—WHY
MILTON SIDED WITH LUCIFER THE REBEL IN HEAVEN.

I GOT UP OUT OF BED AND WALKED DOWNSTAIRS NAKED,
ORLOVSKY FOLLOWING ME, CURIOUS WHAT I WOULD DO AND
* WILLING TO GO ALONG IN CASE I DID ANYTHING INTERESTINGLY
EXTRAVAGANT. URGING ME ON IN FACT, THANK GOD.

‘Susan was sitting cross-legged on her bed brushing her hair when
there came a patter of bare feet on the hallway carpet. I got to the
door just in time to see naked buttocks disappearing down the stair-
way. It was Peter. I was grinning when I went back to see Susan. Peter
is running around without any clothes on. Susan picked up her para-
phernalia—curlers, brush, pins, and trotted up to the third floor. I
headed downstairs.

‘When I got to the study Frank was leaning back in his chair be-
hind the desk, grinning quizzically. In front of the desk looking like
medieval hermits were Allen and Peter, both stark naked. I WENT IN
AMONG THE PSYCHOLOGISTS IN STUDY AND SAW THEY TOO WERE
WAITING FOR SOMETHING VAST TO HAPPEN ONLY IT REQUIRED
SOMEONE AND THE MOMENT TO MAKE IT HAPPEN—ACTION, REVO-
LUTION. No, Allen had on his glasses and as I came in he peered out
at me and raised his finger in the air. Hey, Allen, what goes on? Allen
had a holy gleam in his eye and he waved his finger. I'm the Messiah.
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I've come down to preach love to the world. We’re going to walk
through the streets and teach people to stop hating. I DECIDED I
MIGHT AS WELL BE THE ONE TO DO SO—PRONOUNCED MY NAKED-
NESS AS THE FIRST ACT OF REVOLUTION AGAINST THE DESTROYERS
OF THE HUMAN IMAGE.

Well, Allen, that sounds like a pretty good idea. Listen, said
Allen, do you believe that I’'m the Messiah? THE NAKED BODY BEING
THE HIDDEN SIGN. Look, I can prove it. I'm going to cure your hear-
ing. Take off your hearing machine. Your ears are cured. Come
on, take it off, you don’t need it. AND GRABBED THE TELEPHONE
TO COMMUNICATE MY DECISION—WANTED TO HOOK UP KHRU-
SHCHEV, KEROUAC, BURROUGHS, IKE, KENNEDY, MAO TSE-TUNG,
MAILER, ETC. _

Frank was still smiling. Peter was standing by, watching seriously.
The hearing aid was dumped on the desk. That’s right. And now your
glasses, I'll heal your vision too. The glasses were laid on the desk too.
ALL IN ONE TELEPHONE LINE AND GET THEM ALL TO COME IMMEDI-
ATELY TO HARVARD TO HAVE SPECTRAL CONFERENCE OVER THE
FUTURE OF THE UNIVERSE.

Allen was peering around with approval at his healing. But Allen,
one thing. What? Your glasses. You're still wearing them. Why don’t
you cure your own vision. Allen looked surprised. Yes, you're right. I
will. He took off his glasses and laid them on the desk.

Now Allen was a blind Messiah squinting around to find his fol-
lowers. Come on. We'’re going down to the city streets to tell the
people about peace and love. And then we’ll get lots of great people
onto a big telephone network to settle all this warfare bit.

Fine, said Frank, but why not do the telephone bit first, right -
here in the house. Frank was heading off the pilgrimage down the av-

" enue naked.

Who we gonna call, said Peter. Well, we’ll call Kerouac on Long
Island, and Kennedy and Khrushchev and Bill Burroughs in Paris and
Norman Mailer in the psycho ward in Bellevue. We’ll get them all
hooked up in a big cosmic electronic love talk. War is just a hang-up.
We'll get the love-thing flowing on the electric Bell Telephone
network. Who we gonna call first, said Peter. Let’s start with
Khrushcheyv, said Allen.

Look, why don’t we start with Kerouac on Long Island. In the
meantime, let’s pull the curtains, said Frank. There’s enough going-on
in here so I don’t care about looking outside. Allen picked up the
white telephone and dialed Operator. The two thin figures leaned
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forward wrapped up in a holy fervor trying to spread peace. The dear
noble innocent helplessness of the naked body. They looked as
though they had stepped out of a quattrocento canvas, apostles, mar-
tyrs, dear fanatic holy men. Allen said, Hello, operator, this is God, I
want to talk to Kerouac. To whom do I want to talk? Kerouac. What's
my name? This is God. G-O-D. Okay. We’ll try Capitol 7-0563.
Where? Northport, Long Island. There was a pause. We were all lis-
tening hard. Oh. Yes. That’s right. That’s the number of the house
where I was born. Look, operator, I'll have to 80 upstairs to get the
number. Then I'll call back. : '

Allen hung up the receiver. What was all that about, Allen? Well,
the operator asked me my name and I said I was God and I wanted to
speak to Kerouac and she said, I'll try to do my best, sir, but you’ll
have to give me his number and then I gave her the number of my
mother’s house. I've got Kerouac’s number upstairs in my book. Just a
minute and I'll get it.

Back at the phone, Allen was shouting to Jack. He wanted Jack
to come up to Cambridge and then he wanted Jack’s mother to come
too. Jack had a lot to say because Allen held the phone, listening for
long spaces. Frank was still sitting behind the desk smiling. Donald
and the anthro student were standing in the hallway looking in curi-
ously. I walked over to explain. Allen says he is the Messiah and
he’s calling Kerouac to start a peace and love movement. Donald
wasn't interested. He went on telling me about the foolishness of
believing in hot and cold. It occurred to me that Allen and Peter
were proving his point. The phone call continued and finally I walked
back in and said, Hey, Allen, for the cost of this phone call we could
pay his way up here by plane. Allen shot an apologetic look and then
I heard him telling Jack, Okay, Jack, I have to go now, but you've got
to take the mushrooms and let’s settle this quarrel between Kennedy
and Khrushchev. BUT NEEDED MY GLASSES—THOUGH HAD YELLED
AT LEARY THAT HE DIDN’T NEED HIS EARPIECE TO HEAR THE REAL
VIBRATIONS OF THE COSMOS. HE WENT ALONG WITH ME AGREE-
ABLY.

Allen and Peter were. sitting on the big couch in the living
room and Allen was telling us about his visions, cosmic electronic
networks, and how much it meant to him that I told him he was a
great man and how this mushroom episode had opened the door to
women and heterosexuality and how he could see new womanly
body visions and family life ahead. BUT THEN I BEGAN BREATHING
AND WANTING TO LIE DOWN AND REST. Peter’s hand was moving
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back and forth on Allen’s shoulder. It was the first time that Allen had
stood up to Jack and he was sorry about the phone bill but wasn't it
too bad that Khrushchev and Kennedy couldn’t have been on the line
and, hey, what about Norman Mailer in that psychiatric ward in
Bellevue, shouldn’t we call him.

I don’t think they’d let a call go through to him, A]len Well, it all
depends on how we come ‘on. I don't think coming on as Allen Gins-
berg would help in that league. I don’t think coming on as the Mes-
siah would either. Well, you could come on as big psychologists and
make big demanding noises about the patient. It was finally decided
that it was too much trouble.

Still curandero, 1 asked if they wanted anything to eat or drink.
Well, how about some hot milk. IF I ATE OR SHIT AGAIN I WOULD
TURN BACK TO MERE NON-MESSIAH HUMAN. Allen and Peter went
upstairs to put on robes and I put some cold milk in a pan and turned
on the stove. Donald was still moving around softly with his hands be-
hind his back. Thinking. Watching. He was too deep and Buddha for
us to swing with and I later realized that I hadn’t been a very attentive
curandero for him and that there was a gulf between Allen and him
never closed and that the geographic arrangement was too scattered to
. make a close loving session. Of course, both of them were old drug
hands and ready to go off on their own private journeys and both
wanted to make something deep and their own.

Anthro’s role in all of this was never clear. He stood in the hall-
way watching curiously but for the most part we ignored him, treated
him as an object just there but not involved and that, of course, was a
mistake. Any time you treat someone as an object rest assured he’ll do
the same and that was the way that score was going to be tallied.

We ended up with a great scene in the kitchen. I bustled around
pouring the hot milk into cups, and the poets sat around the table
looking like Giotto martyrs in checkered robes. Lafcadio came down
and we got him some food and he nodded yes when I asked him
about ice cream and Allen started to talk about his visions and about
the drug scene in New York and, becoming eloquent, wound up
preaching with passion about the junkies, helpless, hooked, lost, thin,
confused creatures, sick and the police and the informers. I SAW THE
BEST MINDS OF MY GENERATION DESTROYED BY MADNESS, STARV-
ING HYSTERICAL NAKED, DRAGGING THEMSELVES THROUGH THE
NEGRO STREETS AT DAWN LOOKING FOR AN ANGRY FIX. And then
we started planning the psychedelic revolution. Allen wanted every-
one to have the mushrooms. Who has the right to keep them from
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someone else? And there should be freedom for all sorts of rituals too.
The doctors could have them and there should be curanderos, and all
sorts of good new holy rituals that could be developed and ministers
have to be involved. Although the-church is naturally and automati-
cally opposed to mushroom visions, still the experience is basically re-
ligious and some ministers would see it and start using them. But with
all these groups and organizations and new rituals, there still had to be
room for the single, lone, unattached, non-groupy individual to take
the mushrooms and go off and follow his own rituals—brood big cos-
mic thoughts by the sea or roam through the streets of New York,
high and restless, thinking poetry, and writers and poets and artists to
work out whatever they were working out.

Allen Ginsberg hunched over the kitchen table, shabby robe hid-
ing his thin white nakedness, cosmic politician. Give them the mystic
vision, They’ll see it’s good and honest and they’ll say so publicly and
then /Ao one from the police or the narcotics bureau can put them
down. And you're the perfect persons to do it. Big serious scientist
" professors from Harvard. That’s right. I can’t do it. I'm too easy to put
down. Crazy beatnik poet. Let me get my address book. I've got lots
of connections in New York and we’ll go right down the list and turn
them all on. : :

Now Allen Ginsberg, stooping over the kitchen table peering at
his address book. There’s Robert Lowell and Muriel Rukeyser, and
LeR oi Jones. And Dizzy Gillespie. And the painters. And the publish-
ers. He was chanting out names of the famous and the talented. He
was completely serious, dedicated, wound up in the crusade. I'mM
NEARSIGHTED AND PSYCHOPATHIC ANYWAY. AMERICA, I’'M PUT-
TING MY QUEER SHOULDER TO THE WHEEL. -

And so Allen spun out the cosmic campaign. He was to line up
influentials and each weekend I would come down. to-New York and
we'd run mushroom sessions. This fit our Harvard research plans per-
fectly. Our aim there was to learn how people reacted, to test the lim-
its of the drug, to get creative and thoughtful people to take them and
tell us what' they saw and what we should do with the mushrooms.
Allen’s political plan was appealing too. I had seen enough and read
enough in Spanish of the anti-vision crowd, the power-holders with
guns, and the bigger and better men we got on our team the stronger
our position. And then, too, the big-name bit was intriguing. Meet-
ing and sharing visions with the famous. o

It was around midnight. Donald still seemed high and would
walk in and out of the room, silently, hands behind his back, Talmu-
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dic raccoon, studying the kitchen crowd seriously, and then padding
out. The anthropology student had joined us around the table. We
had given him something to drink and he was listening to the conver-
sation and saying nothing. He made some comment about schedules
back to Cambridge and it was time for him to make the last train, so I
drove him down to the station. He asked some questions about the
scientific meaning of the mushroom research and it was clear that he
didn’t understand what had happened and what we were doing.
There wasn’t time to explain and I felt badly that he had been dragged
into a strange situation. We had made the rule.that people could bring
their friends when they took the mushrooms and this seemed like a
good idea for the person taking the mushrooms but it was just begin-
ning to dawn on me that the problem never was with the person tak-
ing the drug but rather the people who didn’t. Like Brother Toriblo,
the Spanish monk, who talked about cruelty and drunkenness caused
by the Sacred Mushrooms. It’s okay to bring a friend, but he should
take the mushrooms with you. And poor Anthro, it turned out,
wasn’t even a friend of Donald’s and as it turned out didn’t like him
and was clearly bewildered by and critical of what he had seen and
heard and the nakedness of the poets. His train was about due and I
was too preoccupied by what Allen had been saying to feel like ex-
plaining to Anthro. The uneasy feeling persisted and I suggested that
he not tell people about the mystic visions and the naked crusaders
because this might be misunderstood and he said he wouldn’t talk
about it and we shook hands and he:left.

That was Sunday night. By Monday afternoon the rumors were
spreading around Harvard Yard.

Beatniks. Orgies. Naked poets. Junkies. Homosexuality. Drug
parties. Tried to lure a decent naive graduate student into sin. Wild
parties masquerading as research. Queers. Beards. Criminal types.

The chairman of my department called me. What the hell is go-
ing on, Tim? Two graduate students have come to me indignant—de-
manding that your work be stopped. '

I laughed. I'll send you the reports from the session as soon as
they are typed. It was a good session. God would approve. We're
learning a lot.

The disapproving gaze of the establishment was on us. You
should fear the wary eyes of the servants of Sauron were the words
of Elrond. I do not doubt that news . . . has already reached him,
and he will be filled with wrath. = —The Lord of the Rings
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E,In the months that followed we began to see ourselves as unwit--
ting agents of a social process that was far too powerful for us to con-
trol or more than dimly understand. A historical movement that
would inevitably change man at the very center of his nature, hls con-
sciousness.

We did sense that we were not alone. The quest for internal free-
dom, for the elixir of life, for the drau fimmortal revelation
not new. We were part of an ancient and honorable fellowship which
had pursued this journey since the dawn of recorded histo e be-
gan to read the accounts of earlier trippers—Dante, Hesse René
Daumal, Tolkien, Homer, Blake, George Fox, Swedenborg, Bosch,
and the explorers from the Orient—tantrics, Sufis, Bauls, Gnostics,
hermetics, Sivaites, sadhus. '

From this moment on my days as a respectable establishment sci-
entist were numbered. I just couldn’t see the new society given birth
by medical hands, or psychedelic sacraments as psychiatric tools.

From this evening on my .energies were offered to the ancient
underground society of alchemists, artists, mystics, alienated visionar-
ies, dropouts and the disenchanted young, the sons arising.




