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I was, at the time, a successful robot—respected at Harvard,
clean-cut, witty, and, in that inert culture, unusually creative.
Though I had attained the highest ambition of the young Amer-
ican intellectual, I was totally cut off from the body and senses.
My clothes had been obediently selected to fit the young pro-
fessional image. Even after one hundred drug sessions I rou-
tinely listened to pop music, drank martinis, ate what was put
before me.

I had “appreciated” art by pushing my body around to “sa-
cred places,” but this tourism had nothing to do with direct
aesthetic sensation. My nervous system was cocooned in sym-
bols; the event was always second-hand. Art was an academic
concept, an institution. The idea that one should live one’s life
as a work of art had never occurred to me.

After we took psilocybin, I sat on the couch in Flora Lu’s
Elysian chamber, letting my right cerebral hemisphere slowly
open up to direct sensual reception. Flora Lu and Maynard
started teaching me eroticism—the yoga of attention. Each mo-
ment was examined for sensual possibility. The delicious grace
of moving one’s hand, not as part of a learned survival se-
quence, but for kinesthetic joy.
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Timothy Leary: Sexual Revolutionary

TIMOTHY LEARY LOVED TO TURN YOU ON. MORE THAN ANY
other major public figure of the 20th century, Timothy Leary
believed that embracing the experience of pleasure—especially
sexual pleasure—was the highest aim of humanity. Many times,
over several adventurous decades, he risked everything to prove it.

What sent this Springfield, Massachusetts-born boy turned Har-
vard professor on such a world-class Dionysian quest? The roots
of Leary’s ecstatic search may lie in the repressive atmosphere of
his youth, and his tragic early marriage.

Timothy Leary was born on October 22, 1920—the year pro-
hibition began. He was the son of an alcoholic, abusive military
father and a devoutly Irish Catholic mother with a “fanatically
religious distrust of men and sexuality.” At twelve, his father
abandoned him, leaving him a single hundred-dollar bill.

It wasn’t long before he began testing the limits himself. By
1940, at 20 years of age, Leary left West Point after having been
made an example of with a humiliating nine-month code of si-
lence for drinking. His next move, to the University of Alabama,
was cut short when he was expelled for sleeping at a girls’ dor-
mitory.
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Timothy Leary

Leary was drafted, became a corporal, married Marianne
Busch, and completed a master’s in psychology at Washington
State University. As a doctoral candidate at UC Berkeley and a
director of psychological research for Kaiser Permanente Hospi-
tal, he became widely known for his published work on trans-
actional psychology, notably The Interpérsonal Diagnosis of
Personality, a respected precursor to Eric Berne’s Games People
Play. Over a decade before the summer of Love, Leary was con-
sidered a masterful, breakthrough psychological theorist.

But if interpersonal psychology was Leary’s forte, his own per-
sonal life was in turmoil. As Charles W. Slack describes in Tim-
othy Leary: the Madness of the Sixties & Me, hard-drinking
Timothy and Marianne Leary had

an unusual affair for the 1950s, involving flaunted infidelity
on both sides. At the end of it, they were both to be found
acting out frequently at Who’s Afraid of Virginia Woolf par-
ties, which would climax with Tim and Marianne Leary in
arms not each other’s. People who knew them then got the
impression they were trying to drive each other crazy. The
kids (children Jackie and Susan) ran wild.

On the morning of his 35th birthday, Tim discovered Marianne
in the garage, dead by suicide in the family car, asphyxiated. Suf-
fering from acute post-partum depression, she left him to parent
two young children.

On a self-imposed sabbatical, he moved with his kids to Eu-
rope, and became violently ill in Spain. While sick, Leary—who
had yet to try a single psychedelic substance—had his first taste
of fever-induced satori: “With a sudden snap,” he later wrote,
“all the ropes of my social self were gone. I was a 38-year-old
male animal with two cubs. High, completely free.” Like novelist
William S. Burroughs, who accidentally shot and killed his first
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wife, Leary’s tragedy forced him into a midlife reassessment of
his entire worldview.

In 1957, Leary returned to Berkeley and married his second wife,
Mary “Del” Gorman. The marriage didn’t last more than a year,
and Leary—picking up a three-year post at Harvard—had be-
come a ladies’ man at the dawn of the swinging sexual revolution.
As Slack puts it, “Plenty of good-lookers came to be served.”
Leary, however, found himself with a new challenge:

In 1960, I moved to Cambridge, Massachusetts, to join
the Harvard faculty. My sexual situation was changed. I was
a 40-year-old single person facing, once again, the thrills of
romance and spills of the mating ground.

At this point I found that my sexuality (how shall I put
it?) was very elitist and selective. I no longer felt the inces-
sant, throbbing teenage desire to fuck any consenting warm
body in the vicinity. A one-night stand could be a lust or a
bust depending on my feelings toward the woman, my emo-
tional state, and my period of heat.

Leary became obsessed with the problems of impotence and its
psychological implications. He started an exhaustive research of
aphrodisiacs from all over the world.

To find out more about these matters, I read extensively
on the subject and talked to my friends in the psychiatric,
clinical, and personality departments. I learned that male sex-
uality is not an automatic macho scene. The male erotic
response turned out to be a most complex situation. More
than two-thirds of the male population over the age of 35
reported less than perfect control over their desires. Adult
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males seemed to have cycles and rhythms and all sorts of
delicate sensitivities that are usually attributed to the

“weaker sex.”

Concurrent with but separate from his obsessive quest for a
functioning aphrodisiac, Leary had been told about a miraculous
mushroom that could induce religious enlightenment. That sum-
mer, after only eight months at Harvard, Leary followed the cue
of creativity psychologist Frank Barron, and went to Cuernavaca,
Mexico, to experiment with “so-called sacred mushrooms.” After
one trip Leary was sold, and immediately returned to Harvard to
begin a research program called The Psilocybin Project.

Ironically, even for Leary, the connection between mind expan-
sion and body ecstasy was still not so obvious. As Leary remi-
nisces about the early days of LSD research at Harvard, “we
learned, to our dismay, that hip pleasure-seekers in Las Vegas,
Beverly Hills, and Aspen were saying LSD (a psychedelic drug
none of us had yet tried) meant “Let’s Strip Down.” These dis-
coveries came as a delicious shock to our prudish academic
minds.”

It wasn’t until a jazz trumpeter named Maynard Ferguson and
his beatnik wife Flora Lu hooked up Leary with a sensual Mor-
occan cover girl model named Malaca that Leary made the jump
from cerebral/spiritual LSD use to all-out sensual/sexual/psyche-
delic experimentation. Leary was “turned on” to say the least, as
is beautifully documented in “Discovering the Source of All Plea-
sure,” in this volume:

We found no problem maneuvering the limbs, tentacles, and
delightful protuberances with which we were miraculously
equipped in the transparent honey-liquid zero-gravity atmo-
sphere that surrounded, bathed, and sustained us. .. This
was my first sexual experience under the influence of psy-
chedelics. It startled me to learn that in addition to being
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instruments of philosophic revelation, mystical unity, and
evolutionary insight, psychedelic drugs were very power-

ful aphrodisiacs . .. Malaca was upstairs taking a bubble
bath...

His search had ended. Once he made the connection between
the psychedelic and the erotic it became the forefront of Leary’s
agenda, and he fought to publicly sexualize the acid experience.
“There is no question that LSD is the most powerful aphrodisiac
ever discovered,” Leary announced, to the great displeasure of
many of his Harvard colleagues. In 1963, Leary and his associate
Richard Alpert were tossed out of Harvard, the first faculty mem-
bers to be kicked out since Ralph Waldo Emerson. The party had
begun.

Leary moved the operation, formally known as the League for
Spiritual Discovery (LSD), to a millionaire patron’s palatial estate
in Millbrook, New York. On Marshall MacLuhan’s suggestion,
he coined a pop phrase for mass ingestion—Tune in, Turn on,
Drop out—and encouraged young people to join the psychedelic
nation. In 1964, he married a third time, to the glamorous Nena
von Schlebrugge, daughter of Baroness von Schlebrugge. Nena
was a jetset television commercial model for Swedish cigars, fea-
tured in Harper’s Bazaar, “suited for spring” in “Davidow’s
short, cuffed-sleeve suit of coral-and-green Italian cotton at Bon-
wit Teller.” As Harper’s put it, Nena “became a seasoned traveler
at a youthful age, so today it’s only natural that she spend much
of her time jetting from her New York base to various and sundry
European and Asian destinations.”

It was a heady new form of domestic bliss: the acid guru su-
perstar and his wild, lysergic trophy wife. Like his previous mar-
riage, it didn’t last. As Dr. Slack describes it in Timothy Leary,
the Madness of the Sixties, and Me, “Millbrook was beginning to
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look like the Cabinet of Dr. Caligari. .. Upon returning from
India, Tim and Nena were separated pending divorce.” Perhaps
not entirely unaffected by her experiences at Millbrook, Nena
von Schlebrugge went on to marry Robert A. F. Thurman, Pro-
fessor of Tibetan-Buddhist studies at Columbia, the first Western
Tibetan Buddhist Monk ordained by the Dalai Lama, and father
of actress Uma Thurman. Today, she is the treasurer of Tibet
House.

Meanwhile, Timothy Leary’s notoriety, fame, and sphere of in-
fluence were ballooning out of control. He celebrated by marrying
actress/model/stewardess Rosemary Woodruff, two times in a
row. The first ceremony, at sunrise in Joshua Tree, was filmed
and directed by Ted Markland of Bonanza, and featured an entire
congregation gassed on acid. The second ceremony, at Millbrook,
was conducted by Freaky Bill Haines, hip guru of a cult called
“the Neo-American Church.”

Rosemary was Leary’s true partner and psychedelic soul-mate
during his most public, turbulent years. In “The Berkeley Lec-
tures,” included in this volume, Leary regularly refers to her as a
source of ideas and inspiration. She was a guide at Millbrook and
a seminar instructor for Leary’s League for Spiritual Discovery.

As both a married man in his late *40s and the unofficial High
Priest of LSD, Leary found himself in the sometimes contradictory
position of crafting a Healthy New Psychedelic Sexuality. LSD,
he insisted, could cure impotence, cement relationships, and ini-
tiate hundreds of female orgasms where there previously had been
none. When Playboy sent Alex Haley to interview Leary at Mill-
brook, the author of Roots, perhaps acting on behalf of the mag-
azine’s readership, seemed more interested in whether or not LSD
would help a swinger get chicks into the sack.

PLAYBOY: Are you preaching psychedelic monogamy?
LEARY: Well, I can’t generalize, but one of the great lessons I've
learned from LSD is that every man contains the essence of
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all men and every woman has within her all women. I re-
member a session a few years ago in which, with horror and
ecstasy, I opened my eyes and looked into Rosemary’s eyes
and was pulled into the deep pools of her being floating softly
in the center of her mind, experiencing everything that she
was experiencing, knowing every thought she ever had. As
my eyes were riveted to hers, her face began to melt and
change. I saw her as a young girl, as a baby, as an old woman
with gray hair and seamy, wrinkled face. I saw her as a witch,
a Madonna, a nagging crone, a radiant queen, a Byzantine
virgin, a tired worldly-wise oriental whore who had seen
every sight of life repeated a thousand times. She was all
women, all woman, the essence of female, eyes smiling quiz-
zically, resignedly, devilishly, always inviting, “See me, hear
me, join me, merge with me, keep the dance going.” Now the
implications of this experience for sex and mating, I think are
obvious. It’s because of this, not because of moral restrictions
or restraints, that I’ve been monogamous in my use of LSD
over the last six years.

PLAYBOY: When you speak of monogamy, do you mean the
complete sexual fidelity to one woman?

LEARY: Well, the notion of running around trying to find dif-
ferent mates is a very low-level concept. We are living in a
world of expanding population in which there are more and
more beautiful young girls and boys coming off the assembly
line each month. It’s obvious that the sexual criteria of the
past are going to be changed and that what’s demanded of
creatures with our sensory and cellular repertoire is not just
one affair after another with one young body after another,
but the exploration of the incredible depths and varieties of
your own identity with another. This involves time and com-
mitment to the voyage. There is a certain kind of neurological
and cellular fidelity that develops. I have said for many years
now that in the future the grounds for divorce would not be
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that your mate went to bed with another and bounced around
on a mattress for an hour or two, but that your mate had an
LSD session with somebody else, because the bonds and the
connections that develop are so powerful.

PLAYBOY: It’s been reported that when you are in the company
of women, quite a lot of them turn on to you. As a matter of
fact, a friend of yours told us that you could have two or
three different women a night if you wanted to. Is he right?

LEARY: For the most part, during the last six years, I have lived
very quietly in our research centers. But on lecture tours and
in highly enthusiastic social gatherings, there is no question
that a charismatic public figure does generate attraction and
stimulate a sexual response.

PLAYBOY: How often do you return this response?

LEARY: Every woman has built into her cells and tissues the
longing for a hero, sage-mythic male, to open up and share
her own divinity. But casual sexual encounters do not satisfy
this deep longing. Any charismatic person who is conscious
of his or her own mythic potency awakens this basic hunger
and pays reverence to it at the level that is harmonious and
appropriate at the time. Compulsive body grabbing, however,
is rarely the vehicle of such communication.

PLAYBOY: Do you disapprove of the idea of casual romance,
catalyzed by LSD?

LEARY: Well, 'm no one to tell anyone else what to do. But I
would say, if you use LSD to make out sexually in the seduc-
tive sense, then you’ll be a very humiliated and embarrassed
person, because it’s just not going to work. On LSD, her eyes
would be microscopic, and she’d see very plainly what you
were up to, coming on with some heavy-handed, mustache-
twisting routine. You’d look like a consummate ass, and she’d
laugh at you, or you’d look like a monster and she’d scream
and go into a paranoid state. Nothing good can happen with
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LSD if it’s used crudely or for power or for manipulative pur-
poses.

PLAYBOY: Suppose you met a girl at a party, developed an im-
mediate rapport, and you both decided to share an LSD trip
that same night. Could it work under those circumstances?

LEARY: You must remember that in taking LSD with someone
else, you are voluntarily relinquishing your personality de-
fenses and opening yourself up in a very vulnerable manner.
If you and the other are ready to do this, there would be an
immediate and deep rapport if you took a trip together. Peo-
ple from the LSD cult would be able to do it upon a brief
meeting, but an inexperienced person would probably find it
extremely confusing, and the people might become quite iso-
lated from each other. They might be whirled into the rapture
or confusion of their own inner workings and forget entirely
that the other person is there.

Leary’s new, visible position was that of a cosmic diplomatic,
regulating the constant battle between square culture, law en-
forcement, “the LSD cult,” so-called serious psychology, the peo-
ple, and the press. In ’68, President Nixon called Timothy Leary
“The most dangerous man in America,” as John Lennon wrote
“Come Together” to help Leary’s candidacy for governor of Cal-
ifornia.

The law finally caught up with Leary, and he was sentenced to
thirty years for possession of less than ten dollars of marijuana.
After a few months, he escaped prison with the help of the
Weather Underground, and Rosemary accompanied him on his
legendary flight from the law—first to Europe, then to Algeria,
where they were first protected, then held hostage, by Eldridge
Cleaver’s Black Panthers. Ultimately, Rosemary left Leary and
spent the next 25 years underground as a fugitive. She lives free
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in Northern California but, as biographer Robert Forte puts it,
“her adventure remains to be told.”

In a bizarre twist that seems crazy even for Leary’s life, he then
returned to the United States, where his next girlfriend, Joanna
Harcourt-Smith, turned out to be a narc, 'and he landed back in
prison in the spring of 1973. Amazingly, Leary said of her finking
him out, “I certainly don’t hold it against her. She likes this es-
pionage action. It gets her off. Who am L, of all people, to put
down somebody else’s turn on? Joanna and I operate on the as-
sumption that everybody knows everything anyway . . . There is
nothing and no way to hide.” After his release and their break
up, Joanna became advisor to the Prime Minister of Grenada.
There is still some controversy as to whether or not Leary himself
informed on members of the underground to get a lighter sen-
tence.

Like the mythical Kid Charlemagne, Timothy Leary was offi-
cially free in 1976, but in a vastly changed cultural landscape, as
“the day-glo freaks who used to paint their face had joined the
human race.” As he put it, “Once again, my situation was pre-
cariously fluid. Fifty-six years old with no home, no job, no credit,
and little credibility. I felt quite alone. It was a great time to start
a new career.” The former prisoner and acid guru hit the Holly-
wood party circuit, logging “several thousand hours at screenings,
movie sets, chic restaurants, Malibu parties, and swimming pool
brunches, attempting to understand how movies are made.”

Leary met his last wife, movie producer Barbara, in 1978. He
described his post-prison years with Barbara and her young son
Zachary as “the most loving, tranquil, most productive of my life.
I have been falsely arrested only once and have recently been
awarded that most visible symbol of domestic dependability—a
credit card.” He spent much of the 1980s on college lecture tours,
still standing up to an ever-oppressive government, speaking out
in favor of Cybersex, pornography, and free speech. It was
Leary’s original and scientifically postulated contention that the
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human organism, like binary computer code, can be turned OFF
or turned ON, in a cosmic rhythm. Once again, Leary was in
favor of getting turned on.

Barbara left Leary in 1992, but he remained a vigorous optimist
till the end, the “Hope fiend,” even celebrating his own death
when he was diagnosed with prostate cancer in 1996. Once again,
Leary emphasized that the seemingly mundane or frightening
could be eroticized and sanctified.

It was a long way from an alcoholic puritanical Irish Catholic
background, after a long hard battle with what he saw to be the
culture’s great demons, sensual and spiritual impotence, for half
a century in the public spotlight.

Both in his own time and today, Leary has often been misunder-
stood as a self-promoting shaman, a drug peddler, a Dr. Feelgood
confidence man. In this volume, you will find Timothy Leary’s
original mix of alarming scientific lucidity, Lenny Bruce-ian wit,
flights of sci-fi fantasy, strands of the history of behavioral psy-
chology, evolutionary theory, social science, and the outrageous
thrills that psychedelic highs provide.

All of Leary’s great obsessions are covered here, from DNA to
LSD, sex to communication, the Aquarian Age to the Information
Age, tribal living to digital stimulation, political freedom to spir-
itual liberation.

Still, this collection of his writing, spanning 30 tumultuous
years, is surprisingly consistent in its theme: If it FEELS good, it
probably IS good—for the self, for the psyche, for the genes, for
the planet, for the soul.

—Daniel Weizmann
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Author’s Introduction:

Intelligence Is the Ultimate Aphrodisiac

HE DELICIOUS GRACE OF MOVING ONE’S HAND 1S ABOUT METH-
ods. Do-It-Yourself techniques for programming that most im-
portant sector of life: sexual relations.

This book is a distillation of my writings about cybersexuality,
personal liberation, and the meaning of life over the last 25 years.
This is a periodical, a collection of “highlights,” quick film clips
of “the great moments.” If any.

Is Bigger Really Better? Any More?

The editorial tactic employed here, condensation, miniaturization, is
the Standard Operating Procedure of the Information Age. In a
quantum-digital universe, RPM (revelations per minute) are accel-
erated to light-year fractions, MPS (megabits per second).

The basic elements of the universe, according to quantum-
digital physics, are quanta. Invisible bits of compressed digital
program. These elements of pure (01) information contain in-
credibly detailed algorithms to program potential sequences for
15 billion years. And still running. These information-jammed
units have only one hardware-external function. All they do is
flash OFF/ON when the immediate environment triggers a com-
plex array of “if-if-if-if—if: THEN!” algorithms.
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Digital communication (i.e. the operation of the universe) in-
volves massive arrays of these info-units. Trillions of information-
pixels flashing to create the momentary hardware reality of one
single atom.

At the basic level of quantum electronics, the more information
is always coded in the smaller. '

The Newtonian-energy-matter equations of the industrial age
described a local-mechanical reality in which Bigger was very Bet-
ter. You remember the catch phrases sung by the old Newtonian,
Heavy-Metal-Dinosaur Marching Band? Force. Momentum.
Mass. Energy. Work. Power. Thermo-dynamics. In the industrial
culture, books were weighty tomes, designed to last for centuries.
In the Communication Age, so many-much more information is
packed into so many-much smaller hardware units.

For example, we are suddenly discovering that the human in-
formation organ, the two-pound brain, is a biocomputer which
processes more information than the 200-pound body.

Another example: We realize that the biological information
code, the almost invisible DNA chip, keeps programming and
constructing improved, organic, computing alliances, i.e. genera-
tion after generation of better and more portable brains. A billion-
year-old DNA mega-program is many-much smarter than the
shudderingly fragile here-and-now brain! And infinitely smaller!

Your Guide to Smart Loving

The Delicious Grace of Moving One’s Hand is best approached
as a periodical. A storehouse about a variety of methods and tech-
niques which apply human intelligence to sexual intercourse.

In this book, I have tried to apply to the wood-pulp mode some
of these principles of cybernetic communication. I holed up in the
editing room and scanned some 15,000 pages of my published
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writings and snipped out “high-lights” of sexual experiences. If
any.

Some of these clips came from magazine articles.

This book is not a linear read. It’s a series of retrospective trail-
ers. When you start reading, please browse, graze, flip from chan-
nel to chapter. ‘

If you should find two or three of these mental-appetizers ap-
pealing enough, you are invited to buy or rent or borrow the
mammoth-giant-regular-book-length versions. To be found at
book stores, libraries, private and public. These titles are listed in
the bibliography.

The message from the sponsors of this book-length periodical
is an invitation, an incitement, an encouragement to Think For
Yourself and Question Authority. T.F.Y.Q.A. To the extent that
we assume responsibility for programming our minds, the greater
emphasis we tend to place on mental performance. If we passively
allow others to tell us what to think, then we are helpless victims
of external programming.

Each chapter considers a traditional or novel approach to im-
prove your navigational control over your pleasure cruises.

Hindu methods for stimulating the 4-hour erection via hypno-
gogic yantras. A variety of chemical aphrodisiacs with luscious
examples of set and setting. Affectionate plagiarism of great writ-
ers and poets, including moonstruck astronauts.

Neuro-linguistic tricks for arousal and practice using comput-
ers. Digital erotics. Maps and diagrams for coordinating the right-
brain psychedelic with left-brain cybernetics. Plus a year’s supply
of one-liners, bumper-sticker mantras, and T-shirt mottoes for
performing smart loving.

The message is about erotic excellence performed with humor
and style.
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Millbrook ’66

On Sex, Consciousness, and LSD

The reader should be warned that this essay is much
out-of-date. Our knowledge of PSYCHEDELIC and
CYBERNETIC events have progressed considerably
since this primitive stage in our growth. And we have
all become more sensitive to various sexual chauvin-
isms since this primitive year, 1966.

Up TO THIS MOMENT, I’VE HAD 311 PSYCHEDELIC SESSIONS.

I was thirty-nine when I had my first psychedelic experi-
ence. At that time, I was a middle-aged man involved in the
middle-aged process of dying. My joy in life, my sensual openness,
my creativity were all sliding downhill. Since that time, six years
ago, my life has been reviewed in almost every dimension. Most
of my colleagues at the University of California and at Harvard,
of course, feel that I've become an eccentric and a kook. I would
estimate that fewer than 15 percent of my professional colleagues
understand and support what 'm doing. The ones who do, as
you might expect, tend to be among the younger psychologists. If
you know a person’s age, you know what he’s going to think and
feel about LSD. Psychedelic drugs are the medium of the young.
As you move up the age scale into the thirties, forties and fifties,
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TIMOTHY LEARY

fewer and fewer people are open to the possibilities that these
chemicals offer.

To the person over thirty-five or forty, the word “drug” means
one of two things: doctor-disease or dope fiend-crime. Nothing
you can say to a person who has this neurological fix on the word
“drug” is going to change his mind. He’s frozen like a Pavlovian
dog to this conditioned reflex. To people under twenty-five, on
the other hand, the word “drug” refers to a wide range of mind
benders running from alcohol, energizers, and stupefiers to ma-
rijuana and other psychedelic drugs. To middle-aged America, it
may be synonymous with instant insanity, but to most Americans
under twenty-five, the psychedelic drug means ecstasy, sensual un-
folding, religious experience, revelation, illumination, contact
with nature. There’s hardly a teenager or young person in the
United States today who doesn’t know at least one young person
who has had a good experience with marijuana or LSD. The ho-
rizons of the current younger generation, in terms of expanded
consciousness, are light years beyond those of their parents. The
breakthrough has occurred; there’s no going back. The psyche-
delic battle is won.

None of us yet knows exactly how LSD can be used for the
growth and benefit of the human being. It is a powerful releaser
of energy as yet not fully understood. But when I’m confronted
with the possibility that a fifteen-year-old or a fifty-year-old is
going to use a new form of energy that he doesn’t understand, I’ll
back the fifteen-year-old every time. Why? Because a fifteen-year-
old is going to use a new form of energy to have fun, intensify
sensation, to make love, for curiosity, for personal growth. Many
fifty-year-olds have lost their curiosity, have lost their ability to
make love, have dulled their openness to new sensations, and
would use any form of new energy for power, control, and war-
fare. So it doesn’t concern me at all that young people are taking
time out from the educational and occupational assembly lines to
experiment with consciousness, to dabble with new forms of ex-
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perience and artistic expression. The present generation under the
age of twenty-five is the wisest and holiest generation that the
human race has ever seen. And, by God, instead of lamenting,
derogating, and imprisoning them, we should support them, listen
to them, and turn on with them.

Throughout human history, humans who have wanted to ex-
pand their consciousness, to find deeper meaning inside them-
selves, have been able to do it if they were willing to commit the
time and energy to do so. In other times and countries, men would
walk barefooted 2,000 miles to find spiritual teachers who would
turn them on to Buddha, Mohammed, or Ramakrishna.

If we’re speaking in a general way, what happens to everyone
on LSD is the experience of incredible acceleration and intensifi-
cation of all senses and all mental processes—which can be very
confusing if you’re not prepared for it. Around a thousand million
signals fire off in your brain every second; during any second in
an LSD session, you find yourself tuned in on thousands of these
messages that ordinarily you don’t register consciously. And you
may be getting an incredible number of simultaneous messages
from different parts of your body. Since you’re not used to this,
it can lead to incredible ecstasy or it can lead to confusion. Some
people are freaked by this Niagara of sensory input. Instead of
having just one or two or three things happening in tidy sequence,
you’re suddenly flooded by hundreds of lights and colors and sen-
sations and images, and you can get quite lost. . . .

You sense a strange powerful force beginning to unloose and
radiate through your body. In normal perception, we are aware
of static symbols. But as the LSD effect takes hold, everything
begins to move, and this relentless, impersonal, slowly swelling
movement will continue through the several hours of the session.
It’s as though for all of your normal waking life you have been
caught in a still photograph, in an awkward, stereotyped posture;
suddenly the show comes alive, balloons out to several dimensions
and becomes irradiated with color and energy.
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LSD and the Senses

The first thing you notice is an incredible enhancement of sensory
awareness. Take the sense of sight. LSD vision is to normal vision
as normal vision is to the picture on a bafd}y tuned television set.
Under LSD, it’s as though you have microscopes up to your eyes,
in which you see jewel-like, radiant details of anything your eye
falls upon. You are really seeing for the first time—not static,
symbolic perception of learned things, but patterns of light bounc-
ing off the objects around you and hurtling at the speed of light
into the mosaic or rods and cones in the retina of your eye. Every-
thing seems alive. Everything is alive beaming diamond-bright
light waves into your retina.

Ordinarily we hear just isolated sounds: the rings of a tele-
phone, the sound of somebody’s words. But when you turn on
with LSD, the organ of Corti in your inner ear becomes a trem-
bling membrane seething with tattoos of sound waves. The vibra-
tions seem to penetrate deep inside you, swell and burst there.
You hear one note of a Bach sonata, and it hangs there, glittering,
pulsating, for an endless length of time, while you slowly orbit
around it. Then, hundreds of years later, comes the second note
of the sonata, and again, for hundreds of years, you slowly drift
around the two notes, observing the harmony and the discords,
and reflecting on the history of music.

When your nervous system is turned on with LSD, and all the
wires are flashing, the senses begin to overlap and merge. You
not only hear but see the music emerging from the speaker system,
like dancing particles, like squirming curls of toothpaste. You ac-
tually see the sound in multicolored patterns while you’re hearing
it. At the same time, you are the sound, you are the note, you are
the string of the violin or the piano. And every one of your organs
is pulsating, and having orgasms in rhythm with it.

Taste is intensified, too, although normally you wouldn’t feel
like eating during an LSD session, any more than you feel like

10



Looking Back

eating when you take your first solo at the controls of a supersonic
jet. Although if you eat after a session, there is an appreciation
of all the particular qualities of food—its texture and resiliency
and viscosity—such as we are not conscious of in a normal state
of awareness.

As for smell, this is one of the most overwhelming aspects of
an LSD experience. It seems as though for the first time you are
breathing life, and you remember with amusement and distaste
that plastic, odorless, artificial gas that you used to consider air.
During the LSD experience, you discover that you’re actually in-
haling an atmosphere composed of millions of microscopic
strands of olfactory ticker tape, exploding in your nostrils with
ecstatic meaning. When you sit across the room from a woman
during an LSD session, you’re aware of thousands of penetrating
chemical messages floating from her through the air into your
sensory center, a symphony of a thousand odors that all of us

-exude at every moment, the shampoo she uses, her cologne, her
sweat, the exhaust and discharge from her digestive system, her
sexual perfume, the fragrance of her clothing—grenades of erot-
icism exploding in the olfactory cell.

Touch Becomes Electric as Well as Erotic

I remember a moment during one session in which my wife Rose-
mary leaned over and lightly touched the palm of my hand with
her finger. Inmediately a hundred thousand end cells in my hand
exploded in soft orgasm. Ecstatic energies pulsated up my arms
and rocketed into my brain, where another hundred thousand
cells softly exploded in pure, delicate pleasure. The distance be-
tween my wife’s finger and the palm of my hand was about 50
miles of space, filled with cotton candy, infiltrated with thousands
of silver wires hurtling energy back and forth. Wave after wave
of exquisite energy pulsed from her finger. Wave upon wave of
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ethereal tissue rapture—delicate, shuddering—coursed back and
forth from her finger to my palm.

Transcendentally erotic rapture.

An enormous amount of information from every fiber of your
body is released under LSD, most especially including sexual en-
ergy. There is no question that LSD is the'most powerful aphro-
disiac ever discovered.

Sex under LSD becomes miraculously enhanced and intensified.
I don’t mean that it simply generates genital energy. It doesn’t
automatically produce a longer erection. Rather, it increases your
sensitivity a thousand percent. Let me put it this way: Compared
with sex under LSD, the way you’ve been making love—no mat-
ter how ecstatic the pleasure you think you get from it—is like
making love to a department store window dummy. In sensory
and cellular communion on LSD, you may spend a half-hour
making love with eyeballs, another half-hour making love with
breath. As you spin through a thousand sensory and cellular or-
ganic changes, she does too.

Ordinarily, sexual communication involves one’s own chemi-
cals, pressure and interactions of a very localized nature, in what
the psychologists call the erogenous zones. A vulgar concept, I
think. When you’re making love under LSD, it’s as though every
cell in your body—and you have trillions—is making love with
every cell in her body. Her hand doesn’t caress her skin but sinks
down into and merges with ancient dynamos of ecstasy within
her.

Every time I’ve taken LSD, I have made love. In fact, that is
what the LSD experience is all about. Merging, yielding, flowing,
union, communion. It’s all lovemaking. You make love with can-
dlelight, with sound waves from a record player, with a bowl of
fruit on the table, with the trees. You'’re in pulsating harmony
with all the energy around you.

The three inevitable goals of LSD sessions are to discover and
make love with God, to discover and make love with yourself,
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and to discover and make love with another. You can’t make it
with yourself unless you’ve made it with the timeless energy pro-
cess around you, and you can’t make it with a mate until you’ve
made it with yourself. One of the great purposes of an LSD ses-
sion is sexual union. The more expanded your consciousness, the
further out you can move beyond your mind, the deeper, the
richer, the longer and more meaningful your sexual communion.

Only the most reckless poet would attempt to describe an or-
gasm on LSD. What does one say to a little child? The child asks,
“Daddy, what is sex like?” and you try to describe it, and then
the little child says, “Well, is it fun like the circus?”

And you say, “Well, not exactly like that.”

And the child says, “Is it fun like chocolate ice cream?”

And you say, “Well, it’s like that but much, much more than
that.”

And the child says, “Is it fun like the rollercoaster, then?”

And you say, “Well that’s part of it, but it’s even more than
that.”

In short, I can’t tell you what it’s like, because it’s not like
anything that’s ever happened to you—and there aren’t words
adequate to describe it anyway. You won’t know what it’s like
until you try it yourself and then I won’t need to tell you.

This preoccupation with the number of orgasms is a hang-up for
many men and women. It’s as crude and vulgar a concept as
wondering how much she paid for the negligee.

Still, it’s a fact that women who ordinarily have difficulty
achieving orgasm find themselves capable of multiple orgasms un-
der LSD, even several hundred orgasms.

I can only speak for myself and about my own experience. I
can only compare what I was with what I am now. In the last six
years, my openness to, my responsiveness to, my participation in
every form of sensory expression, has multiplied a thousandfold.
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The sexual impact is, of course, the open but private secret about
LSD, which none of us has talked about in the last few years. It’s
socially dangerous enough to say that LSD helps you find divinity
and helps you discover yourself. You’re already in trouble when
you say that. But then if you announce that the psychedelic ex-
perience is basically a sexual experience, you’re asking to bring
the whole middle-aged, middle-class monolith down on your
head.

At the present time, however, ’'m under a thirty-year sentence
of imprisonment, which for a forty-five-year-old man is essentially
a life term, and in addition, I am under indictment on a second
marijuana offense involving a sixteen-year sentence. Since there is
hardly anything more that middle-aged, middle-class authority
can do to me—and since the secret is out anyway among the
young—I feel Pm free at this moment to say what we’ve never
said before: that sexual ecstasy is the basic reason for the current
LSD boom.

Young people are taking LSD and discovering God and mean-
ing; they’re discovering themselves; but did you really think that
sex wasn’t the fundamental reason for this surging, youthful so-
cial bloom? You can no more do research on LSD and leave out
sexual ecstasy than you can do microscopic research on tissue and
leave out cells.

LSD is not an automatic trigger to sexual awakening, however.
The first ten times you take it, you might not be able to have a
sexual experience at all, because you’re so overwhelmed and de-
lighted, or frightened and confused, by the novelty; the idea of
having sex might be irrelevant or incomprehensible at the mo-
ment. But it depends upon the setting and the partner. It is almost
inevitable, if 2 man and his mate take LSD together, that their
sexual energies will be unimaginably intensified, and unless clum-
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siness or fright on the part of one or the other blocks it, will lead
to a deeper experience than they ever thought possible.

From the beginning of our research, we have been aware of this
tremendous personal power in LSD. You must be very careful to
take it only with someone you know really well, because it’s al-
most inevitable that a man will fall in love with the woman who
shares his LSD experience. Deep and lasting neurological im-
prints, profound emotional bonds can develop as a result of an
LSD session, bonds that can last a lifetime. For this reason, we
have always been extremely cautious about running sessions with
men and women. We always try to have a subject’s husband or
wife present during his or her first session, so that as these pow-
erful urges develop, they are directed in ways that can be lived
out responsibly after the session.

One of the great lessons I've learned from LSD is that every man
contains the essence of all men and every woman has within her
all women. I remember a session a few years ago in which, with
horror and ecstasy, I opened my eyes and looked into Rosemary’s
eyes and was pulled into the deep pools of her being floating softly
in the center of her mind, experiencing everything that she was
experiencing, knowing every thought she ever had. As my eyes
were riveted to hers, her face began to melt and change. I saw
her as a young girl, as a baby, as an old woman with gray hair
and seamy, wrinkled face. I saw her as a witch, a Madonna, a
nagging crone, a radiant queen, a Byzantine virgin, a tired
worldly-wise oriental whore who had seen every sight of life re-
peated a thousand times. She was all women, all woman, the
essence of female, eyes smiling quizzically, resignedly, devilishly,
always inviting, “See me, hear me, join me, merge with me, keep
the dance going.” Now the implications of this experience for sex
and mating, I think are obvious. It’s because of this, not because
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of moral restrictions or restraints, that 've been monogamous in
my use of LSD over the last six years.

The notion of running around trying to find different mates is
a very low-level concept. We are living in a world of expanding
population in which there are more and more beautiful young
girls and boys coming off the assembly line each month. It’s ob-
vious that the sexual criteria of the past are going to be changed
and that what’s demanded of creatures with our sensory and cel-
lular repertoire is not just one affair after another with one young
body after another, but the exploration of the incredible depths
and varieties of your own identity with another. This involves
time and commitment to the voyage. There is a certain kind of
neurological and cellular fidelity that develops. I have said for
many years now that in the future the grounds for divorce would
not be that your mate went to bed with another and bounced
around on a mattress for an hour or two, but that your mate had
an LSD session with somebody else, because the bonds and the
connections that develop are so powerful.

For the most part, during the last six years, I have lived very
quietly in our research centers. But on lecture tours and in highly
enthusiastic social gatherings, there is no question that a charis-
matic public figure does generate attraction and stimulate a sexual
response.

Every woman has built into her cells and tissues the longing for
a hero, sage-mythic male, to open up and share her own divinity.
But casual sexual encounters do not satisfy this deep longing. Any
charismatic person who is conscious of his or her own mythic
potency awakens this basic hunger and pays reverence to it at the
level that is harmonious and appropriate at the time. Compulsive
body grabbing, however, is rarely the vehicle of such communi-
cation.

I’'m no one to tell anyone else what to do. But I would say, if
you use LSD to make out sexually in the seductive sense, then
you’ll be a very humiliated and embarrassed person, because it’s
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just not going to work. On LSD, her eyes would be microscopic,
and she’d see very plainly what you were up to, coming on with
some heavy-handed, mustache-twisting routine. You’d look like
a consummate ass, and she’d laugh at you, or you’d look like a
monster and she’d scream and go into a paranoid state. Nothing
good can happen with LSD if it’s used crudely or for power or
for manipulative purposes.

You must remember that in taking LSD with someone else, you
are voluntarily relinquishing your personality defenses and open-
ing yourself up in a very vulnerable manner. If you and the other
are ready to do this, there would be an immediate and deep rap-
port if you took a trip together. People from the LSD cult would
be able to make love upon a brief meeting, but an inexperienced
person would probably find it extremely confusing, and the peo-
ple might become quite isolated from each other. They might be
whirled into the rapture or confusion of their own inner workings
and forget entirely that the other person is there.

LSD is not a sexual cure-all. LSD is no guarantee of any specific
social or sexual outcome. One man may take LSD and leave wife
and family and go off to be a monk on the banks of the Ganges.
Another may take LSD and go back to her husband. It’s a highly
individual situation. Highly unpredictable. During LSD sessions,
you see, there can come a microscopic perception of your routine
social and professional life. You may discover to your horror that
you’re living a robot existence, that your relationships with your
boss, your husband, and your family are stereotyped, empty, and
devoid of meaning. At this point, there might come a desire to
renounce this hollow existence, to collect your thoughts, to go
away and cloister yourself from the world like a monk while you
figure out what kind of life you want to go back to, if any.

Conversely, we’ve found that in giving LSD to members of mo-
nastic sects, there has been a definite tendency for them to leave
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the monastic life and to find a mating relationship. Several were
men in their late forties who had been monks for 15 or 20 years,
but who even at this mature age returned to society, married and
made the heterosexual adjustment. It’s not coincidental that of all
those I’'ve given LSD to, the religious groub;—more than 200 min-
isters, priests, divinity students, and nuns—has experienced the
most intense sexual reaction. And in two religious groups that
prize chastity and celibacy, there have been wholesale defections
of monks and nuns who left their religious orders to get married
after a series of LSD experiences. The LSD session, you see, is an
overwhelming awakening of experience; it releases potent, primal
energies, and one of these is the sexual impulse, which is the
strongest impulse at any level of organic life. For the first time in
their lives, perhaps, these people were meeting head on the pow-
erful life forces that they had walled off with ritualized defenses
and self-delusions.

For almost everyone, the LSD experience is a confrontation with
new forms of wisdom and energy that dwarf and humiliate the
mind. This experience of awe and revelation is often described as
religious. I consider my work basically religious, because it has,
as its goal, the systematic expansion of consciousness and the
discovery of energies within, which men call divine. From the
psychedelic point of view, almost all religions are attempts, some-
times limited temporarily or nationally, to discover inner poten-
tial. Well, LSD is Western yoga. The aim of all Eastern religion,
like the aim of LSD, is basically to get high—that is, to expand
your consciousness and find ecstasy and revelation within.
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Levels of Consciousness

Our system of consciousness—attested to by the experience of
hundreds of thousands of trained voyagers who’ve taken LSD—
defines seven different levels of awareness.

The lowest levels of consciousness are sleep and emotional stu-
por, which are produced by narcotics, barbiturates and our na-
tional stupefacient, alcohol. A third level of consciousness is the
conventional wakeful state, in which awareness is hooked to con-
ditioned symbols: flags, dollar signs, job titles, brand names, party
affiliations, and the like. This is the level that most people, in-
cluding psychiatrists, regard as reality; they don’t know the half
of it.

The next two levels of awareness, somatic and sensory, would,
I think, be of particular interest to Playboy readers because most
of them are of the younger generation, which is much more sen-
sual than the puritanical Americans of the older generation. In
order to reach the somatic and sensory levels, you have to have
something that will turn off symbols and open up your billions
of sensory cameras to the billions of impulses that are hitting
them. The chemical that opens the door to this level has been well
known for centuries to cultures that stress delicate, sensitive reg-
istration of sensory stimulation: the Arab cultures, the Indian cul-
tures, the Mogul cultures. It is marijuana. There is no question
that marijuana is a sensual stimulator, and this explains not only
why it’s favored by young people but why it arouses fear and
panic among the middle-aged, middle-class, whiskey-drinking,
blue-nosed bureaucrats who run the narcotics agencies. If they
only knew what they missing. But we must bid a sad farewell to
the bodily levels of consciousness and go on to the sixth level,
which I call the cellular level. It’s well known that the stronger
psychedelics such as mescaline and LSD take you beyond the
senses into a world of cellular awareness. Now the neurological
fact of the matter is that every one of your 100 billion brain cells
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is hooked up to some 25,000 other cells, and everything you
know comes from a communication exchange at the nerve end-
ings of your cells. During an LSD session, enormous clusters of
these pathways are turned on, and consciousness whirls into eerie
panoramas for which we have no words b\r concepts. Here the
metaphor that’s most accurate is the metaphor of the microscope,
which brings into awareness cellular patterns that are invisible to
the naked eye. In the same way, LSD brings into awareness the
cellular conversations that are inaudible to the normal conscious-
ness and for which we have no adequate symbolic language. You
become aware of processes you were never tuned into before. You
feel yourself sinking down into the soft tissue swamp of your own
body, slowly drifting down dark, red waterways and floating
through capillary canals, softly propelled through endless cellular
factories, ancient fibrous clockworlds: ticking, clicking, chugging,
pumping relentlessly. Being swallowed up this way by the tissue
industries and the bloody, sinewy carryings-on inside your body
can be an appalling experience the first time it happens to you.
But it can also be an awesome one . . . fearful, but full of rever-
ence and wonder.

The next level is even more strange and terrifying. This is the
precellular level, which is experienced only under a heavy dose of
LSD. Your nerve cells are aware—as Professor Einstein was
aware—that all matter, all structure, is pulsating information;
well, there is a shattering moment in the deep psychedelic session
when your body, and the world around you, dissolves into shim-
mering latticeworks of pulsating white waves, into silent, subcel-
lular worlds of shuttling information. But this phenomenon is
nothing new. It’s been reported by mystics and visionaries
throughout the last 4,000 years of recorded history as “the white
light” of the “dance of energy.” Suddenly you realize that every-
thing you thought of as reality or even as life itself—including
your body—is just a dance of particles. You find yourself horribly
alone in a dead, impersonal world of raw data flooding your sense
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organs. This, of course, is one of the oldest Oriental philosophic
notions, that nothing exists except in the chemistry of your own
consciousness. But when it first really happens to you through the
experience of LSD, it can come as a terrorizing, isolating discov-
ery. At this point, the unprepared LSD subject often screams out:
“I'm dead!” And he sits there transfigured with fear, afraid to
move. For the experienced voyager, however, this revelation can
be exalting: You’ve climbed inside Einstein’s formula, penetrated
to the ultimate nature of matter, and you’re pulsing in harmony
with its primal, cosmic beat.

It’s happened to me about half of the 311 times I’ve taken LSD.
And every time it begins to happen, no matter how much expe-
rience you’ve had, there is that moment of terror, because nobody
likes to see the comfortable world of objects and symbols and
even cells disintegrate into the ultimate physical design.

We know that there are many other levels of energy within and
around us, and I hope that within our lifetimes we will have these
opened up to us, because the fact is that there is no form of
information on this planet that isn’t recorded somewhere in your
body. Built within every cell are molecular strands of memory and
awareness called the DNA code, the genetic blueprint that has
designed and executed the construction of your body. This is an
ancient strand of molecules that possesses memories of every pre-
vious organism that has contributed to your present existence. In
your DNA code you have the genetic history of your father and
mother. It goes back, back, back through the generations, through
the eons. Your body carries a protein record of everything that’s
happened to you since the moment you were conceived as a one-
cell organism. It’s a living history of every form of energy trans-
formation on this planet back to the beginning of the life process
over two billion years ago. When LSD subjects report retrogres-
sion and reincarnation visions, this is not mysterious or super-
natural. It’s simply modern biogenetics.

We don’t know how these memories are stored, but countless
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events from early and even intrauterine life are registered in your
brain and can be flashed into consciousness during an LSD ex-
perience. ‘

The experiences that come from LSD are actually relived—in
sight, sound, smell, taste and touch—exactly the way they were
recorded before.

It’s possible to check out some of these ancient memories, but
for the most part, these memory banks, which are built into your
protein cellular strands, can never be checked on by external ob-
servation. Who can possibly corroborate what your nervous sys-
tem picked up before your birth, inside your mother? But the
obvious fact is that your nervous system was operating while you
were still in the uterus. It was receiving and recording units of
consciousness. Why, then, is it surprising that at some later date,
if you have the chemical key, you can release these memories of
the nine perilous and exciting months before you were born?

I've charted my own family tree and traced it back as far as I
can. I’ve tried to plumb the gene pools from which my ancestors
emerged in Ireland and France.

There are certain moments in my evolutionary history that I
can reach all the time, but there are certain untidy corners in my
racial path that I often get boxed into, and because they are fright-
ening, I freak out and open my eyes and stop it. In many of these
sessions, back about 300 years, I often run across a particular
French-appearing man with a black mustache, a rather
dangerous-looking guy. And there are several highly eccentric
recurrent sequences in an Anglo-Saxon country that have embar-
rassed me when I relived them in LSD sessions—goings-on that
shocked my twentieth-century person.

Moments of propagation, scenes of rough ancestral sexuality in
Irish barrooms, in haystacks, in canopied beds, in covered wag-
ons, on beaches, on the moist jungle floor, and moments of crisis
in which my forebears escape from fang, from spear, from con-
spiracy, from tidal wave and avalanche. I’ve concluded that the
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imprints most deeply engraved in neurological memory bank have
to do with these moments of life-affirming exultation and exhil-
aration in the perpetuation and survival of the self and of the
species.

They may all be nothing more than luridly melodramatic, Sat-
urday serials conjured up by my forebrain. But whatever they
are—memory or imagination—it’s the most exciting adventure
Pve ever been involved in.

Turn On, Tune In, Drop Out

“Turn on” means to contact and explore the ancient energies and
wisdoms that are built into your nervous system. They provide
unspeakable excitements and revelations. “Tune in” means to
harness and communicate these new perspectives in a harmonious
dance with the external world. “Drop out” means to detach your-
self from the tribal game. Current models of social adjustment—
mechanized, computerized, socialized, intellectualized, televised,
Sanforized—make no sense to the new LSD generation, who see
clearly that American society is becoming an air-conditioned ant-
hill. In every generation of human history, thoughtful men have
turned on and dropped out of the tribal game and thus stimulated
the larger society to lurch ahead. Every historical advance has
resulted from the stern pressure of visionary men who have de-
clared their independence from the game: “Sorry, George III, we
don’t buy your model. We’re going to try something new.”;
“Sorry, Louis XVI, we’ve got a new idea. Deal us out”; “Sorry,
LBJ, it’s time to mosey on beyond the Great Society.”

The reflex reaction of the gene pool to the creative drop-out is
panic and irritation. If anyone questions the social order, he
threatens the whole shaky edifice. The automatic, angry reaction
to the creative drop-out is that he will become a parasite on the
hardworking, conforming citizen. This is not true. The LSD ex-
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perience does not lead to passivity and withdrawal; it spurs a
driving hunger to communicate in new forms, in better ways, to
express a more harmonious message, to live a better life. The LSD
cult has already wrought revolutionary changes in American cul-
ture. If you were to conduct a poll of creative young musicians
in this country, you’d find at least 80 percent are using psychedelic
drugs in a systematic way. And this new psychedelic style has
produced not only a new rhythm in modern music, but a new
decor for our discotheques, a new form of film-making, a new
kinetic visual art, a new literature, and has begun to revise our
philosophic and psychological thinking. Remember, it’s the col-
lege kids who are turning on—the smartest and most promising
of the youngsters. What an exciting prospect: a generation of cre-
ative youngsters refusing to march in step, refusing to go to of-
fices, refusing to sign up on the installment plan, refusing to climb
aboard the treadmill.

Don’t worry. Each one will work out his individual solution.
Some will return to the establishment and inject their new ideas.
Some will live underground as free agents, self-employed artists,
artisans, and writers, Some are already forming small communi-
ties out of country. Many are starting schools for children and
adults who wish to learn the use of their sense organs. Psychedelic
businesses are springing up: bookstores, art galleries. Psychedelic
industries may involve more manpower in the future than the
automobile industry has produced in the last 20 years. In our
technological society of the future, the problem will be not to get
people to work but to develop graceful, fulfilling ways of living a
more serene, beautiful and creative life. Psychedelics will help to
point the way.

No one has the right to tell anyone else what he should or should
not do with this great and last frontier of freedom. I think that
anyone who wants to have a psychedelic experience and is willing
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to prepare for it and to examine his own hang-ups and neurotic
tendencies should be allowed to have a crack at it.

LSD teaches us the understanding that basic to the life impulse
is the question, should we go on with life? This is the only real
issue, when you come down to it, in the evolutionary cosmic
sense: whether to make it with a member of the opposite sex and
keep it going, or not to. At the deepest level of consciousness, this
question comes up over and over again. I've struggling with it in
scores of LSD sessions. How did we get here and into this mess?
How do we get out? There are two ways out of the basic philo-
sophic isolation of man: You can ball your way out, by having
children, which is immortality of a sort. Or you can step off the
wheel. Buddhism, the most powerful psychology that man has
ever developed, says essentially that. My choice, however, is to
keep the life game going. I'm Hindu not Buddhist.

Beyond this affirmation of my own life, I've learned to confine
my attention to the philosophic questions that hit on the really
shrieking, crucial issues: Who wrote the cosmic script? What does
the DNA code expect of me? Is the big genetic-code show live or
on tape? Who is the sponsor? Are we completely trapped inside
our nervous systems, or can we make real contact with anyone
else out there? I intend to spend the rest of my life, with psyche-
delic help, searching for the answers to these questions—and en-
couraging others to do the same.

LSD is only the first of many new chemicals that will exhilarate
learning, expand consciousness and enhance memory in years to
come. These chemicals will inevitably revolutionize our proce-
dures of education, child rearing, and social behavior. Within one
generation these chemical keys to the nervous system will be used
as regular tools of learning. You will be asking your children,
when they come home from school, not “What book are you
reading?” but “Which molecules are you using to open up new
Libraries of Congress inside your nervous system?” There’s no
doubt that chemicals will be the central method of education in
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the future. The reason for this, of course, is that the nervous sys-
tem, and learning and memory itself, is a chemical process. A
society in which a large percentage of the population changes
consciousness regularly and harmoniously with psychedelic drugs
will bring about a very different way of life,

As some science fiction writers predict, people will be taking
trips, rather than drinks, at psychedelic cocktail parties.

It’s happening already. In this country, there are already func-
tions at which LSD may be served. I was at a large dance recently
where two-thirds of the guests were on LSD. And during a schol-
arly LSD conference in San Francisco a few months ago, I went
along with 400 people on a picnic at which almost everyone
turned on with LSD. It was very serene. They were like a herd of
deer in the forest.

In years to come, it will be possible to have a lunch-hour psy-
chedelic session; in a limited way, that can be done now with
DMT, which has a very fast action, lasting perhaps a half-hour.
It may be that there will also be large reservations of maybe 30
or 40 square miles, where people will go to have LSD sessions in
tranquil privacy.

Everyone will not be turned on all the time. There will always
be some functions that require a narrow from of consciousness.
You don’t want your airplane pilot flying higher than the plane
and having Buddhist revelations in the cockpit. Just as you don’t
play golf on Times Square, you won’t want to take LSD where
linear, symbol-manipulating attention is required. In a sophisti-
cated way, you’ll attune the desired level of consciousness to the
particular surrounding that will feed and nourish you.

No one will commit his life to any single level of consciousness.
Sensible use of the nervous system would suggest that a quarter
of out time will be spent in symbolic activities, producing and
communicating in conventional, tribal ways. But the fully con-
scious life schedule will allow considerable time—perhaps an
hour or two a day—devoted to the yoga of the senses, to the
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enhancement of sensual ecstasies through marijuana and hashish,
and one day a week to completely moving outside the sensory
and symbolic dimensions into the transcendental realms that are
open to you through LSD. This is not science fiction fantasy. I
have lived most of the last six years—until the recent unpleas-
antness—doing exactly that: taking LSD once a week and smok-
ing marijuana once a day.

The Psychedelic Life will enable each person to realize that he
is not a game-playing robot put on this planet to be given a Social
Security Number and to be spun on the assembly line of school,
college, career, insurance, funeral, good-bye. Through LSD, each
human being will be taught to understand that the entire history
of evolution is recorded inside his brain. The challenge of the
complete human life will be for each person to recapitulate and
experientially explore every aspect and vicissitude of this ancient
and majestic wilderness. Each person will become his own Bud-
dha, his own Einstein, his own Galileo. Instead of relying on
canned, static, dead knowledge passed on from other symbol pro-
ducers, he will be using his span of 80 or so years on this planet
to live out every possibility of the human, prehuman, and even
subhuman adventure. As more respect and time are diverted to
these explorations, he will be less hung up on trivial, external
pastimes. And this may be the natural solution to the problem of
leisure. When all of the heavy work and mental drudgery is taken
over by machines, what are we going to do with ourselves: build
even bigger machines? The obvious and only answer to this pe-
culiar dilemma is that man is going to have to explore the infinity
of inner space, to discover the terror and adventure and ecstasy
that lie within us all.
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My First Sexual Encounter

An endless number of memoirs, biograpbies, and au-
tobiographies have been written over the centuries. Au-
thors have described their births in log cabins, in
ship-holds, in royal bedrooms, in cow bars, mangers,
etc.

None of these, to my knowledge, have begun the life
story at the moment when the adventure actually be-
gins. I refer, of course, to that most important sexual
encounter of one’s life: the circumstances leading up to
that magic moment when Dad’s eager sperm exploded
all over Mom’s awaiting egg.

WAS CONCEIVED ON A MILITARY RESERVATION, WEST POINT,

New York, on the night of January 17, 1920. On the preceding
day alcohol had become an illegal drug.

Academy records reveal that there was a dance that Saturday
night at the Officer’s Club. Now that booze was illegal, the in-
gestion of ethyl alcohol took on glamorous, naughty implications.
The Roaring Twenties were about to begin.
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My mother, Abigail, often recalled that, during her pregnancy,
the smell of distilling moonshine and bathtub gin hung like a
rowdy smog over Officer’s Row. My father, Timothy, known as
Tote, was about to convert from social drinking to alcohol ad-
diction. In training me for future life he often told me that Pro-
hibition was bad but not as bad as no booze at all.

It was a very special night! Dress-blue uniforms, white gloves,
long gowns, Antoine de Paris mannish shingle bobs. The flirta-
tious but virtuous Abigail, by all accounts, was the most beautiful
woman on the post: jet-black hair, milky-soft white skin, curvy
Gibson Girl figure.

Tote was behaving arrogantly, as usual. Always the sportsman, he
stood at the bar: tall, slim, pouring an illegal recreational drug from
a silver pocket flask into the glasses of Captain Omar Bradley, Cap-
tain Geoffrey Prentice, and Lieutenant General George Patton.

Abigail, abandoned at a linen-covered, candlelit table, taiked to
her friend General Douglas MacArthur, Superintendent of the Mil-
itary Academy, who asked her to dance. The orchestra played “Just
a Japanese Sandman.” Lt. Patton, a notorious womanizer, cut in.

Afterward, Tote approached Abigail’s table. Swaying a bit to the
“Missouri Waltz,” my father said, “Look at you sitting there as proper
as the Virgin Mary. I’m going to take you for a little annunciation.”

Abigail, her elegant poise compromised only by the faintest
flush, folded her fan, rose gracefully, waved gaily to her compan-
ions and walked to the cloak room.

Captain Timothy Leary drove his Packard unsteadily to the
house on Officer’s Row, humming “Somebody Stole My Gal.”
My mother retired to the bedroom, changed to her nightgown,
knelt beside the bed, and prayed.

Abigail and Tote: Timothy Leary’s father was an army dentist, a drunk who
beat him and left him at the age of twelve. His mother was a devout Catholic.
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Hail Mother, Full of Grace

Tote mixed a drink of distilled gin. Draining his glass, he ascended
unsteadily to the bedroom, removed his Army Blue Jacket with
the two silver bars, his black shoes, his black silk socks, his white
BVDs. He lay down next to Abigail and initiated the prim fertil-
ization ritual typical of his generation.

Roughly two weeks previous, a splendid, one-in-a-lifetime ad-
venturous egg had been selected carefully from the supply of one
million ova stored in my mother’s body and had slowly, sweetly,
oozed down her soft, silky Fallopian Highway until it reached,
on the night of January 17, 1920, the predetermined rendezvous.

The Lord Is with Thee

At the moment of climax, Tote deposited over 400 million sper-
matozoa into my mother’s “reproductive tract.”

Opinions still vary in scientific circles about what then tran-
spired. According to traditional biological scenarios, the 400 mil-
lion sperm—one of which was carrying half of me—immediately
engaged in some Olympic swimming race, jostling, bumping, and
frantically twisting in Australian crawl or flagellating tail stroke
to win the competition, to rape poor, docile-receptive Miss Egg.
Reproduction allegedly occurred when the successful jock-sperm
forcibly penetrated the ovum.

I passionately reject this theory of conception. I was not repro-
duced! 1 was created by an intelligent, teleological process of Nat-
ural Election. Disreputable, goofy Lamarck turns out to be right
at the level of RNA. Like you, I was precisely, intelligently re-
created to play a role necessary for the evolution of our gene pool.
The selection of the fertilizing sperm and the decision about the
final chromosome division was made by the Egg.

It was She of me that had the final say.
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Blessed Art Thou Among Women

I found myself rocketed into Abigail’s re-creational laboratory,
exactly where I was supposed to be, in a warm, pink, ocean-cave
pulsing with perfumed signals and chemical instructions, enjoying
the ineffable Bliss oft-described by the mystics.

Up ahead, I saw to my astonishment that Miss Egg, far from
being a passive, dumb blob with round heels waiting to be
knocked up by some first-to-arrive, breathless, sweaty, muscular
sperm, was a luminescent sun, radiating amused intelligence, sur-
rounded by magnetic fields bristling with phosphorescent radar
scanners and laser-defenses.

With this particular Elegant, Educated, Experienced Egg, one
did not rush in with macho zeal. Laid back, late blooming, I stud-
ied her many sensory apertures, trying to decipher the signals she
emitted, trying to figure out What Does WoMan Want? My ca-
reer depended on it. Naturally I performed some tricks to attract
her attention. They must have worked because soft magnetic at-
traction floated me gently along the Grand Ovarian Canal, up the
Boulevard of Broken Genes, feeling myself measured, treasured,
and in some giggling way, sought and taught.

And Blessed Is the Fruit of Thy Womb

I was eased into this soft, creamy home, my slim, serpent body
sputtering with pleasure. The closer I was pulled to this solar-
sphere, the more I dissolved in whirlpools of warm intelligence.

Goodbye. Hello!
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Discovering the Source of All Pleasure

THE LAST THREE DECADES OF MY LIFE, BOTH PROFESSIONAL AND
amateur, have been dedicated to the study of the PSYCHE-
DELIC and the CYBERNETIC.

PSYCHEDELIC SCIENCE studies the relationship between the
conscious mind and that universe of digital information that is
based on the brain.

CYBERNETIC SCIENCE studies the relationship between the
conscious mind and that universe of digital information which
quantum physicists say make up the texture of all realities.

How can we decode this OFF/ON language of the universe that
is captured, produced, and stored in digital programs and appli-
ances and manifested on screens?

My untiring studies in this field began in 1960 when a group
of psychologists, philosophers, theologians, and scholars based in
Cambridge, Massachusetts organized the Harvard Psychedelic Re-
search Project. Our goals were:

1. PSYCHEDELIC: to develop methods for activating, making
conscious, contacting, exploring regions of the brain that are nor-
mally inaccessible to awareness.

2. CYBERNETIC: to objectify, precisely describe, map, and
communicate this unexplored information.

It is generally agreed that what goes on inside our heads is very
different from what we actually do and say.
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To complicate matters enormously, we are unaware of almost
all of the signal traffic that continually hums in our brains. The
human nervous system processes around 100 million signals a
second.

From 1960 to 1963, more than a thousand sessions using psy-
chedelic neurotransmitters produced voluminous data in the form
of reports, tests, and questionnaires. We concluded, as did every
other research in this field, that “words” based on the 26 letters
of the alphabet could not describe these experiences.

Beginning in 1960, we began devising a new language to de-
scribe this data which flooded our minds during psychedelic ex-
periences. We used words, of course, in dozens of books,
hundreds of articles, thousands of breathless lectures and inter-
views. But we always kept humming that ancient Ganges refrain:
“Words just cannot express . . .”

We quickly sensed that graphics, icons, yantras, and diagrams
were more effective linguistic tools. So we scoured the libraries
for Oriental prints, Hindu paintings, Buddhist hieroglyphics.

These icons were better than words, serving, as they did, as
curt, stripped-down formulae for the torrents of data we were
experiencing. The real problem was they were static, frozen im-
ages.

So we quickly turned to electrical optics: visual images pre-
sented, not as smears of color on wood-pulp, but in mobile film-
strips and slides. We were particularly impressed with films of
biological events, microscopic scenes of cells pulsating and cap-
illary conversations. Our laboratories developed methods for cre-
ating our own inter-biological travelogues by passing light
through colored jells and fluids. This new “psychedelic art” form
quickly became popular as “light shows” for rock concerts and
special effects for films like “2001: A Space Odyssey.”

But right from the start, we realized that the most powerful and
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natural language to describe (or at least accompany and facilitate)
the open-brain experience was music.

By 1964, a long list of top musicians had come to Harvard and
Millbrook for psychedelic experiences. The contract was simple:
We would launch them on voyages of -exploration into their
brains. Upon return they would report back to their experiences
in sound.

Among the jazz musicians who came to our centers were:
Charles Mingus, Dizzy Gillespie, Thelonious Monk, Charles
Lloyd, the Miles Davis Quartet, Alan Eager, members of the Duke
Ellington Band, and much so-forth. Of rock musicians there was
a full brigade including the Grateful Dead, half of the Beatles, the
Moody Blues, etc. etc. Of more serious composers we recall Lalo
Schifren, Harry Nilsson, Ravi Shankar, Ali Akbar, Ram Siddha,
Geoff Prentice, and more.

Presiding over this musical scene was the Residential Musical
Maestro, King of the High Trumpet and the new-Big-Band Sound,
Maynard Ferguson.

The resident Zen-Mother was Flora Lu, whose feats of elegant
spirituality are recounted here.

Newton Center, Massachusetts
Spring 1962

Along the Charles River toward Boston a sickle moon hung low
in the cloudless sky. I arrived at Logan Airport just in time to see
the New York shuttle taxi in.

In two minutes I caught sight of my visitors: Salinas, in jeans,
and with her Flora Lu, a smartly-dressed blond woman of about
thirty with creamy skin, a full mouth, and enormous dark blue
eyes. She wore no makeup, and her small face exuded worldliness
and poise.

Flora Lu looked me over, her eyes flashing with intelligence.
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“Well,” she said, “you look like an earthling. After what Salinas
told me, I was expecting an extraterrestrial of some sort.”

At the curb was a middle-aged man with a serious case of
slumping shoulders.

“Poor guy,” murmured Flora Lu. “He doesn’t look happy.”

On second glance I recognized that he was a friend of mine.
“Abe!”

Abe Maslow smiled back.

“Can we give you a lift?” I asked.

“No, don’t bother,” he said. “I’'m waiting for a cab.”

“Come along,” I insisted. “We’re going to Newton Center. No
problem to drop you off.”

With Flora Lu and Salinas in the back seat, Abe in front, I drove
through the tunnel, around the dock area of Boston, and along
the Charles River. Abe and I kept up a running tour-guide com-
mentary on historical spots for the visitors.

“What do you do, Abe?” asked Flora Lu.

“Abe is one of the most important psychologists of our times,”
I said. “Almost single-handedly he overthrew the Freudian notion
that the human unconscious is a primitive homicidal swamp. Abe
introduced the term peak experience, and he’s convinced a lot of
people that the human psyche is filled with wonderful potentials
waiting to be awakened and used.”

“What’s a peak experience?” Flora Lu asked.

“That’s what we’re going to have tonight,” drawled Salinas, “if
the professor is good to us. Want to come to our session, Dr.
Maslow?”

Abe Maslow: U.S. philosopher, psychologist, and author of Toward a Psy-
chology of Being and Motivation and Personality. Maslow is known for
inventing the hierarchy of needs in modern psychology, which range from
basic physiological needs such as food and shelter, to esteem and self-
actualization.
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“I’d love to,” replied Abe, “but I’'m afraid I’'m not feeling too
cheerful.”

“Wouldn’t that exactly be the time to have a peak experience?”
asked Flora Lu.

“I wouldn’t know,” Abe said softly, “because I’'ve never had
one. It’s the old philosopher’s paradox. Those who theorize about
it are often the last to do it. Freud taught us that.”

Our group that evening included a psychiatrist and his wife, two
graduate students, and the two elegant ladies from Manhattan.
Salinas dominated the session with her fast, needle-sharp hipster
mind.

In the morning I was up early. I made scrambled eggs and ba-
con for myself, and my children, Susan and Jack. Salinas and
Flora Lu were still asleep. I drove Susan to the home of a friend,
where she was planning to spend the day, and took Jack to a
nearby baseball park, where I acted as assistant manager of a
Little League baseball team. Jack was the only one who played
every inning of the game, because he was a catcher and there was
no other boy with his consistency at this difficult position. Jack
hit a double and a triple. In the last inning he leaped high in the
air to catch a throw from the outfield and tagged the runner at
home plate, which saved the game. The coach said, “That Jack
Leary is a rock.”

When I returned home, Salinas and Flora Lu were chatting at
the kitchen table.

“Where have you been?” asked Salinas.

“Out and about. Did you have breakfast?”

“Yes. But it was pretty strange to wake up and find the house
empty. We thought we had hallucinated everything.” I poured
myself a cup of coffee.

“We’ve been talking about you,” said Flora Lu, smiling.

“We decided you may be a hotshot psychologist but you need
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some help in the little down-to-earth things, like how to dress.
And how to cut your hair—”

“—and what music to listen to and how to make these sessions
more aesthetic than this faculty-club atmosphere you’ve got going
here. So I’d be honored,” Flora Lu continued, “if you’d come to
my house next weekend. I could arrange experiments with some
interesting subjects and show you what life is like in the first-class
lounge.”

Flora Lu told me to meet her at Birdland, the Manhattan night-
club where top jazz musicians like her husband played and hung
out.

When I got there I found Flora Lu sitting with a black-haired
spellbinder named Malaca, from Morocco. We listened to music
for awhile and talked to the musicians who came by the table.
Malaca was a model whose picture was on the cover of Holiday
Magazine, she had been married to a member of the royal family
of Iran, who had given her a lot of money and treated her badly.
She was looking for new meaning in her changed life.

Flora Lu had told Malaca about our drugs. But Flora Lu had
also told her that I might be an extraterrestrial so she watched
me closely with her mouth half open. I found her overwhelmingly
attractive, and was grateful to Flora Lu for arranging such inter-
esting companionship for the upcoming neurological experiments.

Then Maynard took the stage, your basic young-man-with-a-
horn, standing with legs apart, body arched, screeching, soaring
higher and higher.

Around midnight we piled into a black limousine parked in
front of the cabaret, rolled along the West Side Highway, and
thirty minutes later pulled into some woods and up a gravel drive-
way to a large Tudor house. There were two Jaguars out front.

Maynard and Flora Lu Ferguson: Maynard Ferguson was a trumpet soloist
for Stan Kenton, a world class jazzman in the 1950s. His wife Flora Lu
introduced Asian design to the early drug culture.
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“Let me show you your new laboratory,” said Flora.

The living room was enormous and plushly carpeted. A huge
U-shaped couch, deep and soft, framed the giant fireplace.
Rubbed-wood paneling and bookshelves made the flashy non-
objective paintings stand out. One wall was lined with electronic
sound equipment and yards of record albums.

What impressed me about the luxury of this room was the sure
erotic intelligence with which each detail had been arranged.

“Come, I’ll show you your room.”

Flora Lu opened a door off the long upstairs hallway. “I hope
you’ll be comfortable here.” The floor and the huge bed were
covered with furs, splashed with pink silk pillows. Wood and
velvet. Mirrors.

“Would you like to see our room?” she asked.

The master bedroom was a soft cove of lace, tassels, drapes,
and furs. Rubenesque paintings and Tantric yantras.

It was a delightful introduction to hedonic consciousness. In-
deed the very existence of pleasure as a way of life had been
unknown to me.

I had lived much of my adult life amid the usual upper-middle
class comforts, the habitation/functional machines used by pro-
fessional people in this era.

But these were more than convenient quarters. Flora Lu had
designed a temple to seduce each sense into rapture, to entice the
body into a harem embrace. In this baroque bordello-shrine my
hedonic education was initiated.

I was, at the time, a successful robot—respected at Harvard,
clean-cut, witty, and, in that inert culture, unusually creative.
Though I had attained the highest ambition of the young Amer-
ican intellectual, I was totally cut off from the body and senses.
My clothes had been obediently selected to fit the young pro-
fessional image. Even after one hundred drug sessions I routinely
listened to pop music, drank martinis, ate what was put be-
fore me.
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I had “appreciated” art by pushing my body around to “sacred
places,” but this tourism had nothing to do with direct aesthetic
sensation. My nervous system was cocooned in symbols; the event
was always second-hand. Art was an academic concept, an insti-
tution. The idea that one should live one’s life as a work of art
had never occurred to me.

After we took psilocybin, I sat on the couch in Flora Lu’s Ely-
sian chamber, letting my right cerebral hemisphere slowly open
up to direct sensual reception. Flora Lu and Maynard started
teaching me eroticism—the yoga of attention. Each moment was
examined for sensual possibility. The delicious grace of moving
one’s hand, not as part of a learned survival sequence, but for
kinesthetic joy.

I was wearing the silk shirt and velvet trousers that Flora Lu,
true to her promise to be my fashion coordinator, had left on my
bed while I showered. Flora Lu was wearing light blue silk. May-
nard was a Florentine noble garbed in tight fitting velvet pants.
In a Moroccan caftan, Malaca was soft, touchable.

A fire burned gently in the hearth. The air was scented with
incense. His sensitized ears now as big as the Arecibo Dish, May-
nard swayed with pleasure. Flora Lu floated around the room,
her face transfigured with delight. Malaca blossomed into a flower
of great beauty, her classic features now stylized with the dignity
of an Egyptian frieze.

My eyes connected with hers. We rose as one and walked to
the sun porch. She turned, came to me, entwined her arms around
my neck.

We were two sea creatures. The mating process in this universe
began with the fusion of moist lips producing a soft-electric rap-
ture, which irradiated the entire body. We found no problem ma-
neuvering the limbs, tentacles, and delightful protuberances with
which we were miraculously equipped in the transparent honey-
liquid zero gravity atmosphere that surrounded, bathed, and sus-
tained us.
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This was my first sexual experience under the influence of psy-
chedelics. It startled me to learn that in addition to being instru-
ments of philosophic revelation, mystical unity, and evolutionary
insight, psychedelic drugs were very powerful aphrodisiacs.

Malaca was upstairs taking a bubble bath. Maynard dozed on
the sofa. I stood by the glass doors in the dawn, aware that my
sunrise-watching index had risen dramatically since initiating this
research into brain-change.

Flora Lu carried in a tray containing a silver coffee pot, a silver
pitcher of cream, two porcelain cups, and a bowl of apples, ba-
nanas, and shiny green grapes.

She placed the tray on a low table and rode gravity down to a
sitting position on the rug. “I want to continue the discussion we
were having last night.”

I felt a flush of warmth in my body, as my face muscles softened
into a smile. “Yes, I remember.” The secret-of-the-universe busi-
ness.

We had been sitting harmoniously in front of the fire when
Flora Lu leaned toward me. “It’s all Sex, don’t you see?”

It had all become clear. Black jazz combos playing the boogie.
Swedish blondes disrobing on a tropical beach. Tanned slim Is-
raeli boys belly dancing to frenzied drums. Soft laughter from
dark corners and behind bushes. The real secret of the universe
was that everyone knew it but me.

A few days after the session I asked Aldous Huxley what he
thought about the erotogenic nature of psychedelic drugs. His
immediate reaction was agitation. “Of course this is true, Timo-
thy, but we’ve stirred up enough trouble suggesting that drugs
can stimulate aesthetic and religious experiences. I strongly urge
you not to let the sexual cat out of the bag.”

My first reaction to the aphrodisiac revelation was to have a
good laugh at my own expense. We had been running around the
land offering mystic visions and instant personality-change to
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priests, prisoners, and professors, and all the time we were un-
wittingly administering the key (if used in the right circumstances)
to enhanced sex. What an inhibited square I had been. Why did
it take so long for me to stumble on this fact? We had long rec-
ognized that these drugs tremendously intensified bodily sensa-
tions—taste, smell, touch, colors, sound, motion, breathing. And
we knew that in the right setting, strong empathetic connections
formed between people. By programming set and setting toward
the philosophic, spiritual, or scientific, we had steered ourselves
perversely away from an otherwise inevitable heightening of sen-
suality and affection.

Huxley was unrealistic about one thing: It simply wasn’t pos-
sible to censor everybody’s experience as we had censored our
own. About this time we learned, to our dismay, that hip
pleasure-seekers in Las Vegas, Beverly Hills, and Aspen were say-
ing LSD (a psychedelic drug none of us had yet tried) meant “Let’s
Strip Down.” These discoveries came as a delicious shock to our
prudish academic minds.

It had never occurred to us that this experience, which we
treated with such deference and awe, could become a popular
party item. (Except for that rascal Dick, who was already re-
searching this area with cooperative Harvard undergraduates.) It
was that night’s experience with Malaca that alerted me to the
certainty that our G-rated philosophic drugs would eventually be
used recreationally.

Since this sexual awakening at the Fergusons’ house, I have
found myself dutybound as a scientific-philosopher to pass on the

Richard “Dick” Alpert: American psychologist Alpert co-directed the Har-
vard Psychedelic Drug Research Project with Leary. In 1967, during a pil-
grimage to India, Alpert became a devotee of Neem Karoli Baba, a Hindu
guru, and changed his own name to Baba Ram Dass. His classic book Be
Here Now helped popularize Eastern spirituality in America.
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information that psychedelic drugs, with appropriate set and set-
ting, can be intensely aphrodisiac. This statement—perhaps more
than any other—makes puritans and fanatic moralists furious.

It seemed natural, somehow, that Malaca and I would stay to-
gether. When I drove back to Newton Sunday night, we dropped
by her place for some of her belongings and she set up residence
in my home.

It was hard for her to adjust to my domestic scene: two noisy
kids, crowds of graduate students, and researchers always talking
shop. After a week I still saw Malaca as a temple dancer-divinity
from the 33rd dynasty. But it soon became obvious that up here
in the middle class 20th century she was out of place, turning into
a petulant, spoiled Arabian girl. The image from the drug session
was slowly fading.
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The Legend of Billy Will

I: Introducing Billy Will

URING THE LAST THREE YEARS, ROSEMARY AND I HAVE BEEN

fortunate enough to spend much of our time with a young
man named Billy Will and his woman, Carol, who are to become
folk-hero mythic figures of the 20th century.

He was more fearless than Buffalo Bill.

He was more mischievous than the Pied Piper.

He has changed the culture more than Henry Ford.

He has traveled more than Odysseus.

He was closer to nature than John Muir and Paul Bungar.

He was younger than Bob Dylan.

His global ubiquity was more extensive than the C.LA.

He was funnier than Mullah Nasruddin.

He was more likable than Will Rogers.

His fruits of passage have blossomed more than Johnny Ap-
pleseed.

He smiled as sweetly as the Baby Krishna.

He and his woman, Carol, may be the only hope of human
evolution on this planet.
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Rosemary and I believe Billy Will and Carol to be mutant pro-
totypes of a new species. Homo Evolutans? Man-woman aware
of him-herself in harmonious relationship to all other forms of
energy on this planet. Homo Galactans?

Every reader of this Legend will recall having met Bill Will and
perhaps even Carol at some time during the last six years. Or
perhaps you have just read about him in the media. Although few
people know him by his actual name (do we?) he has been
roundly denounced in every one of the Man’s media. As J. Edgar
Hoover might represent the old side of the generation gap, Billy
Will is the young side. As always, he is a smiling young man with
a bad reputation.

If you have had any dealings with him (Carol always stays at
home) you will remember him as unforgettable.

I recall a conversation with a famous criminal lawyer around
Seattle. He was talking about Billy Will and said: “That broth-
erhood of Billy Will is the finest group of men I’ve ever known.
They’ve changed me plenty. I used to be the best criminal lawyer
in town. Win most, lose a few. Since I have been representing Bill
and his friends, it’s been like magic. Everything goes right. We
can’t lose. And all Bill says is something about “trusting the Tao.”

Billy Will was conceived in 1943 and born in August 1944. He’s
a Leo, that’s for sure.

Carol was born in 1945, and she’s a Taurus with plenty going
for her in Cancer.

They were both born at the birth of the New Age, whatever
you want to -call it. The beginnings of electronics, atomics, psy-
chedelics, and the holy (wholly) erotics.

Bill was brought up on a farm, and at least one of his grand-
parents was a full-blooded American Indian.

He was hunting with a .22 at the age of seven and used to go
on three-day pack trips with his dogs when he was eight.
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Billy was precocious in many ways. Dynamically energetic.
Brashly unrepressed. Utterly fearless. Very Animal.

He rarely complained or said a negative thing.

His family moved from Oklahoma to Southern California when
Bill was ten.

He was never good at school. He wouldn’t pay attention and
would look around the room, out the window, walk around the
class room always moving to the center of energy or attention,
would secretly study things he brought to school and kept in his
desk. Like snake rattles and petrified wood. Once he was caught
with a dirty book.

He was never aggressive or sassy, but still he had the reputation
of being an incorrigibly uncooperative child, because when asked
a question he would just grin as though to say, “Why do you
want to ask me that?”

Billy Will wouldn’t learn to read and write. He told his first-
grade teacher and all those that followed that the readingest peo-
ple he had met were all uptight and the happiest people he ever
met back in Oklahoma never bothered to read or write and until
he saw a good reason to he just wasn’t interested.

He was often punished for being mischievous, and his cheerful,
unrepentant attitude sometimes made teachers angrier and more
punitive.

His report card would say such things as: “He has no interest
in school and no respect for authority.” “He disrupts class by
asking impertinent questions and making funny remarks.” “He is
not below average in intelligence. On all tests of non-verbal per-
formance he produces very high scores.” “He is a classic under-
achiever.” “He is good at athletics, but refuses to go out for
organized varsity sports.”

Bill Will did learn to read in 1966, in order to read Psychedelic
Prayers during acid trips. After that he quickly mastered the read-
ing of the English language in order to peruse the Sacred Books
of the East, occasionally the L.A. Free Press, and mainly to study
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certain technical manuals like bee-keeping, simple chemistry,
plant lore, Indian customs, and the like.

As a long-time psychologist I considered it of great interest that
Bill Will could rapidly comprehend the most difficult technical
and philosophic works and still could not write. To be specific he
could write only two words, his given name. He told Rosemary
once, “I finally saw a reason for reading, but I haven’t run across
a good reason for writing yet.”

Which brings us to the story of how Bill Will got his name. One
day there was a police raid on the valley where Bill and Carol
were living with the Brotherhood. The authorities were looking
for someone who wasn’t there and came over the valley in two
helicopters and six squad cars.

Bill was on the run, at the time. Although Bill himself was
almost never arrested, and never, not once, brought to trial, there
happened to be a phony warrant out for him on a charge of
stealing oranges. So when the police ran all round the valley
checking L.D.’s, Bill, who was out in the corn field at the time,
knew he had to come up with a new name fast, and one he could
spell. When the government agent, short-haired with black city
shoes and a dark blue suit, sweating in the hot sun, reached him,
Bill was ready. He knew how to spell Bill, and he had learned
once to his amusement that “double you” changed Bill to Will.

So when the agent asked, “What is your name, son?” The re-
sponse was Bill Will.

And so he was known thereafter.
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1l: How Bill Will Stole the Elixir of Life

Billy Will grew up as a teenager in the last years of the Industrial
Empire.

The social insanity of the times had become so complex that
only the mind of a Jonathan Swift or a George Orwell could do
it justice.

There was a system of compulsory state education and com-
pulsory military training calculated to turn out millions of me-
chanical people who lived in huge housing tracts, thousands of
flimsy plywood box houses all set in endless, monotonous rows.

Strict and efficient brainwashing techniques were used to keep
the populace from thinking independently. Pavlovian techniques
of mass conditioning trained and rewarded citizens for performing
routine tasks.

The official moral climate in the United States was puritanical
Spartan. Electronic Calvinism. The state-religion encouraged cit-
izens to be hard-working, self-sacrificing, emotionally and sen-
sually restrained. The official attitude imposed upon the people
was a self-righteous self-pity. The Government sponsored super-
stition fears and scapegoating witchcraft and invented imaginary
enemies surrounding the virtuous citizenry.

The citizenry was constantly reminded that they felt bad and
the reason that they felt bad (in spite of their industrious obedi-
ence) was the fault of vague subversive immoral forces continually
at work to frustrate the American dream.

The chief means of disseminating the national religion was tele-
vision. Every one of the 100 million cracker-box houses had a
TV set in the center of the family-shrine room. With amazing
concentration the citizens would focus their worshipful vision on
TV programs over eight hours a day.

The television indoctrination was straight Manicheanism. Sim-
ple morality dramas (including so-called news broadcasts) were
presented hour after hour. In each of these dramas, forces grap-
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pled with and finally defeated Evil. This warfare with subversive-
ness required enormous taxes.

Billy Will and his friends, like all teenagers, quickly picked up
on the basic message:

There were the good guys and bad guys.

The good guys were diligent and serious, got good grades, went
to college, spent two years in the Marine Corps, got a job, and
married a girl who quickly changed into a sexless creature with
pin curlers. Good guys lived in a tract like everyone else and
watched TV every night like Billy’s parents.

It was easy to spot a good guy. He wore his hair short like a
plucked chicken, he dressed in standard-regulation rumbled
clothes, either a sport coat or a sport shirt, and he wore a grim,
serious, sincere look on his face.

The bad guys were also easy to identify. They were dumb or
lazy at school, didn’t get to even go to junior college. They didn’t
have regular jobs and didn’t get to live in tract houses. They were
rolling stones. Traveled a lot. Lived in flashy city apartments or
else in romantic, primitive pads or hideouts. The bad guys had
foreign backgrounds and international connections. There was a
Mediterranean or Middle Eastern whiff to them. They didn’t have
credit cards, not even gas credit cards, but they often carried lots
of cash.

They hung out in bands or brotherhoods bound together by
some sort of tribal loyalty, and their women were pretty and very
sexy and were fanatically devoted. They all ended up in jail, in
exile, or gloriously riddled with FBI bullets.

One thing was sure: The bad guys never ended up in tract
houses.

The whole business was presented so clearly that there was
never any doubt which side you wanted to be on.

Billy and his friends knew right away that they would do any-
thing to avoid a tract house in an Orange County development.

In high school Billy and his friends pooled their money and
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bought a huge second-hand Cadillac. They wore flashy clothes
like TV gangsters and rock musicians. They were much influenced
by Elvis, who brought a raw, natural, Southern sexual beat into
the car radios. Music was very important to them. The blasting,
impertinent eroticism of the electric guitar became the perfect ex-
pression for this first generation of McLuhanite outlaws.

The high school girls loved Billy and his friends.

By the second year in high school Billy and his brothers were
engaged in exquisite contact with the natural enemy of the rebel:
the police.

At first they would do silly-kid things like stand in the sidewalk
and when a squad car pulled by, shout defiance, and let go with
a few rotten eggs. Then they’d run down an alley and roar off in
the Cadillac.

They were always hustling in a good-humored way. Some shop-
lifting and robbery. Never for the money itself. It was just the
righteous, manly tribal thing to do. Like young Comanche braves
collecting coups.

Then came dope.

Marijuana came up from Mexico, and Billy and Grennie and
Tom and Jeff would get high driving to school. High school was
a funny game behind grass. Grass provided a sharper insight into
the really weird, uptight things their teachers and parents would
do. Weed was great for balling, too. Their lovemaking was long,
slow, serpentine, polymorphous, erotic. None of the chicks that
hung out with the Brotherhood would ever want to make it with
a heavy-handed, pumping, beer-drinking jock after the cool sex
of grass.

Sometimes the grass would be scarce when the Feds would close
down the border, and then, as always, the kids would fall back
on the “bad” drugs—reds and whites and even booze. “Let’s get
loaded, man. Anything to feel good and escape the plastic.”

The reds (barbiturates) produced a silly, dizzy dreamlike feel-
ing, and then everything would get fuzzy and sloppy like a drunk.
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“Red-Users” became messy looking and unhealthy; but at least
they weren’t uptight like the shorthairs and boozers.

The whites (speed) were better and worse. They made you feel
good, good, good. Not the subtle sensual euphoria of grass but
jazzy, alert, energetic. Speed. Speed. Speed. Gas the motor. Rap
faster. Outspeed the fuzz. Talk incessantly. Move. Faster. Speed.

Billy and the Brothers went through a crazy period behind the
pills.

Mad-Wolf used to get up on speed and roar down the Main
Street at 3:00 a.m. shooting up store windows.

Billy would hide behind curtains trembling in fear and run out
in the streets naked.

Fantastic amphetamine paranoias would develop. Quarrels.

Suspicions. You worried all the time about raids and informers.
At one time during the speed days the Brotherhood almost dis-
banded. But all the time they were learning about life and about
themselves and about society.

They inevitably drifted into dealing. A trip to Juarez or Tijuana
to score a few kilos or a hat box full of pills and bring it across
under the floorboard.

This was adventure. Qutwitting the feds. Tension. Animal al-
ertness. Courage. :

One time in 1963, Carol was at the hairdressers. She was work-
ing as a go-go girl. Under the dryer she picked up a Saturday
Evening Post and read about a group of Harvard professors who
had a new drug which produced ecstatic visions and guaranteed
the highest trip of all time. Carol brought the magazine home to
Billy.

The tone of the article was typical Saturday Evening Post—
pious, grim, cornball warnings about danger, brain-damage, and
psychosis.

Billy told me about his reaction years later. “You know, I don’t
read so hot, so I just looked at the pictures. There was one of
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twenty people sitting stoned in the lotus position on a beautiful
beach smiling like angels. And one of a chick standing in the
waves, gone into some ecstasy place. And pictures of you Harvard
guys laughing. And a picture of Ralph Metzner, bearded, looking
at a flower. And one of a meditation room with oriental prints
and a statue of the Buddha and the Buddha looked high too.”

“I said to Carol, ‘It’s unfair. How come these Harvard dudes
get to be high all the time legally and we knock ourselves out to
score second-grade bush from Tijuana?’ ”

By this time, Billy and the Brotherhood had reached a point of
enormous self-confidence. They didn’t wait around like the short-
hairs to have government give them something. They just moved
out to get what they righteously needed.

And when they had to have this new, super-high, blow-your-
mind, ecstasy drug called LSD.

Billy sent out feelers to the L.A. and Mexican drug under-
ground but the news was puzzling. LSD was legal, believe it or
not, but you had to have some sort of middle class, professional
connections to score it.

Finally they learned of a psychiatrist in Beverly Hills who had
been turning on Cary Grant and other film notables to LSD. Billy
got the shrink’s address, and he and Mad-Wolf and Negrito got
Halloween masks and plastic toy pistols and set off to pull the
first LSD caper.

The door to the Beverly Hills mansion was open, and a party
was going on. Billy and Mad-Wolf and Negrito walked in and
ordered the surprised host and his guests to line up against the

Ralph Metzner: A close associate of Leary during his Harvard and Millbrook
years, Metzner was a post-doctoral fellow in psychopharmacology at Har-
vard Medical School as well as a key player in the Harvard Psychedelic Drug
Project. His Psychedelic Review became a major scientific journal during the
experimental psychedelic years.
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wall. “Take anything you like,” said the shrink. “Where is the
LSD?” said Billy. The shrink began to laugh, “In vials in the re-
frigerator. And have a good trip.”

There were about 100 vials. They divided the haul three ways
and split for home.

Billy’s first LSD experience was typical except more so. He took
one vial and felt better than he had ever felt in his life. The colors.
The sounds. Carol became a goddess and got a contact high just
from Billy’s energy. After a few hours Billy took three more. Then
the God trip really started. Billy went through the whole evolu-
tionary cycle. Hells. Terrors. Deaths and rebirths. For several
hours Billy just looked around the house repeating the word
“plastic.” And laughing.

Carol wasn’t worried because Billy looked so beautiful and his
face was shining and his body was so graceful and warm and
sensitive. So she took some too.

Billy stayed high for a week, until the acid was gone. He slept
for 16 hours and then ate some fruit. Then he said to Carol, “Call
the real estate dealer and sell the house. And the furniture. We’re
starting a new life today.”

Billy went to look for Mad-Wolf. He had moved all the fur-
niture except a rug out of his bedroom and was sitting on the
floor in the lotus position, which he had never done before,
watching a candle. For eight hours.

When Billy came in, their eyes met, and they laughed. “No
more kid-stuff cops and robbers. Right?”

“But what are we going to do, Billy?”

“I dunno. But we ain’t coming down.”

They set off to find Negrito who had jumped into his car and
split for the desert and had spent two days on a mountain top
laughing and crying and praising God.

From that time on Billy and his friends did nothing else ex-
cept try to get higher themselves and to turn on the rest of the
world.

52



Looking Back

“Until something comes along that does the job better, our best
hope is dope,” said Billy Will.

Ill: The Chromosome Breakage
Woas Just Frosting on the Cake

On one of our trips to the airport in 1969, Bill Will said to me:

“Man, when they came out with that chromosome breakage
story, that was just frosting on the cake.”

I said, “I don’t know what you mean, Billy?”

Bill said, glancing at me with amusement, “Well, back in 19635,
when the government decided to educate kids about drugs they
sent around some medical cats to all the high schools warning us
and scaring us. I was eighteen at the time and didn’t understand
the medical terms. When they said LSD causes permanent brain
syn...syn...syn...syndrome—is that how you say it? We
thought that meant we would stay “high” permanently. There
was much rejoicing in the Brotherhood. Then, when they said in
1967 that the effects could be passed on to your children, well,
man, that was our highest dream come true.”

1IV: The Coincidence of the False
Moslem and the Bee

One of the more interesting things to me about Billy Will was his
understanding and practical use of the power of Coincidence. His
life was marked by a continual series of fortuitous, favorable
events.

This phenomenon, which Carl Jung called synchronicity, and

Carl Jung: The Swiss psychologist’s theories of the collective unconscious
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which primitive Catholics describe (and pray for) as miracles, is,
I think, best described as Conscious Luck, that is the inherited or
learned ability to tune in to the flow of energy, sense instinctively
what is happening and about to happen, and adjust so that one
receives the benefit (or avoids the harm) of what is taking form
around one.

When I would ask Billy about the recurrence of fortunate ac-
cidents in his life, he would grin and use this word, which he
pronounced with the calculated stutter which accompanied every
one of his polysyllabic breaks in role, “Co-co-co-coincidence.”

This particular coincidence of the False Moslem and the Bee
occurred in the back room of a carpet shop in the native quarter
of a Middle Eastern city. Billy and Grennie were in town on busi-
ness and were referred to the owner of a carpet shop. The owner
who had ceremoniously ushered them into the backroom where
they sat on the cushioned rug and smoked dark, heavy, resinous
tobacco, and drank mint tea. After a while, the three men started
to talk business.

Right away Billy flashed that the dude was lying. He looked at
Grennie and saw that he was picking up on the same thing.

After a while, the carpet merchant sensed that he wasn’t getting
across and began protesting his innocence in a loud voice and
raised his hand in anger to swear a solemn oath.

“I swear by my faith as a Moslem that I am telling you the
truth.”

At that point a bee who had been buzzing by the window in
the hot, smoky room stung the dude in the finger.

The carpet merchant shrieked in pain, and shook his hand and
sucked his finger. Then he looked at Billy and nodded.

and archetypes of man’s basic natures reflect Leary’s belief in genetic types.
Jung, like Leary, was a Ph.D. and a religious leader and founder of a new
humanism.
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The deal was then arranged the way it should have been ar-
ranged and Billy said to Grennie, “Perfect. Perfect. Perfect.”

V. Any Qualified Social Worker Would
Agree That Billy Will and His Friends
Are a Public Health Menace

The people in this valley violate the following minimum standards
defined by Public Health regulations:

1. There is no electricity. The two KUA electric generators, in
excellent condition, were traded to a carpenter in exchange
for a sauna and a psychedelic sculptured gate. Mr. William
Will, their spokesman, claimed that the generators made an
offensive noise and created smog.

2. The nearest approved municipal water supply is twenty miles
away. Wells and springs have been tapped high in the canyons
and the water piped down to the valley. There are eleven such
unapproved pipe-systems, but the people seem to prefer water
which bubbles out of a well on the valley meadow. Although
there is no chlorine, fluoride, or other authorized chemicals
in the water, Mr. Will praised it highly, saying that the old
cowboys and the Indians before them came for miles to this
source which they called the “Drinking Spring.”

3. Federal, state, and county agents should be advised that the
road to the valley is extremely rough. City sedans will proceed
at their own risk. The people in the valley are completely
uninterested in road improvement.
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. The milk is raw, unpasteurized, and sometimes drunk warm.

They milk their cows by hand. The barn would not pass san-
itary inspection.

. There are twenty adult dogs and thirty-nine puppies. All fifty-

nine dogs are unlicensed and without rabies shots. The people
in the valley spend much time talking, even gossiping about
the dogs’ behavior. They seem to treat the dogs like human
beings. Mr. Will stated: “We learn a lot from the dogs.”

. Except for the winter, these people live in primitive teepees.

This is below the minimum standards set by the Bureau of
Indian Affairs which has succeeded in moving most Indians
into houses. The toilet facilities are squatting holes in the
ground. Water is piped to the teepees via garden hoses.

. In the winter the people inhabit cottages, unheated except for

fireplaces and potbelly stoves.

. Most of the men go barefoot in spite of the rough desert

terrain.

. They refuse to kill insects or use insecticides.

There is no fish or meat in their diet.

Having no electricity, they are forced to use candles and prim-
itive lamps. They employ hand-operated butter churns and ice
cream mixers.

There are no clocks or time-pieces in the valley.

Although their young children run barefoot in a region which
abounds in rattlesnakes, they refuse to exterminate the crea-
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tures. They trap these deadly reptiles with hinged sticks and
release them at the uninhabited end of the valley where they
remain a menace to others.

They do not use modern, scientific methods of fertilizing.
They plant according to the phases of the moon.

When ill, they prefer to go to osteopaths, chiropractors, faith
healers and eccentric M.D.’s. They have a primitive suspicion
of orthodox M.D.’s and conventional drugs.

Their babies are delivered at home by the fathers without the
presence of an M.D. This is a direct violation of state law.
Instead of taking normal obstetrical precautions, they cele-
brate the time of birth as a festival.

The children are not registered with any government agency.
This means that their children literally do not exist as citizens
of the state! Furthermore, the children can thus avoid com-
pulsory education and will not be registered for the draft.

The poverty of their cultural life is aboriginal. They have no
television or radio. They read no newspapers or magazines.
They are hopelessly out of touch with the American way of
life. Their amusements are childish—hiking, swimming, sit-
ting around campfires. They smoke incessantly from briar
pipes or hand-rolled cigarettes. The few books in the valley
are occult treatises and non-scientific technical works.

The people in the valley are guided by crude superstitions
about modern life. They particularly shun plastic, and gaso-
line motors, and go out of their way to avoid metal.
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20. In spite of their apparent poverty they seem to have no finan-
cial worries or aspirations. Each man leaves the valley three
days a month or one month a year to work “on the outside,”
thus maintaining their low standard of living. It is unlikely
that they pay any income taxes.

21. In summary, these people live most of their life as though the
United States of America did not exist. When questioned
about legal and political matters Mr. Will laughed and said,
“There is only one set of laws, and we learn about them from
animals, the planets, and the stars.”

Any qualified social worker would agree that William Will and
his neighbors fall below the minimum public health standards and
should be considered criminal wards of the state and menaces to
society.
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The Clitoris
1993

OTE: THIS ESSAY PRESENTS THE VIEWPOINT OF AN UNINFOR-

med 20th century male. These primitive, amateur, naive ob-
servations are designed to stimulate thought about four crucial
issues:

1. The invisible, pervasive, relentless, unadmitted repression and
dehumanization of women and children by armed Male Au-
thorities. From 25,000 BC until today.

2. The masculine glorification of the phallus—monstrous, mon-
umental, gigantic, towering, penetrating, potent, powerful,
strong, competent, forceful, commanding.

3. The contemptuous demonization by males of the female gen-
italia. The depreciating word “clit” denies the central impor-
tance of this wonder organ. The most insulting putdown of
another man is to call him a “cunt” or “pussy.” The recent
usage of the derogation “dick,” according to tabulated word-
counts is almost exclusively used by women.

4. The awesome significance of the Clitoris in human life and
species evolution. The Clitoris may be the most important
“organ,” THE GENETIC BRAINLOBE of our species which
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has been totally ignored, trivialized, and demonized by mas-
culine culture.

Male Definitions of the Clitoris

According to Marshall McLuhan the words we use to fabricate
the realities we inhabit. The American Heritage Dictionary defines
the Clitoris as: “A SMALL(?) ERECTILE ORGAN AT THE UP-
PER END OF THE VULVA, HOMOLOGOUS WITH THE pEe-
NiS.” In my viewpoint, this definition reflects the ultimate
oppressive humiliation of Humans by Masculine Authorities.

Scientific Definitions of the “Penis”

Brushing aside this hysterical masculine mysticism, we can agree
that the penis is an impressive plumbing tool which performs two
valuable bio-engineering survival functions and one important
neurological function:

1. Urination. One or more Quarts of Urine Per Day. QUPD.
About five times a day, the male unzips and takes his penis

in hand and squirts out a stream of urine.

2. Ejaculation. The penis also squirts out around 300,000 sperm
per orgasm (SPO).

3. Psychological-Neurological function.
In discussing these controversial issues let us acknowledge the

enormous erotic and symbolic significance of the Phallus in male
mythology.
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Erections make men feel like “Men.” The throbbing, pulsating
orgasms make males feel good.

The penis is the sword, the lance, the tower, the plough, the
very essence of man’s potent power over the submissive, handi-
capped, genetically disadvantaged, semi-plegic woman.

Indeed, the Sage of 19th Century Sexuality, Sigmund Freud, in
a bizarre fit of hebephrenic silliness fantasized that woman’s basic
neurosis was caused by “penis envy!”

Parable: The boy is confused. He says to his father, “The teacher
talks about the ‘vagina.’ But the guys in the school yard called it
a ‘cunt.’” What is the difference between a vagina and a cunt?”

The father replied, “The vagina is a warm, juicy, sweet thing
designed to make men feel happy and strong. The cunt is the
individual who owns the vagina.”

The Vagina

The hipper Random House Dictionary (1987) defines the Vagina
as “the passage leading from the uterus to the vulva in certain
female mammals.”

The homologue of the penis is not the clitoris but the Vagina-
Cervix-Ovary (V.C.O.) organ system which performs two unbe-
lievably complicated biogenetic functions.

1. Pissing: The V.C.O. contains the urethra which ejects around
one QUPD. (Notice that the female usually does not handle
her urinary disposal equipment. The mechanics of “pissing
on” something or someone, so central to male dominance psy-
chology is not a central part of female mythology. Except, of
course, as an exquisitely rowdy form of sexual aesthetics.)
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2. Conceiving: The female reproductive system produces one egg
a month and nurtures the fertilized egg for nine months.

The Clitoris

There is no male homologue for the Clitoris.

The Clitoris has no plumbing or sperm-egg functions.

Like the Eyeball, the Clitoris is a sensory organ, an extension
of the brain, which happens to be tactically located between the
legs of females. From the evolutionary viewpoint the Clitoris is a
bundle of neurons which might be called the brain of DNA.

It is fascinating to speculate about the genetic significance of
this neurologically enriched organ.

It could be argued that the Clitoris assigns to the female the
basic and ultimate power of determining the survival of the spe-
cies and the direction of species mutation.

Macho-sexist Darwinism preaches the survival of the fittest—
i.e. the strongest, toughest males. The strong males who can man-
age to arouse the Clitoris are selected for mating.

In most species it is the males who are loaded down with the
plumage, the gaudy markings. It is the males who strut, dance,
display, exhibit, show-off to attract, to arouse the Clitoris of the
elegant, discriminating female to be aroused by the most appeal-
ing sperm deliverer.

What Darwinism Called Natural Selection
Turns Out To Be Clitoral Aesthetic Choice

Even more humiliating to male pretensions is the fact that once
the 300,000 sperm are spurted into the vaginal-cervical system
they are forced to thrash, splash, and swim up the fallopian tubes
often described by poets as the Boulevard of Broken Genes.
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These bizarre self-serving scenarios of male biologists would
have us believe that the 300,000 sperm immediately engage in
some sweaty, Olympic swimming race, frantically bumping, twist-
ing, and flagellating.

Clitoridectomy

The crucial importance of the Clitoris is demonstrated by the rit-
ual of Clitoridectomy.

The 1975 American Heritage Dictionary contains no reference
to this ultimately savage practice of the mutilation of one million
African and Islamic young girls each year.

The 1987 Random House Dictionary states that clitoridectomy
is “the excision of the clitoris. .. to curb sexual desire; female
circumcision.”

Infibulation

The 1987 Random House Dictionary defines infibulation as “The
stitching together of the vulva, often after a CLITORIDEC-
TOMY; leaving a small opening for the passage of urine and men-
strual blood.”

Again, the prudishly antique 1975 American Heritage Dic-
tionary makes no reference to this brutal practice, which each year
victimizes more humans than the unspeakable atrocities of the
Nazi Holocaust, Stalinist, and Maoist genocides.

In African and Islamic countries, clitoridectomy is the standard,
glorious “rite of passage” for young teenage girls.

Remember, the word ISLAM means submission-obedience to
Allah, the vengeful, stern, male god. Clitoridectomy is, therefore,
a highly sophisticated religious ritual, the ultimate sacrifice of fe-
male humanity to male mastery.
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Castration-Circumcision

Please do not compare clitoridectomy with circumcision or cas-
tration. )

Circumcision is the removal of the foreskin—a useless, insen-
sitive flap of flesh which has no survival function or sensual po-
tential.

Riddle: What do they call the insensitive bag of skin at the base
of the penis?

Answer to Riddle: The insensitive bag of skin at the base of the
penis is called The man!

Castration is a simple removal of the testicles. These sacks of
sperm are equipped with exaggerated pain-avoidance reflexes, but
minimal pleasure responses.

Clitoridectomy, however, is like surgical blinding or lobectomy,
the removal of the most important lobe of the brain.

Do we dare equate the CLITORIS to the soul?

To be clinical, after surgical removal of the clitoris, do we as-
sume the woman cannot have full orgasm?

Is this true?

How would I know?

A distressing question arises. It is obvious that, for thousands
of years, the female orgasm has been censored and suppressed by
male rulers. A fierce taboo has ignored and even demonized the
female orgasm.

Here, we must recall the Freudian theory that depreciates CLIT-
ORAL orgasms in favor of vaginal orgasms.

This taboo about the clitoris is profound. Cloaked in silence.
In the texts written, of course, by white males.

This taboo still exists in America today. The American Heritage
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Dictionary gives three definitions of castration. The word clito-
ridectomy is not mentioned.

The very concept of female orgasm is unacceptable in most
human societies.

The image of a woman writhing in pleasure, moaning and ex-
ultantly screaming in gratification, is intolerable to almost all cul-
tural moralists.

Listen to the most hip, modern Random House Dictionary writ-
ten, of course, by white males: “Orgasm: the physical and emo-
tional sensation at the peak of sexual excitation, and usually
accompanied in the male by ejaculation.”

The crucial genetic fact is this: A woman can have many re-
peated orgasms. The unwieldy male unit is embarrassingly limited
by its sperm-delivery capacities.

Parable: Around 1966 Alex Haley, the legendary African-
American writer interviewed me for Playboy magazine. During
the discussion, I fabricated the provocative exaggeration that a
female could enjoy as many as 200 orgasms during a psychedelic
session.

A few months later I lectured at Reed College in Portland,
Oregon. The room was so jammed that around 20 students sat
on stage behind me. I was also seated.

During Q&A a somber, scholarly-looking man standing in the
back of the hall said:“What is the scientific basis for your state-
ment that a female can have 200 orgasms during a psychedelic
experience?”

Feigning confusion, [ leaned back and whispered to the students
behind me, “What shall I say?”

A young woman replied: “Tell him the answer is ‘yes.” And
that they come in colors like the rainbow.”

Now, at the end of the 20th century it is possible to suggest
new metaphors about female sexuality.
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Why Not Think of the Clitoris
as the Legendary Third Eye?

Clitoridectomy is like blinding the eyeball, removing the basic
organ of neurological intelligence which so charmingly designs
human evolution.

The fact that we are now aware of these matters and can discuss
them is a good sign. I think. What do I know?
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Life Is a Southern Exposure

Here’s an essay suggested by Stan Bernstein.

He phoned me one afternoon and told me that, in
his opinion, the war between the North and South was
much more dangerous than the East-West War be-
tween the Cold Dust Twins, Brezhnev and Reagan.

Since I had come to the same conclusion, I sat right
down at the computer screen and digitized the follow-
ing.

And I had a damn good time doing it. As you can
probably tell.

Criminalizing the Natural
and Naturalizing the Criminal

VERYONE KNOWS THAT LIFE ON THIS PLANET EMERGED WAY
down south in the hot, thick, steamy stew of the tropics. Way
back then the first life forms were lazy, single-celled, ameboid,
hot-tub hedonists with ambitious appetites. Everything was or-
ganic, natural.
Nothing was immoral, unauthorized, or illegal.
In time, however, pre-programmed, mutually-stimulating food-
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chain competitions among the squishy unicellulars led to pro-
grams of physical fitness and careerist self-improvement.

This, in turn led to acquisitive materialism and the popularity
of Young, Upscale, Post-Protozoa technologies such as sharper
vision, high-fidelity aural reception, hinged-thumbs.

There was, a few hundred million years ago, a predictable con-
sumer craze for high-tech hunting and fishing gear such as fangs,
bones, teeth, tusks. And high-fashion seasonal obsessions for erot-
ically attractive fur coats, feather boas, leather-ware, snakeskin
hip-huggers.

Later, younger generations of self-directed organisms developed
auto-mobile bodies equipped with tentacles, wings, legs which al-
lowed the social-climbing, trendy forms to squirm, crawl, walk,
or fly uptown to the more exclusive, temperate, classier neigh-
borhoods, namely, 30th to 45th streets, north and south latitudes.

Human Species Also Emerge First in the Tropics

Down south in the lush, luxurious jungles of the equator, our first
ancestors needed no artificial technologies for survival. The glo-
rious, dark-skinned naked body was the instrument with which
the original individual human related to the environment.

Transportation downtown in the tropical jungles was by pedi-
cab.

Food gathering involved manual delivery systems.

Social relations and communication involved gestures, spoken
words, dancing, strutting. The semioticians call this “Body Lan-
guage.” There was direct skin-tight experiential contact with the
commodity markets and energy centers upon which human sur-
vival depends.

We’re talking about real estate basics here. Solar energy; pure
spring-fed water supply; cavernous homes with wood-burning
fireplaces. Convenient neighborhood access to natural foods

70



Body

found in the handy vegetable, fruit, fowl, fish, and meat depart-
ments.

Our newborn ancestors, 25,000 years ago, were equipped with
an additional powerful survival appliance. They had brains cali-
brated like ours, with 100 billion neurons. And each neuron, we
now realize, has the thought-processing capacity of an IBM-PC
or Maclntosh. The software (i.e. the thoughts) which operated
this awesome neural equipment was programmed to react to in-
formation from the local environment.

The brand name for our species is homo sapiens sapiens. This
means, “Human, the information-processor: the thinker about
thinking.”

With all that mainframe, super-power, parallel-processing,
Neurological-Intelligence (N.I.) built into our black, fuzzy, trop-
ical skulls—not to mention the infinity of megabyte memory-bank
tellers—there had to be a whole lotta figuring going on in the
heads of our ancestors. Just as our bellies are designed to digest
food, our human brains are designed to digest and process infor-
mation. This inevitability leads to thinking about why things keep
happening like they do.

What, for example, must we do to satisfy the Power-Light-
Water-Grocery-Supply sources?

For example, why droughts? Have we forgotten to pay the wa-
ter bill? And to whom?

Why do animals whose flesh provide our dinners decide to mi-
grate? What have we done to our furry and feathered friends to
cause them to walk out on us?

From whence came the powers of fertility, pregnancy, birth?

Why illness and death?

Questions about the placation of and the bill-payments to the
Providers of Vital Resources fall under the department of
R.el.i.g.i.o.n.

The first human tribal cultures to emerge down south involved
nature worship and were understandably polytheistic. Survival
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Pantheism was tailored to the conditions. Since the information
each tribe received was limited to the neighborhood network, re-
ligion was hands-on, personal, practical. The Gods (i.e. the
Higher Power and Utility Companies) were local, reachable, avail-
able to the individual. .

So each tribe developed its own mythology. And each person
selected the rituals for making theological deals. The powers of
the Gods flow through the individual body. Most pagan religious
ceremonies involve the ingestion of sacred plants which produce
altered states of trance, possession, vision, triggering off intense
dialogues with the Supremes.

Religious rituals involve the body: drums, chants, dance. Since
the body is the only available appliance of survival and worship,
it is flaunted and glorified in its naked, centerfold beauty. The
role of women in pagan cultures is naturally elevated because Her
body is seen as the producer of Life.

Tropical latitudes produce natural attitudes about the gods,
man, and law. Nothing was illegal.

Humanity Migrates North
to the Mid-Temperate Zone

There are many obvious reasons—climactic, psycho-geographical,
logistical—why the next stage of more complex human cultures
emerged in the Mid-Temperate (30th to 45th) rather than the
frosty Cold Temperature (45th to 60th) or the Tropics.

Next time you look at a world map, turn it upside down and
notice how most of the land lies north of the equator. Note how
most of the inner waterways, the seas and lakes and rivers are
located on the affluent, busy north-side. Suppose the Mediterra-
nean had been in the middle of Africa with the Nile flowing South
to it and the Congo too and that big Gibraltar mouth opening to
the Atlantic around Angola.
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Notice how almost all the enduring civilizations emerged in this
narrow geographic zone: 30th to 4S5th Streets.

Life up north in the Mid-Temperate is more demanding. Your
Hunter-Gatherer Credit-Card life won’t get you far up here, lad.
Natural technologies no longer suffice. There are a few neighbor-
hood fruit stores and local delicatessens north of 30th Street. You
gotta start whittling and chipping artifacts. Tools. During the
years 4000 B.C. to 1500 A.D. the strip between the 30th and
45th degrees became the frenetic, high-tech genetic runway.

Run your finger along this inter-state road-map. Recite the
names of the exits. China. India. Persia (still a big tourist attrac-
tion). Babylonia. Egypt. Rome. Venice. Spain. Portugal.

Can you feel the action?

Along this thin highway moved the camel caravans, horse-
drawn carts, the legions, the sailing ships, the galley cruise-liners,
the iron-age technologies.

All this movement was made possible by new hand-tool tech-
nologies for transporting people and for communicating ideas.
Literacy and the alphabet made long distance communication
possible.

Can you visualize how small, tribal gene-pools numbering hun-
dreds and then thousands of souls became absorbed into nations
numbering millions? These centralized feudal empires were held
together by collective labor and strict cultural rules.

The individual becomes a dependent cog in a vast hierarchical
social structure. In Ancient Rome, food, water, lodging, and se-
curity were not obtained through natural-physical actions. The
goodies come from Caesar’s utility departments.

Politics is no longer a personal confrontation with the family
next door. It involves submission to the ruler.

Religion is no longer a personal handshake deal with the local
G.0.D.s (Gods On Duty) but a complicated political coda of in-
structions, commandments, rewards, recorded on marble tablets
and illuminated manuscripts, mediated by a bureaucratic priest-
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hood which claimed to be fronting for the Almighty Ruler who
allowed no violation of his morals and laws.

When the neighborhood 30th to 45th Streets was happening,
the individual was vassal, totally dependent and submissive. Trop-
ical folks felt some primitive pride in their personal ability to put
food on the table and avoid enemies—via their own bodily skills,
jungle-smarts and bribery deals with the utility companies. But
the Feudal person did not share this personal sense of self-
confidence.

The most revealing insights about any human culture or gene-
pool probably come from observing attitudes towards animals,
the human body, and the female body in particular.

Polytheistic societies totemically worship natural forces. Animal
spirits and the naked forms of the attractive healthy human.
Check the religious art framed in the cave-galleries of pagan peo-
ple.

Feudal societies, by grim contrast, are organized around the
monotheistic principle of One Elderly Male God, the Almighty
Ruler, who sits on a Throne swathed in Regal robes. The Mono-
theistic God who rules things along the 30th to the 45th is never
seen running around town bare-assed, flaunting his naked beauty
and grace. Can you imagine Jehovah on the cover of Rolling
Stone?

Monotheistic religions tend to derogate the natural, scorn the
body, and manifest a “puritanical” hatred for the naked female
form. In orthodox Christian, Jewish, and Moslem cultures,
woman is covered by black dresses and veils. This is tacky, low-
fashion garb, designed to conceal Her life-affirming image.

But life in hierarchical feudal societies is not all submission and
puritanical repression. The man can always beat his wife, his kids,
his camel. But the greatest source of pleasure and pride for True
Believers is this: You can always strap on your sword and head
down-town below 30th Street and exhibit the superiority of your
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God and your gene-pool by kicking innocent, nature-loving trop-
icals around.

For 10,000 years and more, northern folks have invaded, con-
quered, and enslaved Southerners. Kill ’em, loot ’em, rape ’em in
the name of God and Country because tropical people don’t
count. They are heathen, pagan, illiterate, immoral, naked prim-
itives. They have rejected The One God and that’s why we have
the metal swords, the written Bible, the cavalry, the ships. And
they don’t.

The invasion and colonization of the south by the north has
produced a curious “genetic stratification” or cultural infiltration.
The Northern colonizers built feudal-age cities, towns, cities,
roads, ports, churches, bridges in their southern “possessions.”
And they imposed their new-fangled, artificial, manmade, social,
political, religious, cultural, and linguistic forms on the natives.

The Spanish conquest and settlement of South America is a
classic example of the “trickle-down-south” phenomenon. The
Feudal system of centralization, monotheism, bureaucratization,
hierarchy, and military control based in Madrid, produced a co-
lonial replica of life in 15th-century Spain.

The South American Indians were gently coaxed into the fa-
miliar serf mode of the Iberian peasantry. They shuffled to the
fields and then to church and they knelt down and crossed them-
selves just like the vassals did up in the 30’s Spain.

God and Man Become Machine-Tooled
in the Cold-Temperate Zone

These aforementioned Feudal Empires which emerged along the

Mediterranean basin were based on hand-tools used to tame
horses, channel water, harness wind-power. People were held to-
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gether by an intricate web of laws, rules, taboos, ethical prescrip-
tions.

The next stage in human evolution was the industrial. Humans
learned how to make tool-making machines. The German, Johan-
nes Gutenberg, started it all with his diabolic printing press which
made possible the mass production of books—which made pos-
sible mass-literacy, mass-education, factory technology.

Get out your map of Europe and run your finger along the next
step in evolution. The 45th to 60th latitudes. Notice how great
cities where the Industrial Age emerged lie in this narrow strip.
Milan, France, the Ruhr, Germany, England, Scotland, Scandi-
navia, USSR.

Dig the sudden brand switch in the God department. The great
feudal religions had been Catholic and Islamic. The great religions
of the Industrial Civilizations are Protestant and Communist. Ex-
tremely White Men worship an Engineer God whose ethical com-
mandment is: “Put on your uniform and work!”

The virtuous citizen, like a good machine, is now defined as
dependable, prompt, reliable, efficient, productive.

There are many reasons—climatic, geo-psychological, logisti-
cal—why industrial civilization emerged in the cold environment.
It’s all about heat. A continual, indoor heat-supply was needed
to warm houses in the frigid north. And heat requires the man-
ufacture and storage and transmission of Newtonian energies. So
it was heat that turned the wheels of the factories. Steam power.
Coal power. Oil.

Mastery of mechanical power produced the industrial empires
of the 18th to the 20th Centuries. The factory-made steam vessels
and railroads and weapon-machines made possible dreams of
world conquest.

The energy-supplies required for Northern factories were to be
found, (guess where!) in the two lower floors: the Mid-Temperate
zone, now called by Northern theologians “The Third World”
and, of course, the Tropics, now called “The Fourth World.”
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So colonies were established in the Middle East, India, South
East Asia, and Africa. These zones were efficiently looted for
“raw” materials.

Just as the Roman and Arabic and Spanish kingdoms of the
. Mid-Temperate sailed to the tropics to find black slaves and gold
and ivory, so did the white-skinned empires steam and jet south
to build railroads, airstrips, tourist hotels and to erect the steam-
belching, smoky temples of the Mechanical God: factories.

Again, the new Northern culture is layered down over the old
customs. These days the typical tropical country—take Haiti or
Kenya—is stratified like this: a solid foundation of tribal culture,
veneered over by a Feudal, Strong-Man military regime, which in
turn, is supported by American or European or Soviet mechanical
might. This works well for a while. The North exports guns and
machines. The guns are used to motivate the tropical folks to dig
the raw materials out of the ground, which are then shipped north
to pay for guns.

But on weekends and full-moons and sacred occasions, guess
what? The natives tend to revert to nature. They joyously perform
the old rituals: strip off the veils, paint their bodies, drum, dance,
chant, ingest plants that put them into altered states of conscious-
ness, get possessed by God-knows-how-many different natural
forces, engage in sexual activities, and just generally party it up
in the classic sense of this sacred word. It’s the basic, time-
honored, religious ceremony—a celebration, an innovation, and
an invitation to the Gods to inhabit, possess, take over the minds
and bodies of their worshippers.

Believe me, no one is on his knees during a pagan religious
service. Or if they are, it’s not in suppliant, begging prayer.

Now the white Protestants found this extremely shocking. The
basic aim of northern religions, we recall, was to root out, ex-
orcise, censor, subdue the veil which the bibles say lurk in the
hearts and loins of all men. Nature means sin.

The Northern priests denounced the native practices as pagan,
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heathen, devilish, evil. God-fearing, decent white folks banded
together in mechanical unanimity-unity to condemn nudity, sex,
intoxication, possession.

Efficient Northern mechanical cultures also trickle down to the
Temperate zones. In East Asia, Sri Lanka, India, Pakistan, Middle
East, North Africa, even in Greece and Turkey, the factory-made
guns and communication devices permit the inhabitants to indulge
in the all-time favorite sport of Feudal lands: fanatical, genocidal
religious crusades.

So trouble, bad trouble has been brewing down south for many
centuries: starvation, drought, poverty, over-population, racial
and religious conflict, endemic war, increasing terrorism and
growing anger towards the Northern rulers and cultures.

But now, these scary attitudes no longer seem quarantined
down there in the untidy southerp latitudes. They are already
bubbling up to confront the industrial nations of the north.

The South Invades the North
with Super-Natural Powers!

The cultural and economic traffic between the tropic and the tem-
perate zones has always been a two-way street.

The north exports artificials: tools, machines, guns, law books,
political constitutions, cultural rules, religious taboos.

The south exports its natural resources: raw materials, ores,
precious gems, rare woods, herbs, spices, exotic foods and oil, of
course. And, most important, human bodies in the form of slaves
and migrant workers.

Now, guess what these poor, benighted heathen smuggled in
with them on the slave ships and immigrant boats? Exactly those
precious gifts which the northern cultures had censored and pro-
hibited in their own hard-working, god-fearing, inhibited folks.
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Precisely that for which the mechanical-robot people hungered
for.

The Pagan Culture. The pantheist ways. The worship of the
natural! The wild celebration of life. The exultant embrace of the
ancient biological powers. The spontaneous embrace of the sen-
sual. The street-smart wisdom of the outsiders who, for centuries,
had been cooly observing and mocking the “pious white folks”
marching around with their guns and crosses.

This insidious cultural invasion surfaced in the Roaring 20th
Century when intelligent Northerners began to sense the heavy
price they paid for mechanization.

In the 1920s, the pagan revival came above ground in the form
of jazz. Musicians no longer followed directors or conductors or
printed scores. Improvisation, syncopation, innovation. The jazz
musician gets possessed, trances out. In both the USA and the
USSR the acceptance of jazz becomes the first sign that the in-
dustrial ethos is loosening up.

The definitive explosion of pagan cultural themes happened in
the 1960s.

The Civil Rights movement. Black Pride. The ghetto riots.

More important was the music. Never has a cultural-religious
event changed the world as quickly and pervasively as rock and
roll.

Why? Because rock is a magical blend of African-polytheistic
rhythms and European-pagan-Celtic-Druid lyrics: amplified and
flung around the world at the speed of light by quantum-
electronic technology.

And it is no accident that the religious message of rock and roll
was a joyful rejection of the mechanization that feudal and In-
dustrial cultures glorified.

When Bob Dylan sang: “I ain’t gonna work on Maggie’s farm
no more,” he expressed the spirit of everyone—colored, southern,
white—who rejected the alienation of the smokestack-assembly-
line Factory culture.
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The popularity of psychedelic drugs is another example of the
revival of southern culture.

Notice that the neurotransmitters made illegal in Reagan’s land,
are southern vegetables: the poppy, ground up cocoa leaves, the
flowering tops of the marijuana plant. None of these botanical
substances are as physically or psychologically dangerous as the
factory-made, northern mind-benders: distilled liquor, North
Carolina-grown nicotine and the prescription euphoriants and
tranks used legally by middle-class housewives.

The southern botanicals—grass, opium, coca—are threatening
to the order and conformity demanded by the Factory Culture:

1. Like the natives who use them, these vegetables grow wild.
They are non-domesticated. Grown up in mountains, they are
hard to control. They are sold on the black market, that
naughty unauthorized, free exchange that operates outside the
control of the white bankers and the feudal tax collectors.

Inexpensive, wild, southern herbs compete with the lucra-
tive slave and rum trades which our Puritan founders had

going.

2. Native drug rituals are immoral, i.e. banned as sinful by the
northern religions. Damn right they are! They incite personal
freedom, pagan celebration, self-expression, disordered joy,
sensual pleasure. They dramatically threaten control of the
priests. Remember those scandalous biblical stories about
Moses and the other high-ranking priests coming down the
mountain and finding the tribes stoned, whooping it up
around the Golden Calf and other natural icons? Heresy. Sin.
Devil Worship.

3. The ingestion of native plants is also criminal. Why? Because
the white men who write the laws and run the police stations
say so!
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4. The ingestion of natural plants is not only immoral, criminal,
and bad-for-business, it is treasonous. It figures, doesn’t it?
You are a self-respecting native and in come these weirdo
white robots brandishing guns, despoiling your neighbor-
hood, your culture, breaking up your family, scorning your
gods. Now the most effective, non-violent act of political re-
sistance is to perform your native rituals, get high with a na-
tive opium pipe and you and your friends have gently and
delightfully floated outside the white man’s economic, reli-
gious, legal, and political domination.

For centuries, the northern colonists ignored and tolerated the
cultivation and ingestion of neuro-botanicals as long as it was
restricted to the native quarters. Let the illiterate wogs get their
primitive kicks. Keep ’em blissed and nodding out.

But in the 1960s, the new postwar generations of white folks
began turning away from the Cold War and life on the assembly
line. The cultural revolution in America produced a vigorous re-
naissance of the source religions of the south. Pantheist love of
nature was expressed as was Ecological awareness. Worship of
bodily grace manifested in physical fitness. High pagan style be-
came hip-high fashion.

The acculturalization of psychedelic drugs by Americans in the
1960s provides a powerful endorsement of tropical religious rit-
uals. The psychedelic drugs are all derived from tropical plants.
Psilocybin from mushrooms, mescaline from peyote, LSD from
rye-ergot, and, of course, marijuana. These are not the euphor-
ants, or energizers, or intoxicants favored by urban dwellers.
Psychedelics produce states of possession, trance, expanded con-
sciousness, spiritual illumination, powerful, mystical empathies
with natural forces. These experiences, which are the aim of an-
cient pagan religions, are the worst nightmares of the organized
religions.

The so-called “drug culture” was not a campus fad; it was a
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world-wide revival of the oldest religions going. The hippies in-
tuitively sensed this as they proudly wandered around barefoot,
playing flutes. Paganism 101 suddenly became the most popular
campus elective.

Psychiatrists and law enforcement officials and politicians au-
tomatically assumed that psychedelic experiences were self-
induced bouts of mass insanity. There were no terms or paradigms
in the Western intellectual tradition to explain this bizarre desire
to “go out of your mind.”

It is of great sociological interest that the so-called “drug cul-
ture” in America and West Europe (and now, we learn, in the
Soviet bloc) dutifully re-enacted the rituals of pre-Christian pa-
gans and polytheists. In the 1960-70s, millions living in industrial
nations used psychedelics in the context of Hindu and Buddhist
practices.

Psychedelic drugs were taken in groups and in public celebra-
tions. The acid tests of Ken Kesey. The love-ins. The communes.

Today, in the Rambo ’80s, drugs are tooted, shot, freebased,
cracked in secrecy. Usually alone.

The importance of group support expressed in pagan-
psychedelic experiences cannot be over-estimated. The psyche-
delic culture profoundly flaunted drug-taking because it was
designed to produce nature-loving, tribe-solidarity experiences.
The first San Francisco Be-In was advertised as “A Gathering of
the Tribes!”

This happened at Grateful Dead concerts when 20,000 “dead-
heads” mingled together in dancing celebration.

Drug-taking becomes drug-abuse when practiced in narcissistic
solitude. In 1988, 30 million Americans use illegal drugs safely
and 50 million use booze moderately. Why? Because they indulge
during group rituals which protect against abuse. Beer-busts.
Cocktail parties. Smoking grass with friends.

It is important to note that the only elective rehabilitation pro-
gram for alcohol and drug abusers is A.A.
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The stated aims and tactic of A.A. are pagan-spiritual. Surren-
der to a higher power in an intense support-group setting. No
churches. No government officials. No salaries. No funding. Just
village-type group support.

Perhaps the greatest gift that Southerners gave to the North was
a “resurrection of the body.” The factory civilization covered skin
by uniforms. The role models of the mechanical society were se-
rious, frowning men in business suits, walking heavily, ponder-
ously to their very important office jobs. No man of substance in
Washington, D.C. or Moscow or London betrayed humor, grace,
flashy style.

Watch newsreels of white athletes in the 1930s and 1940s:
stubby little guys with pot-bellies stiffly running around with
jerky movements. Watch the white folks dancing in the old
movies.

When the Southerners were allowed on the playing fields and
the TV screens, everything changed. Latin rhythms. Afro-cubano
voodoo beats. Caribbean spontaneity on the base-paths. Black
grace and elegance on the basketball courts.

This was good. Just plain healing and good for the brittle, me-
chanical white soul.

The Southerners also prepared the mechanical north for the
post-industrial age. Let’s face it: Blacks and Latinos never really
bought into factory society. The Southerners just don’t make good
robots or engineers.

But during the 1960s, the Southern rituals and styles suddenly
took over the younger generation. The walk, talk, dress, and at-
titude loosened white kids up. As Blacks attained fame and wealth
in the performance-creative fields, they refused to act like slave-
workers. They demanded to be paid what they were worth as
individuals. Wilt Chamberlain is the guy who changed the eco-
nomic role-model. He was the best. And he expected, logically,
to be treated like the best. White athletes had been treated like
mill workers, bought and sold like indentured servants. Cheap
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Coach tickets. Rooms in sleazy hotels. Wilt demanded first class.
And hotel rooms with beds large enough to fit his grandeur.

It was the Black athletes and performers who came up with the
new economic role-model for the 21st century. In the post-
industrial society, if you’re good, then you’re not a slave or a serf
or a worker. You’re a performer! A free agent!

The civil war between North and South is not over.

It can be seen in the War on Southern Plants which allows
armed American policemen to roam around Central and South
America, burning crops and harassing peasants. Here at home,
the War provided distractions for politicians like George Bush,
who enjoy being photographed with Dan Rather down in the
ghetto or barrio, busting into the houses of the poor folks.

As Blacks and Latins exert more power in politics, the old-boy,
white angers are revealed. In fun-loving, gun-loving Montana, lo-
cal rifle clubs issue bumper stickers saying, “Run Jesse, Run.”
With the silent complicity of the Reagan administration, racism
emerges not just in the Rehnquist court, but in college campuses
and polling-booths.

At the same time, the Southern migrants grow stronger in num-
bers and power. Soon, very soon, whites will be a minority in
most American cities.

The old Confederate slogan comes back again to haunt the big-
oted sons of Dixie. The South will truly rise again.
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The Long Search
for the Male Sex Elixir

I want a new drug, one that won’t make me sick—
One that won’t make me nervous, wonderin’ what to do—
One that makes me feel like I feel when I'm with you.
“I Want a New Drug,”
Huey Lewis and the News

AT A VERY EARLY AGE, AFTER COMPARING THE RATHER ROU-
tine existence of my family with the heroic adventures I read
about in books, I concluded that the well-lived life would neces-
sarily involve quests. Holy Grail adventures for fabled goals to
save the human race.

During these younger years, I dreamed of becoming a warrior,
an explorer, a great scientist, a wise sage.

During adolescence a new noble challenge emerged.

It was sex.

And here I ran into an annoying paradox. Although sex was
obviously important to a happy life, I did not have perfect control
over my erections. Apparently, many other males shared this same
inefficiency.

The first problem was that the erections came when I couldn’t
use them producing the terrible embarrassment of the unexpected
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arousal in social situations and the inability to get up and walk
across the room because of that mind-of-its-own acting up down
there.

Later came the nervousness of “making out.” The wild excite-
ment of foreplay. The unbuttoning of the bra. The removal of the
panties. The wiggling into position in the backseat of the car.
Would you believe a rumble seat? The zipper. The arrangement
of the contraceptive. The heavy breathing. The anxieties. Do you
hear someone coming? The maneuvering for penetration. Whew!
What happened to my unit?

This interaction between the busy mind and the willful body
suddenly became a most critical issue. And in puritanical 1936
there were no manuals on the care and use of this complex equip-
ment.

I consulted the dictionary and discovered that something called
an aphrodisiac increased sexual performance. I rushed to the li-
brary and consulted every encyclopedia available. Not a mention
of aphrodisiac.

How curious that such an important topic was totally ignored.

Oh well. Here was another unexplained, mysterious facet of
adult life. Lindbergh could fly the Atlantic. We could put a man
on the South Pole. But we couldn’t get control of the most im-
portant part of our body. I guessed that.

After 1 graduated from college, I decided to be a psychologist.
This seemed to be the key profession. If you could understand
your own mind and not be victimized by emotions, you could
then master the other issues of life.

Sex was no problem. I was happily married and productively
domesticated. My erections reported to duty promptly on sched-
ule just as I did at the office.
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The Quest for the Magic Potion Goes to Harvard

In 1960, I moved to Cambridge, Massachusetts, to join the Har-
vard faculty. My sexual situation was changed. I was a 40-year-
old single person facing, once again, the thrills of romance and
spills of the mating ground.

At this point I found that my sexuality (how shall I put it?) was
very elitist and selective. I no longer felt the incessant, throbbing
teenage desire to fuck any consenting warm body in the vicinity.
A one-night stand could be a lust or a bust depending on my
feelings toward the woman, my emotional state, and my period
of heat.

To find out more about these matters, I read extensively on the
subject and talked to my friends in the psychiatric, clinical, and
personality departments. I learned that male sexuality is not an
automatic macho scene. The male erotic response turned out to
be a most complex situation. More than two-thirds of the male
population over the age of 35 reported less than perfect control
over their desires. Adult males seemed to have cycles and rhythms
and all sorts of delicate sensitivities that are usually attributed to
the “weaker sex.”

Scientific observers agreed that most of the guys who claimed
totally virility were either lying or were too primitive and callous
to appreciate the exquisite complications of erotic interaction in
the fast-moving, ever-changing Post-Industrial civilization. Or
something like that.

So here was an interesting social phenomenon. It was generally
believed by psychologists back there in 1960 that much of the
conflict, aggression, paranoia, and sadism that was plaguing so-
ciety was due to sexual frustration. Sigmund Freud started this
line of thought. Wilhelm Reich carried it to its logical, political
conclusion.

Sex means cheerfully giving up control to receive pleasure. The
less sex the more control. Take, for example, a control-freak like
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J. Edgar Hoover. Here was a 70-year-old prude who got his FBI
kicks from collecting sexual dossiers on rival politicians. Take,
for example, Richard Nixon, a man no one ever accused of having
tender erotic feelings.

It was at this time, in the spring of 1960, that I concluded that
if a safe, dependable aphrodisiac were available, many of the psy-
chological and social problems facing our species would instantly
be improved.

So I descended on the Harvard Medical School Library with a
team of graduate assistants. We scoured the bibliographies and
journal files for data about aphrodisiacs.

There was an enormous amount of literature on the history of
the subject.

Mandrake root was apparently the first sex stimulus; it was
mentioned twice in the Bible. Pythagoras bragged on it; Machi-
avelli wrote a comedy about it.

The flesh and organs of horny animals have been used as an
aphrodisiac in almost every time and place. Hippomanes, flesh
from the forehead of a colt, was mentioned in Virgil. Medieval
Europeans regularly used the penis of the stag, bull, ox, and goat.

Ambergris, a jelly from the innards of the whale, was used by
the royal mistress Madame du Barry and the insatiably curious
James Boswell. Musk was a perennial favorite of erotic searchers.

Shellfish have been popular, of course, especially oysters and
mussels. In Japan the fugu fish, a form of puffer, is still used by
hopeful lovers. Even today more than 3,000 Japanese die each
year while on this dangerous quest.

All texts agreed that cantharides, Spanish fly, is a “most cele-
brated and terrible aphrodisiac.” An overdose causes unbearable
itching and irritation to the genitals.

Over the centuries the plant kingdom has been ransacked by
the sexually ambitious. Many believe that satyrrian, a mythic herb
mentioned by the Greeks and Romans, was nothing else than
good old marijuana and hashish.
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Truffles, mushrooms, and the South American yage. The South
Seas root kava kava. Damiana. The royal jelly and pollen from
bees. The cocoa plant.

Peruvian ceramics portrayed pornographic scenes on pots used
to prepare nose-candy of the Andes. Is cocaine an aphrodisiac?
“First you’re hot, and then you’re not,” reported most sophisti-
cated researchers.

Casanova attributed his record-making lust to raw eggs.

The strong, hard, up-jutting horn of the rhino has caught the
imagination of erection-seekers for centuries. You grind it up into
a powder and eat it or toot it. In the Orient today, rhino dust
goes for $2,000 a pound. In Hong Kong restaurants they’ll sprin-
kle some rhino-horn powder on your dinner for a hefty addition
to your bill.

My research at the Harvard Medical School Library thus dem-
onstrated that my quest was not a lonely one. Throughout the
ages, intelligent, affluent, ambitious, and just plain horny human
beings have continually sought the Alchemical Grail—the true
aphrodisiac.

So what does modern science have to contribute to this noble
search?

Nothing. Nada. Zilch.

Not only was there no proven aphrodisiac in the current med-
ical literature, there was apparently no research being done on
this most important topic.

How curious. Here was a medicine that could cure many of
our medical and psychological problems, and there seemed to be
a veil of secrecy around the subject.

When I tried to talk to my friends on the medical faculty about
this subject, they clammed up. Finally, an endocrinologist pal ex-
plained it to me. “Listen, Timothy, the subject of aphrodisiacs is
taboo. If any medical scientist or physiologist here, or in the So-
viet Union, were to apply for a grant to research this field, his
reputation would be ruined. He’d be considered a flake.”
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“But it’s a great research topic,” I protested. “The first scientist
who discovers an effective aphrodisiac will be a savior of mankind
and make a bundle of money.”

“No question about it,” said the endocrinologist. “We all know
that if a crack team of psychopharmacolagists were to research
this topic, they could come up with an aphrodisiac in a year. It
will happen. Someday someone will win the Nobel Prize and
make a billion dollars marketing one. But this is only 1960. Ei-
senhower is President. There’s an overpopulation problem. The
culture isn’t ready for a medicine that would have the male pop-
ulation running around with erect dicks bulging out of their pants.
Jeez, we’re just coming up with a polio vaccine. Come back in 20
years, and maybe we’ll have an erection injection.”

There was no doubt about it. There was a social taboo against
the idea of a pill that would give a man a calm, certain, control
over his precious equipment. I couldn’t understand it. If your car
decided to run when it wanted to, you’d have it adjusted right
away. If your TV set was temperamental and turned off at its
own whim, you’d take steps to put you back in charge.

This resistance to self-improvement became really obvious
when I was taken to see a sex show in the Reeperbahn of Ham-
burg, West Germany. I was with a very sophisticated editor of
the news magazine Der Spiegel and a well-known psychiatrist.
The show amazed me. Straight-out fucking onstage! I was most
impressed by a big Swedish youth who bounded around the set
with this enormous hard-on, fucking first this fiery redhead who
wrapped her legs around him, and then a sultry brunette who lay
on a couch holding her arms up invitingly, and then pleasuring a
saucy blonde who bent over, leaning her head against the wall
with her backsides wiggling.

For 20 minutes, this acrobatic young man pranced around with
total self-mastery—in front of an audience of 200! We’re talking
Olympic Gold Medal time!
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“That guy’s stamina is impressive,” I said to my German hosts.
They scoffed in that scornful, jaded Hamburg style.

“That’s not the real thing,” said the editor. “He’s taken some
drug.”

The psychiatrist agreed, waving his hand in dismissal.

I leaped to my feet. “What drug?” I shouted. “What’s it called?
Where can you get it?”

No answer from my German friends. They just couldn’t admit
to being interested.

The Aphrodisiacal Effect of Psychedelic Drugs

In August, 1960, by a swimming pool in Mexico, I took magic
mushrooms and discovered the power of psychedelic drugs to re-
program the brain.
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