Any decision to experiment with the
matters discussed herein is done so entirely at your own risk.
The DMT - Nexus is not liable for any lost egos.

All people, activities, and experiences that follow are
entirely make believe.

I mean, we talk about things like hyperspace, dancing intergalactic
entities, and other dimensions.

Come on ... its not like its for real...

https://www.dmt-nexus.me
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H

ere, in the limited conﬁnes of both
language and normative reality, I
shall attempt to put down what,
for me, is still a shining peak of
entheogenic discovery and awe. Even
after 25+ years, and many hundreds of
forays into the farthest reaches of
Hyperspace since this experience, it
remains indelibly imprinted on my being.
This, ladies & gentlemen, was my ﬁrst
time smoking DMT.

I will forgo the typical trip report
format with its clinical coldness, because
after all, there is no point in trying to
pinpoint how many minutes after
ingestion the various elements of the trip
occurred. I will just give you the pertinent
details up front.

I was an experienced user of
psychedelic compounds with over ten
years of history with the usual suspects
under my belt. I had even played with
many substances that were relatively
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Beyond
unknown at that point, and tended to be the go-to guy
in my circle for information on, or counseling about,
the heaviest trips. My exact height and weight are not
really relevant here, and I can not even say for sure how
much DMT I managed to consume. Let's just say that I am
a pretty big, muscular guy with a practice oﬁnternal Kung
Fu going back to the summer before Kindergarten.

For brevity's sake, I will start the report midway into
what was already a glorious and transcendental trip on an
eighth of really good dried cubensis mushrooms (it looked
heavier to me... perhaps 4 grams or more) and on top of
this, I had received 4 potent hits of windowpane LSD (at
least 500µ total and quite fresh). I was approaching the
combined peak of the two old friends when a buddy of
mine mumbled something about DMT, and hooked me like
the most willing ﬁsh in the ocean. I had been actively
searching for DMT for quite some time, and it was
nowhere near as easy to come by in those days.
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I should mention now that I was at a gathering of over
20,000 freaks in the middle of a National Forest. This was
also the 4th of July. For those familiar with Rainbow
Gatherings, you will know that the 4th is a special day...
the peak of the gathering so to speak. Everyone gathers in
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the main meadow, at the center of which is placed a large
totem pole. Silence is observed across the meadow until
the stroke of noon, and the place slowly ﬁlls up with
everyone to form a giant circle. People also place their
power objects, crystals, wands, scepters, staves and the like
up against the totem pole. Even dead sober, this
concentration of energy can push people into euphoric
states and cause visions. Aided by my friendly little helpers,
I was somewhat beyond "cloud 9" as we begin this tale of
wonder.

12 noon struck, and perhaps 24,000 Rainbows holding
hands (left up & right down to facilitate energy transfer)
began to OM. This was literally orgasmic. Electric shocks
were tingling me from head to toe... and the waves of
magnetic force were heavy and mind altering. At its
culmination, everyone roars to life and the meadow is
immediately ﬁlled with whirling and dancing ecstatic
souls... a large percentage of whom were also ﬂying on
entheogenic substances as well. It is hard to put the surreal
scene into words. There were djembes rattling oﬀ thunder,
didjeridoos throbbing, ﬂutes and trumpets riﬃng, people
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singing and chanting, and dancing that made the high
points of a Grateful Dead show seem tame. Being into this
kind of thing, my smile was truly ear to ear, and I had an
inner peace going that was something to behold.

I did a few acrobatic moves, ﬂip-ﬂopping and spinning
into some serious Pa-Kua, and then I spotted my friend.
I will leave his name out of this, as he is someone who
many of you reading this might be familiar with for a
number of reasons, and he is still among us. It was that
kind of gathering. I had been hanging with Jack Herrer and
José Arguelles (who I feel comfortable name dropping as
they are both dead now). Dennis Peron, the author of prop
215 (California's landmark medical marijuana bill)... who
used to run the ever wonderful Fairy Camp every year, had
even given me a bunch of his famous pot brownies.
Mmmmm...

So, I hugged my buddy, and then needled him a bit to
hook me up with the sacred spice. He was on a bit of a
paranoia ﬂash, but with only a tiny push, he acquiesced,
and led me on a circuitous path through the throngs
towards the totem pole in the center of the meadow.
Peaking on my shrooms and L, I was well past the point of
seeing colorful trails and such, and as we got closer to the
center I found myself getting higher and higher... until I
actually wondered if it was even possible to get higher
than I was already. Heheheheh.

We approached a large Persian rug perhaps 40m from
the pole. On it were 4 older people sitting in lotus
position... They looked like cosmic gurus in all their regalia.
A feeling of intense humility overtook me, and I stood at a
respectful distance with my head bowed as my bro
exchanged words with them. Without raising my eyes, I
could feel them look me over... and after a pregnant pause,
assent that I was acceptable.

At this point, it dawned on me that these people were
in a bubble that was present, but not completely on the
same plane as the rest of the gathering. Other people gave
them a wide berth, and it really seemed that this bubble
of utter calm and otherworldly energy was only loosely
connected to the wild, pulsing frenzy which surrounded it.
As I kicked oﬀ my shoes, and came onto the rug, even the
sounds of the throng seemed muted and distant. I
considered brieﬂy adopting a lotus posture myself, but I
was so amped I didn't think I could actually sit, so I knelt
in a Zen pose, and waited my turn. My buddy was already
gone.

No words were exchanged, but none were needed.I
had my eyes closed when one of the 4 lit up nearby. The
smell and the resultant energetic bang caused me to go 2
notches higher than I had been. "This is deﬁnitely the
highest I have ever been." I thought to myself. I had
previously taken as much as 1200 micrograms of LSD...
munched down 8 grams of psilocybin shrooms... Eaten a
full yard of San Pedro... Even done a 2 week peyote fast
with shaman in Mexico... but this was deﬁnitely beyond all
of that already, and I hadn't smoked yet!!

I retreated further within, and began doing complicated
meditation practices to both distract my rational mind, and
to get into a proper state for the sacrament. Finally, it was
my turn.

I opened my eyes to see a tiny glass chillum full of ash
with an orange ball of what could have been some very
funky earwax in the center. Someone began speaking to
me slowly about taking 3 lung fulls, and that the smoke
might be harsh. But, I was a serious bong smoker at this
age, and would hang upside-down to polish oﬀ triple wide
bowls of chronic in my 4 footer. So, I kind of tuned them
out as one of them held a ﬂame a healthy distance from
the pipe... so as not to burn it. Holding the chillum in
Shivite fashion (minus the wet rag of course), I toked as
long and hard as I could. I ﬁgured taking it all in one hit and
holding it as long as possible would give me the greatest
breakthrough potential.
Hehehe.

So I took the mightiest hit I would ever dare to take of
the sacred spice... not knowing what is in store for you can
do wonders for your courage. But God loves infants and
fools.

I was feeling it before I even ﬁnished the toke. I am
fairly sure that I not only cashed my match head's worth,
but the majority of the melted stuﬀ from everyone else's
hits... I sincerely doubt if anyone ever really cleaned the
little glass chillum, which was obviously reserved for DMT
only. I can at least suppose that I probably had leftovers
from the entire gathering up to that point. In the ensuing
years, I have learned full well how spice runs from the
ﬂame, and can coat a pipe. Hesitant smoking (the kind
most sane people implement) only increases this.
Continuing to hit the pipe long after anything was visible
on the ash and the glass began to visibly heat up... the last
thing I remember hearing was them speculating on if I had
taken enough... "Surely one hit wasn't enough?"
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Some indistinct muttering, and then "He's gone."

forgetwho I really was and might get trapped in this life. It
was sooo real. Already, I felt like it was my life.

And gone I was. Skipped right past Hyperspace... no
chrysanthemum, no matrix unraveling, no meadow, no
Using a concerted eﬀort of willpower, I managed to back
dancing, no singing... no me.
out of the eye.
An eternity of nothingness.

And then I saw the Universe spring into being. The socalled "Big Bang" inﬂated, and spiraled out into galaxies,
and did its whole universey thing... eventually reaching an
apogee and reversing itself. All the way back to the
singularity again.

Another heartbeat.

My guide, as that is how I regarded him at this point,
seemed to conﬁrm for me that it was possible to get stuck
in these eyes. Later in my psychonaut career, I would ﬁnd
that if you got stuck in one of these alternate lives for too
long, you may wind up living out the entire life, and only
after it was all over, remember who you really are, and that
And then, it happened again. Beginning to end. A bit the entire lifetime you just experienced happened in
quicker this time. And again, and then again. All in all, I between breaths.
watched the Universe "created" and "destroyed" 9 times.
Those are not exactly apt words for what was happening.
On this occasion, I ﬂitted in and out of a dozen or so
The Universe was not created when it inﬂated, nor was it eyes. It was a bewildering array of existences. Some of the
destroyed when it deﬂated. It simply pulsed in this way as people I entered had mirrors, or glass surfaces nearby, and
part of its beingness. Like a heart beating.
I was able to see my eyes in another being's face. Some of
them were clearly not even human.
And then I heard my heart beat. Not beating, but one
long and unimaginably intense beat. It occurred to me that
It is impossible to say how long this went on for. I only
everything I had seen, that interminable inﬁnity, happened got pulled out of this exercise in being ﬂabbergasted by a
between heartbeats.
tone that started. Deep, deep in bass registers I don't think
are even possible acoustically. (Bass breaks up into audible
There had been a presence with me, that had shared beats when you go below 20 or 30hz) This tone rose
understanding with me in a comprehensive non-verbal steadily. I would come to know this sound as the "carrier
fashion. At this point, I could feel him... it... whatever... wave." On this, my ﬁrst experience of it, I was mesmerized.
smile. As mind boggling as these timeless moments had It seemed to encompass everything... singing out of
been, I realized that my journey had only just begun. I everything in my awareness at me. It was like reality was
realized with a start, that I STILL HAD THE SMOKE IN MY vibrating... faster and faster.
LUNGS. I opened my eyes quickly, and exhaled like I was
trying to rid my lungs of mustard gas. Hehehehe.
When the pitch reached a certain frequency, the basic
reality of me still blowing smoke out of my mouth melted
Well, despite my best eﬀorts, the smoke rolled so away, only to be immediately replaced by another, much
slowly out from my lips, that even your typical time lapse stranger, reality. Before I could come to terms with what I
would have seemed lightning quick. And, as if that wasn't was seeing, it happened again... and again. With the tone
enough... the smoke was dense, and ﬁlled with rainbow still rising into the stratosphere, I began to feel like I was on
energy lines which intersected in a pattern I would later a cosmic elevator. And each reality was another ﬂoor. The
see in some of Alex Grey's artwork. Also reminiscent of doors would open up, and I would glimpse something so
Grey's art were the eyes. At every node, where the lines alien and unbelievable, that I would have trouble describing
intersected, were rainbow eyes. Mind you, I had never any of these vistas in 50 pages of writing.
seen Alex Grey's artwork at this time. This was still a few
I don't think I will even attempt to describe all that I saw
years before he became well known.
on this elevator. I will just mention the most salient point...
Fairly quickly, I realized that if I looked long enough at these places were inhabited. Most of them anyway.
any of the eyes, I would get sucked into their vortex. The Inhabited by beings of an astounding variety of shapes,
presence with me indicated that I should go into a few of sizes, dispositions, and activities! The only constant in the
ride was that the worlds were progressively less material,
them. This assurance melted any reticence I may have had,
and eventually moved into realms of pure energy... energy
and I plunged into the one whose orbit I was already in. which itself became more and more vibrant and intense.
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Immediately, I was in a body. Not my body, but
someone else's. Within seconds, I knew who this person
was. I knew their drama... what was going on. I felt their
hopes and dreams. I was becoming this person. It dawned
on me, that if this process continued, I would soon

Eventually, it had surpassed the most vivid colors I had ever
seen or imagined, and there were even colors that I could
swear did not exist in the spectrum of light my eyes were
capable of perceiving.
Another thing that stayed constant was the feeling that I
was on a kind of ride. That I was somehow strapped into a
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roller coaster of sorts, and that made me feel somewhat
safe. It seemed that none of the spaces and entities I
encountered could interact with me overmuch. Most of
them noticed me immediately, and sometimes I would
have some telepathic interaction with them... but I felt
safe. Even when ravening beasts charged the portal I was
viewing them from, the doors simply closed on them, and
I was oﬀ to another bewildering vista

The presence who was with me seemed to be
chuckling. My mental imagery of a cosmic elevator amused
him, so he momentarily took the guise of an old fashioned
elevator operator, complete with a bellhop's suit... He
began to call out the ﬂoors with a comical voice. "Next
stop, 334th dimension adjacent to Earth... Plasma
volcanos, amphibious philosophers, and women's
lingerie." This was the ﬁrst time I had seen him, or even
heard his voice. Our communication up until then had
been a kind of mind-meld between two disembodied
spirits witnessing things side by side, or with him just
behind my left shoulder. Now, looking at him, I was startled
to see that he was me. An older and wiser me, no doubt.
But I was sure that my guide was, in fact, a future or higher
"self." At least he was at this point of the journey. I can not
say for certain if this caricature of an older me was the
same being that had been with me in the void watching
universes come into being. But it felt like him.

Not to derail the exposition, but I had met my higher
self before, a few times, while lucid dreaming. One thing I
can say is that no other entities you are likely to meet, no
matter how altruistic or compassionate, will ever be so
sympathetic to you and your needs as... well you. A you
from your future... or, if you're lucky, the you from the end
of time. The highest possible iteration of you, so to speak.
The fully transcendent model of your unique cosmic code.
Anyone else... even your most staunch and loyal allies...
will not have your exact same motivations. This means a
lot, as I have come to understand.
Anyway, back to the action.

At a certain point, the ride seemed to end. I felt as if I
could either start up another wave to ride, or get oﬀ the
roller coaster and explore the place in front of me. It was
an oddly solid place, despite its constant shifting and
morphing. It seemed at once coldly futuristic and like an
overblown cartoonish wonderland... if cartoons were allencompassing realities where even the architecture and
objects displayed intelligence. This was my ﬁrst visit to a
place I would come to know and love as Hyperspace.

My guide seemed to leave me as I stepped out into this
confounding place. Part alien spacecraft, part X-Men
Danger Room, part Lewis Carroll meets Lord Dunsany. At
this point, honestly, all my various memories of
Hyperspace kind of jumble together, and it becomes rather
diﬃcult to determine when, in this linear timeline, each
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event actually occurred. Seeing as this trip report is rather
long as it is... and that I could continue to write for weeks
on end, non-stop, without being able to capture even a
fraction of this stuﬀ... I will snip this down to some bare
essentials.

I wandered through this place for some time before I
met my ﬁrst entity. Well, this is not exactly true. I had met
a number of entities already, but they were so foreign to
my concept of a sentient being, that I had merely thought
them to be rooms and objects. It was on later visits to this
place that I came to understand that they were highly
intelligent beings I could communicate with. But my ﬁrst
true to life "machine elf" type encounter (yes, I had not
only read McKenna by this time, but had actually met the
great bard and shared my weed and shrooms with him)
was with a Harlequin.

This hyper-cosmic jester was waiting for me around a
particularly tricky bend in a hallway that obeyed no
physical laws whatsoever. He had a glint of manic joy in his
eyes that startled me. I was wholly unprepared for such a
knowing and yet devil-may-care expression. He began to
dance... or, perhaps, had been dancing, and only paused
to acknowledge me. While he pranced and cavorted in his
über cool get-up, not much diﬀerent in features from a
very ornate court jester, complete with ﬂoppy, multipointed hat, bells, and a scepter that had a copy of his own
head on it... he began to communicate with me in simple
telepathic fashion.

Rarely invoking actual words or sentences, but
preferring to download entire ideas and concept to me all
in one go, his telepathy was ﬂawless and reﬁned. These
transmissions could be accompanied by images or visions,
or simply just be spontaneous knowings that welled up
within me. I was not unfamiliar with this mode of
communication actually. Even before I had taken DMT, I
had encountered beings while tripping or dreaming (or in
other altered states) that spoke to me in this way.
However, while the kind of fairy and gnome creatures one
might encounter when on 5 or more grams of shrooms
might be incredible, and the dream masters one might
come across in one's oneirological adventures might be
wise beyond imagining, they certainly paled in comparison
to the entities I encountered on DMT.

This Jester could move faster than my eyes could follow
him. One minute traipsing slowly in front of me, showing
me odd hyperspace cards that seemed remotely related
to Tarot, the next he was behind me whispering in my ear.
Being in the presence of a being who is this much more
advanced than you is unnerving. One realizes that one is
at their mercy to some extent. This being's mind worked
much faster than mine. So much so, that he could say my
thoughts to me before I had even fully formulated them.
(Note: this was way before the Fringe Observer characters
entered the public imagination.)

7

The Nexian - Issue #1

Beyond: A Trip Report

Hmmmm...

Well, I could say quite a bit about this experience, and
the half dozen more that followed it, but I think it is time
to wind down my story for now. I have written an extensive
taxonomy of entities for the Nexus, which one can ﬁnd on
the Hyperspace Lexicon if one is interested. It includes
most of the Hyperspace regulars, as well as entities that
live in other realms... and even some that dwell here on
Earth as it were.

I was lead to a rather long hallway, which I refer to as
the Hallways Of Always (again, this was before the Tom
Robbins book where he uses the phrase). This hallway was
literally festooned with doors, portals, mirrors and the
like... each of which opened onto vistas and realms, one
more extraordinary than the last. My further experiences
in this place have shown
me that one can travel
just about anywhere in
time, space, other
universes, or whatever
from there. On this, my
ﬁrst visit, I merely poked
around a bit.

The overwhelming
intensity
of
my
experiences thus far
were beginning to
weigh on me. I realized
that I was approaching
that point of saturation
that I call "being full."
This is when your
conscious mind can no
longer take in new
information and begins
to
shut
down
somewhat. There are
ways to deal with this,
naturally, and one's tolerance for novelty grows as one
becomes more advanced... but this was my ﬁrst time, after
all.

When I saw a full length mirror showing me kneeling in
a great meadow full of hippies, I was relieved to realize
that I could simply step through this portal, and be back
home. I felt lifetimes older, and a heavy quiet had started
to fall on my mind. Unlike any other experience in my life,
I was not left with any extraneous thoughts, observations,
curiosities, or questions. I knew that I had only tasted the
tiniest touch of inﬁnity, but even the smallest fraction of
inﬁnity is still... well, inﬁnite.
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I happily reentered my body in a kind of empty,
peaceful state. And, slowly, I opened my eyes...

But, friends... it was not over.

Instead of seeing 20k freaks spinning around me, I saw
a mass of spirits, and normally invisible entities swarming
in and above the din. As hard as this is to imagine, the 20k
freaks making as much noise as they possibly could, were
the quiet minority of the scene that greeted my startled
eyes. I could see various guardian angel type beings that
were following speciﬁc people around and trying to keep
them safe. I could see ghosts and spirits of a wide variety.
I could see orders of disembodied entities that were above
and invisible to the orders below them. I could see the
spirits who watched the spirits who watched the spirits
who watched people.
This was engrossing. When spirits would see that I
could see them, they would react in various ways, but I
was too numb and awestruck to really interact
meaningfully
with
them, and as I shifted
my gaze to the higher
and higher orders of
beings, the lower ones
lost interest in me, or
simply decided to focus
on lower hanging fruit.
Who knows.

At the upper edge of
the scene, were beings
that I could only call
ascended
masters,
buddhas and other
enlightened types. They
sat on clouds above the
din...
serene
and
exuding goodness. The
mere sight of them
ﬁlled me with a new-and more delicious-kind of peace than I had
image courtesy of cyb
known
previously.
These beings were not judging, though they observed all
without eﬀort. They were not intervening or participating,
though they did uplift the entire scene tremendously
simply by being there. I made contact with a few of them.
Meditating up there on their clouds, sometimes in groups
of two or three on a cloud, they looked like some of the
mystic tantric paintings and wall hangings one ﬁnds in
Tibetan or Nepali art.

The greetings we exchanged were loaded with
blessings and information... much of which stuck with me
in some fashion, and became useful much later in my life.
After a time, I realized that the highest ones were invisible
to the lowest ones. There were "enlightened" beings
looking down on this spectacle (obviously a treat, and not
something one sees everyday) that were totally unaware
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of anyone superior to them, but who were nonetheless
being observed carefully by beings above them. It was all
overwhelming.-

I wondered casually if there were levels above the
highest levels I could see. I assumed there must be, and
then my mind really got blown...

Above the clouds and above the Earth itself, I saw a
being that may have been larger than the entire Earth. It
appeared he was standing out in
space, somewhere inside the
moon's orbit, and leaning over
to observe us. His face took up
85% of the sky. To call him a him
is arbitrary, he was a being made
completely of high intensity
light, of the sort I had seen in
the upper upper dimensions. If I
had seen him there, I would not
have been so shocked. But to
see him here, in our world...
towering over us like a colossus
Sentinel. It took my breath away.
I gasped after a moment, and
then began to feel a mild freak
out coming on as he focused his
entire attention on ME.

No longer observing us, or probably the enlightened
masters I would imagine... he was observing me
speciﬁcally. In the space of a nanosecond, I knew that only
I could see him, and this was an anomaly. He was curious
as to what kind of human could observe him, as it seemed
clear that even the buddhas and bodhisattvas in the clouds
weren't aware of him. His mind felt immense. Much larger
and more oppressive than any of the other entities I had
communicated telepathically with. It was wholly alien, and
ordered according to a logic that was well beyond me.

We communed in this way for a long time. I can't say
how much actual time passed, but it felt like a good half
an hour or more. I had thought I was already full, but this
entity managed to rearrange and repack my mind in such
a way as to make space for the stuﬀ he put in there. It is
like some master closet organizer came in, and put a transdimensional shelving system, with rotating coat hangers,
and space defying cubbyholes in my head. He packed stuﬀ
into my dome until I really could no longer think anymore.
When information was overﬂowing out my ears, he let up.
He looked quizzically at me with his giant face made up of
elementary shapes and neon colors. Don't ask me how I
knew what a quizzical expression looked like on such a
face. I just knew... a lot

He blinked his eyes slowly in that way that cats do when
they want to greet you with a bit of respect. And then, he
stood up and strode oﬀ across the universe.
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After a short time, I began to kickstart my brain again.
It was kind of like starting a stubborn generator or
outboard motor, where you have to pull on that silly string
with the handle to get the thing to turn over. Finally, I got
it going again... and immediately felt like "Why?" What was
the point in my ludicrous little thinking? What was the
point in any of this? What diﬀerence could any of this
possibly make on the inﬁnite pan-dimensional panoply of
multiverses I had witnessed? I dismissed this thought,
though it would return and haunt me for a few weeks.
Jumping up from my
kneeling position... still tripping
balls, but back in my bodyand
feeling,
if
anything,
superhuman, I immediately did
a standing backﬂip, andleaped
around for a second or two.

I turned to my 4 hosts, who
were staring at me open
mouthed. I bowed with sincere
thanks, picked up my shoes...
and ran oﬀ.

In my entire intro to DMT, I
don't think I exchanged a single
word with them. I never learned
image courtesy of Pup Tentacle
their names... and I never saw
them again. It was only much later that I thought it would
have been smart to connect with them... if only because
they were the only people I knew who had access to DMT.
;-)

Of course, I knew I would not be taking this miraculous
substance again any time soon. I had no desire to. Not
even the slightest. I had been blown open so intensely,
that it would take weeks to put myself back together again.

I won't bore you with details of the remainder of that
trip. It was certainly incredible, but in a way that you could
imagine by taking 10 hits of acid and then multiplying that
by 2 or 3 in intensity. Compared to the DMT peak it was
like a sand dune next to the Himalayas.

That feeling of pointlessness returned to me as I came
down over the next day or so. It came back in spades. I
wouldn't call it a depression, as I still enjoyed my friends
and the gathering tremendously, and I had this lingering

peace to boot... more of an ennui. A kind of existential
angst about the foolishness of even the most lofty of
human activities. This feeling never completely went away.
I still have it today, something like 25 years later. I learned
to live with it, and it is not so heavy a burden as it was in
the weeks following the trip. At that time, the world
seemed dim to me. Like even the brightest colors were
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muted and pale. The most wondrous things all seemed
quaint... and even the wisest people seemed hopelessly
naive to me.

Naturally, if you are a Nexian, you probably will have
your own set of experiences, and your reaction will not be
disbelief and concern for my sanity... not overly much so,
anyway. My friends were supportive enough. I even fell
somewhat in love with an amazing goddess chick I met at
the gathering. We spent the rest of the summer caravaning
across the US and Canada to other smaller gatherings, and
eventually broke up, and parted ways in an Indian
reservation in Arizona.

Even worse, it felt like a punishment to be here. It was
as if I was a kid playing in a tiny plastic pool, and making
sand castles on the far side of a beach somewhere, and
then been miraculously shifted into the body of a
professional surfer tearing up the big waves... and then
returned to my little play pool. This tiny pool would never
satisfy me again. No matter how much I had enjoyed it
moments before... it was shit. I wanted to surf the big
cosmic waves.

So that is the end of my tale. It is not the end of my
story with DMT... not by a long shot. But it is the conclusion
of the trip report I have decided to share with you here
today. I hope you have enjoyed this telling.

This was not arrogance. The opposite in many ways.
After all, I had just been shown, in no uncertain terms, how
pathetically small, and immature I was. I felt like a microbe
who had come to understand that he lived in a body, which
lived in a city, which was on a continent, that helped make
up a world in a solar system.

It wasn't long before my friends tired of hearing about
my trip. Not that I had been all that enthusiastic about
telling them. I mean, what can one say when presented
with such a tale? What can you who read this say?

One love & One light,
Hyperspace Fool

image courtesy of cyb
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Jurema
Spreading

urema preta is the Brazilian name for Mimosa
Tenuiﬂora (aka Mimosa Hostilis), one of those
rare plants that are both appreciated for their
visionary properties and their proven medical uses.
Perennial tree/shrub, widely spread in tropical
deciduous forests from north-eastern Brazil to
southern Mexico, black jurema is an opportunist, a
pioneer plant and a survivor, easy to propagate,
especially from seed. Here we'll put together some of
the published information and research done in the
Nexus about black jurema, for anyone interested in
starting to work with this remarkable plant – or in
researching any of her less known and promising
relatives.

Taxonomy and Names

Mimosoidae is a subfamily within the Fabaceae
family, comprised of about 80 genera of plants
including over 3,200 species. Among them, a lot of
species belonging to the genus Acacia, Albizia,
Anadenanthera, Desmanthus or Mimosa are well
known for their medicinal and psychoactive
properties. Many species in these groups contain
tryptamine alkaloids, and phylogenetic analyses3
have shown that many tryptamine-yielding Acacias,
Anandenantheras and Mimosas are just a few steps
away from each other inside of the family. The
expression of the genes that enable for tryptamine
alkaloids biosynthesis might occur in other closely
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related genera like
Parkia, Calliandra or Piptadenia. Much research is
still needed in the phyto-chemistry and properties
of the family.

The portuguese jurema has become a popular
name to refer to the widely known and used Mimosa
Tenuiﬂora (MT), often called Mimosa Hostilis. In Brazil
though, jurema does not refer to one plant in
particular but rather to a group of “sensitive” plants
in the Mimosoidae subfamily. Among them, MT is
generally called black jurema (jurema preta), the also
rich in tryptamines Mimosa Ophthalmocentra (MO)
is red jurema (jurema embira), and according to the
researcher Sangirardi Jr, white jurema (jurema
branca) corresponds to Pithecellobium
diversifolium, while jurema de Oleiras is the less
spread Mimosa Verrucosa5. Other sources8
point out that diﬀerent tribes will call Mimosa
Verrucosa jurema branca or jurema preta, or
suggest Acacia Farnesiana or Piptadenia
Stipulacea as jurema branca, so the popular
nomenclature may not be conclusive for
identiﬁcation.
In Mexico, Mimosa tenuiﬂora (MT) is known
as Tepezcohuite or Tepescohuite, the “tree of
the skin”. This has also become the name of the
plant extract, generally obtained from the tree
bark, successfully used and commercialized for
medical/cosmetic uses.

Traditional Use and Properties

Besides the use of both MT and MO by rural
communities for wood and charcoal production, both
have a long history of medicinal, ritual and visionary
use – mainly due to the healing properties of the stem
bark, and the high concentrations of DMT in several
parts of the plant.
In northeastern Brazil, many indigenous cultures
have a long history using Vinho de jurema, jurema
wine, a visionary drink. Depending on the location,
the composition and name of the preparation vary,
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but black jurema is arguably the most common
ingredient. The root or stem bark is harvested and
brewed for a long time. In some afro-brazilian cults,
the bark is soaked in sugar cane alcohol, obtaining a
preparation called cauim15. Since oral DMT activation
requires inhibition of the MAO enzymes, and betacarbolines -the traditionally used MAO inhibitors in
oral shamanic preparations- appear in MT bark only
in very small amounts16, the mechanism for the
psychedelic activity of jurema wine is not precisely
known. Some suggest MT might contain variable
concentrations of unidentiﬁed MAOIs, others
speculate with beta-carbolines being produced

that the healing activity of MT bark is due to a
combination of diﬀerent compounds (tannins,
triterpenoid saponins, steroid saponins, polyphenols,
phytosterols, lipids and others, besides the alkaloid
fraction)4,9. Pharmacologically, MT bark shows
antimicrobial, antifungal, analgesic, regenerative,
cicatrizing, anti-inﬂammatory and anti-aging
properties, according to multiple sources.
Therapeutic doses are non toxic, and diﬀerent
preparations (powdered bark, gels, tinctures or water
solutions) can be used depending on the
circumstances. Black jurema is yet another case of a
scientiﬁc validation for a powerful traditional
medicine.
In the last decade, MT (and to a lesser extent, MO)
have been broadly used due to its content in
tryptamine alkaloids, most notably DMT, and most
particularly in the root bark of the tree. However,
several studies report signiﬁcant alkaloid yields in
other parts of the plant.
In this article we are focusing on the widely
researched and used black jurema, so let's start by
taking a look at the tree bark and its reported
contents of psycho-active tryptamines.

Jurema bark sold in a brazilian market.

endogenously in the body from the 5HT present in
black jurema, and some also point to the use of
admixtures like tobacco or passion ﬂower. It has been
suggested that the indole yuremamine12, found in
MT bark, might act as a MAOI and thus activate DMT
orally. The eﬀects and pharmacology of yuremamine,
though, have not been deﬁned conclusively so far.
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Also traditionally, both powdered bark and
aqueous extracts of the bark have been widely and
eﬀectively used in folk medicine for treating burns,
ulcers, and wounds with excellent results. Evidence
of use reaches back to the Maya civilization, and
recently MT bark has delivered spectacular results in
the treatment of burns and skin injuries, with a
breakthrough in the treatment of victims of the San
Juanica natural gas explosion in 1982 and the 1985
earthquake, both in Mexico9. Research has shown

In samples of six-year-old micropropagated MT in
Morelos, Mexico, concentration of DMT in tree bark
was found to be signiﬁcant, particularly during the
dry, cool season (0,35% of DMT in january) when
compared to the humid, warm season (0,11% in
june). The bark of wild trees in Chiapas, México, was
reported to have concentrations of 0,2% DMT in the
same research, but the season of harvest was not
speciﬁed.2

In another study, samples of inner bark stem
collected between August and September in several
locations in the State of Sergipe, Northeastern Brazil,
were analyzed by developing MSPD combined with
GC-MS6. The concentrations found give a mean of
0,31% DMT for inner stem bark samples obtained
from humid coastal regions, and 0,58% (ranging from
0,15% to as high as 0,93%) for the samples from semiarid regions in the same state. This agrees with our
ﬁndings of apparently high concentration of actives
in the stem bark of MT under water stress, and
reinforces the correlation between lower humidity
levels (either due to season or to regional
characteristics) and higher alkaloid yields in the tree
bark.
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The Inner root bark from trees sampled in the
humid coastal region showed in the same study a
mean concentration of 0,58% DMT6. Inner root bark
was not sampled in the trees from the semi-arid
region, but extrapolating the diﬀerence between the
inner stem and root bark in coastal trees would
suggest mean values of 1,1% DMT in the inner root
bark of trees growing in the brazilian semi-arid region,
when harvested between August and September.
Abundant underground research consistently reports
concentrations around 1% DMT in MT inner root bark,
although the yields can oscillate between 0,2% and
as high as 2%17. This great variability is due to several
factors, including season of harvest, geographical
location and habitat, and method of extraction.

Jurema: Spreading the Medicine

concludes that no teratogenic eﬀects are suspected
with tryptamine alkaloids, so the supposed
teratogenic agent for livestock in leaves and seeds is
still unknown.

In mexican six-year-old leaf samples, the
concentration of DMT in dry leaves showed big
seasonal variations, between 0,01% in the dry season
(January) and 0,09% in the humid season (June)2.
Flowers harvested along are reported to have a 0,03%
DMT content in January2 and the seeds produced
inside of the lanceolate fruits show no signiﬁcant
alkaloid content1.

Red jurema (MO) has been reported several times
as having high DMT yields in roots, 1,6% from
brazilian root harvested in january, plus very small
amounts of NMT and hordenine14.

Germination and Care

It is relevant to mention that MT plantlets
produced in vitro showed concentrations of 0,1-0,2%
DMT, along with similar amounts of tryptophan,
tryptamine and serotonin2. This poses an interesting
challenge for anyone interested in tissue culture.
Black jurema can be very successfully propagated in
vitro, where the use of ten parts of auxin per one part
of cytokinin, both plant growth hormones, induces
rooting in cultivated shoots13. This is relevant
information for whoever decides to propagate black
jurema using cuttings, but the easiest and most
reliable form of propagation starts from seed.

Several analysis performed on MT whole root bark
by Endlessness and others in the DMT-Nexus returned
mainly DMT, relatively high concentrations of
yuremamine, small amounts of 2-methylcarboline
and NMT, and other compounds (catechol,
homocatechol, resorcinol, etc.) that are possibly
breakdown products of yuremamine and/or lignin
when heating up or extracting the plant material16.
Leaves of MT were collected in north-eastern
Brazil for a toxicological study following reports of
teratogenic eﬀects of MT in livestock, and the alkaloid
content was analyzed1. TLC showed two major
alkaloids, identiﬁed by GC-MS as DMT and 2methylcarboline. Presence of 5HT, Gramine and 5MeO-DMT was also reported, but the study also

The seeds of black jurema are tough and hardy,
with a barely permeable coat. Growing in climates
with seasonal rains, where the humidity levels change
substantially during the year, the plant adapts by
producing dormant seeds - able to survive long, dry
periods without losing much viability. Also, MT is a
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glycophyte – it does not like high concentrations of
salt in water.

In the wild, seeds are fully ripe and start to get
dispersed by the end of the dry season, and seedlings
start to appear in the beginning of the rainy season.
However, the seeds that germinate are mainly the old
ones, since breaking their dormancy takes time in
their natural habitat.

According to germination studies with seeds
collected in Chiapas, México, the best results are
obtained in temperatures between 20-25ºC. Coat
scariﬁcation, either mechanical or acidic, returned
faster germination and higher germination rates,
reaching as high as 95,55%. Light has no eﬀect in
germination. The study11 was performed with four
year old seeds, so they can be stored for long periods
of time.

A simple and eﬀective method for germination
involves nicking them lightly in a side and either give
them a soak in warm water or placing them between
moist paper towels or ﬁlter paper in a warm
environment. Many reports, however, point out that
nicking is not necessary for good germination rates.
Under optimal conditions, germination is very fast
and takes between 1 and 4 days. As soon as the
radicle (the germinal root) is visibly out, it can be
planted a few millimeters into well draining soil.

Seedlings of MT also grow fast, 2-5 mm per day,
and can be established either outdoors in the proper
season or indoors in an artiﬁcial environment. When
growing outdoors, MT likes open and ventilated
spaces, sunlight and soils with medium to low
moisture. The axon-like root system develops fast and
is soon able to absorb water deep below the soil
surface, so black jurema will appreciate having plenty
of space for roots, and enough time between
waterings to allow the superﬁcial soil to dry and
hence stimulate root growth.

As new leaves and stems develop, older leaves will
frequently yellow and eventually fall, littering the soil
with a pioneering carpet of organic matter, and
leaving behind hardened stems in their process of
ligniﬁcation. Plants will often lose their leaves during
the cold/dry or winter season, thus decreasing their
need for water, and will start producing new shoots
in the stem nodes as soon as the temperature and soil
moisture increase suﬃciently.
14

On a side note, Black jurema growing in the
brazilian caatinga (dry forest) has shown great
nitrogen ﬁxation capacity. That is, symbiotic bacteria
in the roots are very eﬃcient at capturing
atmospheric nitrogen, with mean contributions to the
plant nitrogen reaching up to 68%7.

Growth Control and Harvesting

Traditional apical pruning (topping) can be applied
to promote bushier growth. In its natural
environment, black and red jurema trees show
variable sizes but easily reach 6-8m high, and when it
comes to pruning for growth control, or for harvesting
the aerial parts of the plant, research has shown that
Mimosa species have higher mortality when cut in the
wet, rainy season10, specially in the case of coppicing
(collection of the whole tree leaving only the stump
to regenerate). Of all the common tree pruning
methods, crown thinning (removal of a portion of the
small outer branches) doesn't seem to aﬀect survival
rates in black or red jurema, specially when
performed in the dry season. In the case of red
jurema, crown thinning actually increases the survival
rates when compared to non-pruned trees, so this
method should always be preferred in order to keep
MT and MO healthy, when both optimal growth and
repeated harvests of the aerial parts of the plant are
intended.

We have reported that MT starts producing
tryptamines very early2, and aging seems to have
more inﬂuence in how the mass of the plant is
distributed than in alkaloid production. As shown, the
main determining factor in the production of
tryptamine alkaloids is the environment. For
sustainable harvest, we want to encourage pruning
following the seasonal stages of development. When
it comes to either stem or root material, we suggest
gathering it by pruning in the middle-to-late
dry/winter season. Then, alkaloid concentrations in
MT bark are higher, roots can be more safely pruned
along with the stem to keep their relative mass
balanced, and pruning will also favor a stronger plant
once the new shoots come out in the upcoming wet
season.

For plants grown indoors, or under a controlled
environment, establishing 2-4 months cycles of water
abundance/scarcity and longer/shorter light period
will increase alkaloid yields when pruning and
harvesting stems and roots in the end of the dry cycle,
just before increasing light hours and watering. Leaves
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can also be partially harvested once the
dry cycle starts, and leaves dropped by the
plant can be recovered for use. As long as
the
harvested
material
remains
proportional to the size of the plant, and is
obtained according to the seasonal cycle,
a good development is perfectly
compatible with sustainable harvesting;
jurema is an experienced survivor, and
when treated well she will steadily bear
fruit along the way.
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Abbreviations

5HT: 5-hydroxytryptamine (serotonin)
GC-MS: Gas Chromatography–Mass Spectrometry
DMT: N,N-dimethyltryptamine
LC/UV/MS: Liquid Chromatography–UltravioletMass Spectrometry
MAOI: Monoamino-Oxidase Inhibitor
MO: Mimosa Ophthalmocentra
MSPD: Matrix Solid-Phase Dispersion
MT: Mimosa Tenuiﬂora
NMT: N-methyltryptamine
TLC: Thin Layer Chromatography
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hen I embarked on my journey to
Bodhgaya India, I was completely
unaware that this journey would change
my life and perspective forever. When arriving at
Delhi International Airport I realised that I had just
entered an absolutely new and different world.
While walking out into the streets of Delhi for the
very first time my senses were intensely
inundated by unfamiliar sights, scents and
sounds. The energy in India is definitely electric;
I must admit I experienced quiet powerful feelings
of culture shock while traveling through Delhi.
The poverty is unlike anything I have ever
personally experienced, which I found quite
difficult to manage and cope with. I saw such a
large amount of suffering of human beings and
animals on such a grand scale. Something which
I was also unaccustomed to was the fact that
everyone stares at you with great disbelief and
curiosity, it was extremely endearing how some

image courtesy of Aegle

During the train ride I was taken aback by the
variety of varying landscapes and ecosystems
that we passed through on our way to Gaya.
Beautiful lush marsh lands with dark almost black
dense rich soils covered with lush green grass

Bodhgaya
India
brave children and adults would run towards me
really quickly and put their fingers through my
hair and touch it with such a keen interest.

It was definitely a relief though boarding the
train from Delhi to Gaya as I found the city to be
a little too over bearing, noisy, amazingly fast
passed and claustrophobic.

By Aegle

and pools of collected marsh water. There were
also fields of flowers, grasslands and prehistoric
palms, truly landscapes which ignite ones
imagination.

I spent a month staying at the Shechen
monastery in Bodhgaya.
I specifically travelled to Bodhgaya to attend
Phowa teachings, (the transference of
consciousness at the time of death). While
attending these specific and sacred teachings my
heart was fully opened for the first time and I truly
understood the philosophy of compassion and
stillness of mind. I really loved waking up to the
resonating gongs in the monastery at 4am, taking
cold showers and living incredibly simply, as it
nurture’s an immense sense of pure gratitude
and wellbeing.

image courtesy of Aegle
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The food is amazing in India; the variety of dishes
available for vegetarians is delightful. If I had to
choose my favourite dish it would have to be the
delicious vegetable momos.

One of my most special and treasured days in
India was wondering around the beautiful local
town market with my three friends. We stumbled
across the most unexpected jewel within the

market, it was a little sweet meats shop where
everything was made so carefully and
intricately by hand. The well-dressed dapper old
gentlemen enquired whether we would like to try
some bhang lassi, so we decided to sample
some and retreat to the rose gardens of the
Mahabodhi temple, lie on the grass on our backs
and take in the aromatic scents of the rose
garden while watching the clouds roll on by with
the wind in our hair and the sun glistening off our
cheeks.

Traveling to India was definitely one of the most
profound experiences of my life and even a few
years later my heart still aches to travel back.
India is a remarkable place with heart-warming,
friendly people who are deeply spiritual. I would
highly recommend that everyone should travel to
India at least once in their life, as it’s an
experience of a life time.

Embarking on an adventure to India will
challenge you on so many deep levels, to
cultivate an innate awareness which will inspire
you to fully open up your heart and mind. India
will always have a special place in my heart, and
I will be eternally grateful for the sacred journey
which I was so privileged to experience.
...............

The energy at the temple is intensely surreal and
acutely tangible; one of the most special places
to sit near is the Bodhi tree, (picture above), as
there is a level of vibration and resonance there
that I have never ever experienced before and I
would always slip into a deep meditative state
while sitting near the precious tree.

image courtesy of Aegle
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Jungle Stewing
An Interview With Antrocles

Interview by Guyomech, February 2013

For anyone who has read the Quality Experience Reports forums at the DMT-Nexus, one report that
stands out is Antrocles' tale of his visit to the Secolya in Costa Rica, summed up in
"A Year Of Jungle Stewing", where he describes the most transformative night of his life.
In the following interview, Ant talks in more detail about the indigenous healers that he worked with:
Don TinTin, Don Regalio and Don Rodrigo, with some insights into the unusual way that they see the world.
Antrocles runs a healing practice, inspired by his work with the Selcoya, which you can visit at
www.athundroussilence.com.

photo courtesy of Antrocles

G: So you were talking about these guys, and about how amazingly diﬀerent they are from your average
person…
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A: Well, their culture is profoundly in tune with Nature and the environment and all that… but now you've
got these huge oil companies going into Ecuador and into the jungle, and just destroying the ecosystem there.
And a lot of the indigenous cultures that are around- I think the Huitutus and the Huarani… there are a bunch
that are around… the Selcoya… they have been displaced. There's all kinds of hiccups and glitches going on
in that particular matrix. These people- that's their reality, their world. As people are making their way out
from the big cities in Ecuador, people who are interested in the stuﬀ, and they're going out- well, it's great
that they're having the contact and the experience with the Selcoya, but they are also kind of exposing the
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younger members of that culture to the Western world, and sadly a lot of these young Selcoya kids, from
what I've been told, are gravitating toward the cities. They want to have jeans and Coca-Cola or whatever,
and a lot of these elders- they have no one to pass their wisdom on to, and I'm hearing horrible stories- at a
certain age, a lot of them just walk oﬀ into the river and kill themselves! Because like I was saying, there's no
one to pass their wisdom onto, no one to take care of them as they age… it's a sad state.
G: That's insanely tragic.

A: That aside… for now, go ahead and put that on a shelf somewhere- aside from that, they're unbelievably
amazing people- the shamen that I was blessed to get to know. You never wondered where they were, when
you were in the jungle… wherever you were, you never wondered, where's Don Regalio, Where's Don Tintin?
Because every ten seconds, you would hear laughter! They constantly laugh- this reality, this physical world,
is laughable to them… it's like a joke! To them, it's the spirit world, and the work you do in it, that matters. It's
unique, but at the same time it's cut from the same cloth as a lot of the other deep philosophical and religious
traditions that you might come from… you know, this kind of notion that we're all one, and that waking up to
your true self within is really your path to salvation.
These guys, they take it serious. They fast- man they fast so much… they're garbed in these things that
look like little tiny sunﬂower seeds- they get one of those for every day that they fast, and they've got pounds
of the things just hanging oﬀ of them. It's puriﬁcation, and dieta, and these ceremonies where they're just
using the fatty bottom big leaves, and leaving the bark on the caapi and stuﬀ- purely for purging. They do that
for days. And then they do the proper ceremony with powerful medicine… with the bright fresh yellow-green
leaves, and they take the bark oﬀ the vine. The process that goes into it, it's just so serious.

And it's funny, I work with all kinds of plant medicines here, even ganga… what I got from them was a real
and profound reverence for the concept of plant medicine as a whole. The thing that people really don't seem
to get is that when you take a plant medicine into you, your perspective of reality shifts. And the human ego,
especially in the West, takes that and says, OK, here I am, me, Antony or whatever, and now I'm tripping balls.
I'm Antony tripping balls. They never consider that, Hey, I've just taken another consciousness into me, kind
of merged it with my own… and I'm seeing with diﬀerent eyes, that aren't completely mine. They're the eyes
of this consciousness. That's the gift this plant is giving me- the gift of seeing reality in this whole diﬀerent
way. And I need to stay humble, in that this isn't my doing, that I have no control over this. And I'm not meant
to, and I'm not meant to be that arrogant. I'm supposed to listen. You're introducing yourself to this plantyou're acknowledging its consciousness, and you're introducing yourself on a genetic, basic, DNA level.

The Selcoya believe that the plants are vastly more intelligent than we are. They're all interconnected, they
all communicate with one another- It's not unlike Avatar, basically. We need to put our egos on the back
burner and realize that when we take this stuﬀ into us, it's no diﬀerent from calling up a wise person for
counsel of some sort. You succinctly tell that person what your issues are that you need to work on, then you
sit back and you stop talking, and you listen. Those are the conversations you get the most out of- the ones
where you listen way more than you talk. That's something I've deﬁnitely gotten out of any of the indigenous
cultures that I've worked with, is that they know how to listen. They see it and honor it as a discourse. They
don't see the plant as this inert kind of medium, where you just take this and you're f*cked up… that's the
Western mentality coming in; take this pill and you'll feel a certain way. The indigenous way is, you've gotta
come correct before you're even going to take the medicine into your mouth.

This is a sacred, wise being that you are inviting into your house- you better clean your house. You wouldn't
have a saint over with a sink full of dishes and a bunch of.. hey, let me move that crap over so you can sit
down. That's how the Selcoya approach it, and they're considered by just about every other tribe in the
Amazon to be God's ﬁrst children. They're just about one of the oldest indigenous tribes out there, and they've
been working with ayahuasca since God only knows when. They probably have a pretty good bead on how to
work with it right. I was so impressed and so moved, and my experience was so unique and so unequivocally
powerful that I just made the decision that… their way is the right way, it's the only way for me. I'm not
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dogmatic- it just felt right, so I just continue to do it that way. I work with ganga a lot to…It just resonates with
me, and I vaporize it just about every day. But I never take it into my body without doing a ceremony. I sing
to it, I solemnly put in my intent, I thank it for its gifts, I ask for compassion and understanding. If you just
passed me a joint, I would still do my thing with it before taking a toke. I have such a reverence for all the
plant medicines now… if there's one thing I've really gleaned from these tribes is that if you're going to work
with these plants, do it right. I've met too many people who are just in it for the ﬁreworks.

G: Well, I think that's where a lot of people get started, because they have no idea that there's this much
bigger dimension to it. It starts out as a party, a party with a lot of fun colors and then all of a sudden you
have the curtain yanked away. That's kind of the way it was for me- I had no idea that there was this other
thing. I was just, you know, takin' acid, just checking it out. It's fun! I'm an artist, it was colorful, it made cool
pictures… I thought I could jive with that. But then inevitably, I started wondering… how about three drops
this time? What about four? And then the experience stops just getting stronger and stronger, and shifts into
a totally diﬀerent revelatory kind of thing.

A: Yeah, at a certain point it takes over and it almost doesn't matter, unless you were consciously coming
at it from a disrespectful kind of place… if you're mostly pure of heart and coming at it from a kind of party
direction, you might luck out and it might just change your life in a kind way. (laughs). You might be pleasantly
surprised.

You know, I've written before at the Nexus about the DMT experience, about that carrier wave… for a long
time, I never put it together with the visual aspect of DMT, where I was being just so blown away by the visual
aspect of it, and the symbolism of what I was being shown- I thought that was actually the important thing.
Because I was thinking with the human mind. The human mind, born of this dimension of sound and duality,
needs to aﬃx meaning to things… so you go into that place of inﬁnite possibilities and things, and you start
trying to lock your focus in on it, one thing at a time, labeling it… and you're telling yourself it's important,
you've gotta remember it- basically killing the momentum of your experience and in some cases, on the
deeper experiences, inducing some serious nut-twisting. You know, the medicine shows us pretty quickly,
when you start working consistently with the big doses that its gift is the gift of total surrender.. not feeling
like you have to understand what's going on, that you don't need to know what it is so you can bring it back
so you can tell so-and-so about it- all of that is forfeit.
You're ﬂipping on switches on an energetic body that there's no way of measuring in this world. At a certain
point, you have to sort of ﬂip over and start believing in something greater. If you work with this medicine for
any extended period of time, it's not even an option after a while- otherwise you'll go crazy! You're never
going to get an answer from this stuﬀ, you're just going to get more questions… until you realize that you
have all the answers in you. The Selcoya- they work with this medicine because they believe that every time
they do a journey is an opportunity to let go of some stuﬀ and really open up a little bit more.
G: So a lot of these guys, I mean, they start at a very young age?

A: Oh, yeah, when they are born they put droppers of ayahuasca onto their tongue…

G: So they're not coming from a perspective of a Westerner whose got issues from their childhood and
growing up, and all these disappointments and baggage from the world, so ﬁrst they have to purge themselves
of that. Instead, the Selcoya children are coming straight in, almost like from a craftsman's standpoint, learning
it from a young age-
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A: Yeah! The thing is, when you're coming at it from that place, and you've had that kind of introduction
to it, then the fear is removed. There's no fear, as such, as we look at it. I mean, I've smoked DMT over 2000
times and still, every time I go to do it, I've gotta go take a sh*t, you know, and kind of collect myself… my
heart's racing… that doesn't exist for them. They're almost recognized the way that Dalai Lamas are
recognized… you know, when they're born, they're recognized as a shaman. It's a diﬀerent paradigm, out
there, with them.
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But they'll have a guy whose basically
one of them, just not recognized as such…
and he'll be the only one who is allowed to
cook their food, so he kind of caretakes for
them- because they're like children, they're
absolutely like children. One hundred
percent.
They're eighty year old men who are like
young children. When I smoked the ganga
with Don Tintin, I oﬀered it to him- and I
don't mean this in any way oﬀensive, but
when you're at the zoo, and you have
something and you sort of stick it out
toward the monkeys, they just grab it, like,
What's that, Boom! He just looked right at
the joint and grabbed it and smoked it. It
could have been angel dust for all he knew.
Just absolute trust… and that's just the way
they are with everything. And I got scoldedI got scolded by the guy Rodrigo, who is
their caretaker, for oﬀering them that
ganga. These guys will take anything that
you oﬀer- they're that innocent and pure.
He told me, anything you're going to oﬀer
them, you have to run it by me ﬁrst,
because we have to maintain that puritythat's what they are in this world.

Rodrigo himself… Well, I had brought
some
DMT to the jungle and had told him
photo courtesy of Antrocles
all about it. And he was curious- I told him
what it was and how I had extracted it , and that this is what I work with back at home. And he was like, Oh,
let's check this out! He sat down and loaded a pipe, and he didn't even blink- I was trying to ﬁnd a way to tell
him, Hey, this is another level- I've never seen someone who is so cavalier about smoking DMT. He was totally
nonplussed. And he took a hit that would have put me on the far moon of Endor for an hour… but he had this
powerful experience, and he came back and said, You know, that was amazing, and I saw visions… but that
medicine is all light. It's pure light. When they do ayahuasca ceremonies, from the minute they start harvesting
vine and start cooking, they're singing Icaros, they're singing songs, doing chants, doing prayers… then fourteen
hours later the yage is ready, they're pouring it in the pot, they're singing more, they're getting in the
ceremonial space. Then the real singing begins and people start drinking. The singing never stops until the
morning when it's all said and done. So it's guided, completely, with these songs from the very onset. And he
said, DMT, it would need all of that times ten.

You know, I don't want to freak you out, he's telling me, but that place isn't all love and light. There's energy
there that's conﬂicting, running in another direction, counter to what you want. And that stuﬀ is easily kept
under control in the medium they're using, songs and sounds and everything. But without all that… and I
know this, because when I ﬁrst got there one shaman asked me: You've worked with this medicine of yours
a lot, haven't you? And I don't know why, but my ego got a little puﬀed up; I was like, Yeah, quite a bit, yes.
How can you tell? So he told me, You are just loaded with barbs and arrows… which for them is symbolism
for psycho-spiritual venereal disease. (laughs). He said, You're just rotten with it. So he spent like two days
doing rituals with tea leaves and smoke and mapacho, and just clearing me out. And I realized, this is the fruit
of years of DMT work, and having all these visions… I guess I picked up some ﬂotsam while I was over there.
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You know, after my big life-changing experience over there, and being told by them that even in their own
culture there are few that have gone that far into the spirit world, and those that do… well, to be able to have
come back from that is, in their culture, a sign that you are meant to walk the healer's path. And I started
catching the gravity of my experience and realizing there is no turning back, that there is no way I'm going to
un-f*ck myself this time… This is what my higher self wanted, what my soul wanted, and it's best to just go
with it. That's when I changed my whole game when I got back… that I was going to do this the way that it
was meant to be done. I did send a few people who have gone down and worked with the Selcoya. One in
particular, after he came back I did a healing ceremony with him and worked with him the way that I do now.
And he told me, Man, you've got it, you absolutely brought it back from the Amazon. That was aﬃrming, and
good; and it made me feel like I was doing what I was supposed to be doing.
G: Yeah, that's not just a technique you can pick up.

A: Exactly. This is the one experience that will never be separate from me. I've tripped balls a million and
ﬁve times, and they're all powerful and all life changing, but at the end of the day, I can still kind of come back
completely from them and put the experience on a bookcase and be like, Yeah, I remember that moment,
that was intense. But this one event in that jungle… there are times, without being too wacko, that I am still
there, dying. Because I was convinced… it was annihilation of the most pure and complete order. And there
are times that I honestly believe that I'm still there, dying, on that lawn in that jungle. I will never be able to
separate myself from that moment.
G: Well, just because it was so huge! Think about your average moment, if you could put a size on such a
thing, and then think of the size of that moment.

A: Oh, man… it was massive. It's interesting because it's the one event where, when I was just starting to
come back, I was aware that this world was not just another one of a thousand that I was going to live another
full lifetime in, and starting to grasp that this was going to be the place where I was going to land… starting
to remember, Hey, I've been here before, and starting to remember the language and all this other stuﬀ… I
was pretty much gobsmacked by the magnitude of what I'd gone through, and I realized that every event that
had taken place before that, was for that. You know, I've never felt such a sense of completion, where every
fart, every booger I've picked, every argument I've gotten in, everything I've won, I've lost, succeeded or failed
at- it was all to lead me to that one moment. And that moment, now that it has come and gone… well, the
future looks very diﬀerent. I realized how much my life, up until that point, had been: Take your past, put it
into the future, live into it… Take your past, put it into the future, live into it. That's the way most people live,
in this culture. And when you have an event that is so completing like that, where everything in your whole
life makes sense in the context of that one moment- everything, every blink of your eye… then you no longer
have that past to kind of call from, to put back into the future to start living it again.

That was the anxiety; that was the source of the panic attacks that hit me every ﬁve minutes, for months!
Where I thought I was just going to die of a heart attack. I didn't know how to live without that kind of
template- Take the past, put it into the future, live into it. I was standing at the edge of nothingness, looking
into nothing, and I had to literally create with my mind what my future was going to look like, and live into
that. I had to start doing that on a moment to moment basis, and I realized that I, just like most humans in
this Western world, was so spiritually lazy. I didn't want to do all that work- I wanted to just go do all my
default sh*t. I wanted to do the things I was used to doing routinely, I wanted to jack oﬀ to porn,
I wanted to do all these things to distract myself and kill time and not have to take responsibility for my life
in every moment. And any of that stuﬀ… food or eating patterns, habits, I would have killed for any of thatbut none of it worked anymore. That's when I gutted my apartment, turned it into the sanctuary that it is…
spent my whole life savings to create this healing room. I did it because I couldn't bear another day of walking
around my apartment and looking at these things that I knew the history of, and yet its history didn't have
any purchase on me anymore. You know what I mean?
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G: Yeah, I think the way that you put it was that your old life was all still there, but in some ways it was just
inaccessible.

A: It was the worst, because it was inaccessible yet I still had full access to the memories of it. And I realized,
we hold onto our memories, almost as artifacts. And our memories can be a tool that we use, you know?

G: Well, it's what we believe shapes our identity… whether it actually does or not is probably open to some
debate.

A: Absolutely. And really… the Buddha said, the past is a dream. And I've often contemplated, since that
time, the notion…. and I know it's super sci-ﬁ, but: What if life, existence, your life, whatever… really just
began right now? but it just came with this whole back-story, to seem like it has history, but it's actually just
starting right now.

photo courtesy of Antrocles

G: Well, there is one way of looking at it where we are actually dying and being reborn with every moment,
and because we have this repository of memories, we just keep rebooting from moment to moment, complete
with a sense of, This is who I am. This especially happens when we go to sleep- what would happen if we woke
up and didn't have this brain full of memories? Would I be me at all?

A: Exactly! And you know, I have been blessed, I mean truly blessed, because everything that befalls you
is a blessing in some way… But my whole family, pretty much, except for my sister, has passed on. I grew up
out in the country, just my dad and my grandma and me, being raised pretty much as an only child. And we
had amazing adventures… this herd of wild cats that we raised that had come in from the mountains. All these
cool, funny things that happened… and the interesting thing is, when they both died, all those memories- it
was just the three of us; there is no one else that I can relive those with- all of those memories, all those
experiences… though I have the memory of them, I have no one to relive them with. Something happened
when they both died… it was almost as if those memories and that past became like shadows.
G: They're locked away now.

A: That's why I think the natural human default with psychedelics, and where we get into traps too,
especially with powerful stuﬀ like DMT, that comes on so strong: We default into always wanting to remember
stuﬀ to share. We talk away a lot of our life experience, ironically, for the sake of validating it for ourselves.
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We do not know how to have genuine experience, and just have them. You know, when the Selcoya told me
that I couldn't talk about my experience for a year! That was like a death sentence to me. I would have had a
similar response if a judge had sentenced me to the gas chamber or something. My heart sank… there was
no way I could hold that in me. There was no way I could not talk that away, and I realized, just in the ﬁrst
handful of days where I couldn't talk about it… Oh my God, this is what we do, as humans. We talk a lot,
because we can't handle the power of not talking. Of just embodying our life experiences- being the living
embodiment of them. You know, rather than telling you about my Selcoya experience, if I were a truly evolved
being, I would just integrate all of those epiphanies, all of that terror, everything about that experience, and
you would just see it in my eyes when I talked to you. You would hear it in my voice when I talked about ice
cream. You know, we need to become more the embodiment of our experiences, and less the orators of them.
That's a big lesson that I brought back from them.
G: Maybe we are already the embodiments of our experiences, but our problem is that we've become
incapable of seeing that in one another… and so we are left having to talk about it.

A: Well, it's interesting, with you being an artist… we've really
learned to rely heavily on language. Heavily… we can't even think
without language. Our reality is language-based. That's what this
duality is all about.
G: Language does give us a certain kind of leverage.

A: That's why the ayahuasca art is so fascinating to me- it's not
limited. There's something about it that is transcendent, truly. Are you
familiar with Pablo Amaringo, who did ayahuasca art?
G: Oh, sure, I've seen his stuﬀ on some of those visionary art trading
cards.

A: So he was great friends with Jonathan, the guy who actually
brings up the Selcoya from Ecuador to Costa Rica to do these native
gatherings and stuﬀ… he was a good friend of Amaringo's, and has a
bunch of his art on display down there. I got to see a lot of these
originals…At this point, the work with the medicine- that's what it is
for me, is I'm trying to ﬁnd a way, desperately… you know, I'm on the Nexus all the time, but I haven't written
there forever, and you want to know why? I mean, there's nothing I love more than writing about my trip
experiences… waxing poetic. But in the end, I wasn't even touching the surface of them, and according to
these dons, I was actually taking a lot of power away from those experiences by putting language to them.
That's been one of the hardest things to integrate.

G: Well, do you really believe that that's completely true? What about the idea that talking about it can
actually help to integrate it some, that you can get some leverage on it if you express it somehow?
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-A: Yeah, you know, what I can do is put some language to it… We're human beings; we're reasonable,
rational creatures. We want a reason for things. But we're dipping our toes into a pool that doesn't even know
what reasonable and rational are, I mean, it's beyond all of that. And I think- and I'm not trying to come across
as mentally lazy on this, but- honestly, my greatest work with DMT comes when I just let go completely. I let
go of even trying to remember anything, and bringing it back. I let go of trying to hold anything; it's all about
being empty. Because at the end of the road, we're going to die. That's the one certainty. And when that time
comes, I want my work with DMT to help with that process. You know, one of the ﬁrst DMT experiences I
had- it was the tenth or eleventh, and a legitimate breakthrough… well, this massive lotus ﬂower just comes
falling through the ceiling with a Buddha sitting on top of it… I'll never forget this… I'm long gone. and the
Buddha says to me: Anything that you are doing right now that is not preparation for the moment of your
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death, is wasted time. Your whole existence is really a gift of time for you to prepare for that moment. And
how well you prepare will really reveal itself when that time comes, because it's just another moment… and
if you can use tools like DMT, mediation and yoga to be present, then life becomes a series, like we were
talking about, of a million mini deaths and rebirths, with every beat of your heart… every moment is a rebirth
of sorts.

You come across something as powerful as DMT in your life, and you want to feel like- at least, I want to
feel like- OK, this is not to be triﬂed with, this is not a recreational thing. This is so undeniably powerful, I
want to use it in the best possible way., for the highest possible good. Slowly but surely, I'm coming to this
place where I feel good about my work with it, and I'm in a position to help others do good work with it, to
some degree. Just to sum it all up in a package for you, man- my time with any indigenous tribes, but in
particular the Selcoya, has just left me with massive respect for these plants, and the power that they wield,
the potential that they oﬀer.
...............................

Healing centre courtesy of Antrocles
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Slice of Conundrum
by Macre

We are just like dust on a table
One in a billion and counting
We are the point on top of a gable
In a city stretching out to the mountains

Should we douse the flames of the fire
Or fuel the inferno with solace?
Should we just let the whole thing expire
Or nurture the fruits of the forest?

Climb your way up the ladder of nuance
Or crawl down the hole of subversion?
Choosing the latter’s creating a nuisance
And casting out your own caught aspersions

We live and we hunt with our pride
And patrol across the range of our boundaries
We take root and we nest and reside
And pour the melt to cast in our foundries

Our kinfolk are the rungs of the ladder
And the net to capture us when we tumble
They are the source of the seeds that we scatter
And re-assemble our parts when we crumble
These are the points of the upmost importance
One could say it should be our bread and butter
Anything else we could render as dormant
And lock away from us behind a closed shutter

We peek through the curtain when tasting a sample
And swallow our cells in the process
Our futures - our choices - our pathways are ample
We look for the clues to our progress
We bring back with us a slice of conundrum
A shred of a morsel to ponder
Integrating in context with the humdrum
Until our next visit way over yonder
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Plant/Human
Symbiosis & the
Fall of Humanity:
A Talk with Tony Wright
by Trevor Smith

“I believe that the lost secret of
human emergence..the undeﬁned
catalyst that took a very bright
monkey and turned that species into
a self-reﬂecting dreamer..
that catalyst has to be sought
in these alkaloids in the food chain
that were catalyzing higher states of
intellectual activity.”
~ Terence McKenna

T
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ony Wright and Graham Gynn
are authors of Left In The Darkthe book that presents Tony’s
research outlining a radical reinterpretation of the current data
regarding human evolution and, they
contend, our recent degenerated
state we call “civilization”. You can
read the book for free here. Despite
such a young and extreme proposal
positive reactions are growing and
include such minds as Dennis
McKenna, Stanislav Grof, Colin
Groves, Michael Winkelman and
many others.
There are many mysterious
anomalies about human evolution yet
to be adequately explained. These

include the human brains rapid
expansion in size and complexity, why
this accelerating expansion suddenly
stalled roughly 200,000 years ago,
with our brains have been shrinking
ever since, and why our rare glimpses
of genius go hand in hand with our
species wide insanity.

The following is a discussion with
Tony Wright on these anomalies and
more, followed by some further
elaboration on his theory.

TS: After two decades of research
and radical self-experimentation
you’ve come to a synthesis between
the ancient “myths” and information
coming out of modern science.
Paradoxically this all seems to indicate
a humongous problem, and
simultaneously explains why we
would be oblivious to it in the ﬁrst
place: we are all suﬀering from
species wide neural retardation, and
are now too deluded to realize it even
when faced with the mountain of
evidence. Is this the general idea?

TW: Yes. It should be virtually
impossible to ﬁnd any supporting
evidence for such a profound theory
if there was no real problem with the
development and structural integrity
of our neural system in the ﬁrst place.
If there were only ancient accounts of
the diagnosis, or any supporting
biological data, or initial support from
some of society’s sharpest minds,
then it should at least ring alarm bells.
That all those elements exist and in

addition our collective behavior has
long been thought by many to be
insane indicates that something really
serious just doesn’t add up. If
everything is ﬁne then the theory
would be a no-brainer to refute, and
we should at least have no fear in
thoroughly checking it out.
So during millions of years of
evolution in the African tropical
forest we developed a symbiosis
with fruit, and your proposing that
it is no coincidence the most
complex tissue in the known
universe evolved during a
symbiosis with perhaps dozens of
species of the most complex biochemical factories on the planet.
How did this occur?

I’m proposing that the
accelerating expansion of the neocortex was due to a runaway
feedback mechanism driven by
our own hormone system in
combination with the complex plant
bio-chemistry provided by our diet.
What has been overlooked is the
profound eﬀects of ﬂooding our
brains 24/7 for thousands of
generations with this highly advanced
molecular engineering formula. Fruit
is
essentially
a
womb-like
developmental environment for the
seeds and has very unique, highly
complex hormonally active chemistry.
Our early development is dictated by
the transcription process whereby
changes in how the DNA is read
dictate the type of structures that
develop. Steroids like testosterone
are the key players here, but by
incorporating more and more of
these DNA-reading plant chemicals
into our diet we basically shifted from
a typical mammalian developmental
environment to more of a plant
developmental environment.

Along with regulating gene
transcription many of these
molecules increase brain activity,
modulate the endocrine system
including the pineal gland, inhibit
mono
amine
oxidase
(MAO
inhibitors), are antioxidants and also
inhibit the activity of our own
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hormones such as testosterone and oestrogens. Just
altering the activity of these two hormones has a dramatic
aﬀect on many aspects of our development, physiology
and neural structure. For example, decreasing they’re
activity extends juvenility and the window for brain
development by delaying the onset of sexual maturity.

All this coming together would have many
interconnected aﬀects and, being that this bio-chemistry
would be present in the developmental environment it
would dramatically impact what develops at this most
sensitive and rapid stage of brain/endocrine system
growth in the uterus.

This carried on after birth through breastfeeding, and
then afterwards through directly ingesting this highly
advanced molecular engineering cocktail we call “fruit”.
Each generation would pass down a progressively modiﬁed
neuro-endocrine system as a result. So after millions of
years of ever more entangled co-evolution nearly all of the
transcription chemicals present during our early
development and on through life that were essential to
our optimal design/functioning were lost and replaced by
progressively worse substitutes irrelevant to our
evolution.. all the way until we reach today’s ‘junk’ food.
Ironically much of this actually has the opposite eﬀect of
fruit bio-chemistry on our hormones, along with other
disasterous eﬀects, all furthing the unique process to
reverse.

All of this sounds complex but at its foundation it’s just
really basic engineering principles: If you change the
design (transcription) and construction materials that a
system or technology is built from and fueled by, then the
structure and functionality of that system will inevitably
change as a result. This logic is obvious when applied to
any of our technologies but paradoxically we haven’t
applied it to the thing involved in generating our
perception, which just happens to be the most complex
piece of kit we know. Our perception is directly correlated
with the extremely sensitive structure and bio-chemistry
of our brain and this has changed out of all recognition in
a very short time. (more on this symbiosis)

Makes sense considering even the slightest alterations
in the structure or chemistry of the brain can result in
major changes in overall functioning, how we perceive the
world, and our sense of self. The powerful eﬀects of taking
even a minut dose of a psychedelic being a perfect example
of this sensitivity! What happened when we lost this
symbiosis?

Even mild climate change can result in a shrinking of
the forest. This would isolate and separate some symbiotic
associations more easily than others but a big drying will
aﬀect even the most protected non seasonal niches.
Eventually we left the forests and were separated from the
highly advanced molecular engineering cocktail that we

Plant/Human Sybiosis & the Fall of Humanity

were immersed in for millions of years. The physiological
structures most inﬂuenced by the symbiosis were the ones
most vulnerable to exposure from the re-emerging basic
mammalian hormone regime, since it was these hormones
that prevented their emergence in the ﬁrst place. The
most hormonally sensitive parts of our physiology would
be the most aﬀected; such as our reproductive system,
immune system and our highly sensitive neural system,
especially during its early development in the uterus.

When the symbiosis ended and the archaic steroid
regime re-asserts its inﬂuence the neocortex stalls and
accelerating expansion turns into contraction. The complex
neural architecture begins to erode and because the left
hemisphere of the brain is more sensitive to steroids this
side inevitably erodes at a quicker rate. Some genetic
asymmetry and specialization was the primitive norm, and
now one side is inevitably reverting back to the primitive
type more quickly than the other.

The orthodox view suggests each hemisphere has its
own specialized capabilities and that the characteristics of
the dominant left hemisphere, such as conceptual and
rational thought/speech, are some of our most advanced
traits. The data indicates that the development of the brain
and in particular one side of the neocortex is now
incomplete, and paradoxically the most retarded side has
assumed control. With a loss of functioning we become
less able to experience, understand and know, and with
this comes fear. Fear is a powerful emotion that can mask
all other mental functions and this played a part in
suppressing the more baﬄing perceptions of the right
hemisphere. When we lose any sense fear accompanies
this and a growing sense of anxiety and the need for
control arose as the left began actively resisting
experiences it cannot categorize or understand since they
are threatening to its very sense of self.

This has severely limited our perception and
compromised many abilities. The evidence suggests those
abilities as well as a wholly diﬀerent sense of self lie
dormant in the right side of our brain and is only
occasionally glimpsed by a tiny minority of people.
Unfortunately this also creates a paradox. The dominant
side of the brain is assessing itself and so while the concept
of specialist abilities appears initially to make some sense
on further investigation all is not as it appears and this
doesn’t hold up. I have proposed that the abilities and
perception facilitated by the left side of our brain are a
more primitive and greatly reduced or distorted version of
what still remains locked away in the right. Instead of
separate senses a uniﬁed and highly advanced system that
perceives everything all at once without any problems was
the norm. These glimpses of synesthesia for example
(which some are actually born with) could be a relic of this
uniﬁed and coherent perceptual capability now well
beyond and frightening to the primitive neural architecture
of the left hemisphere.
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It’s interesting then that the myths
of a previous golden age and
humanities fall into dark times are
found all over the world. Even the
bible talks about our naked, forest
dwelling, fruit eating past. This sort of
theme is witnessed among Eskimos,
Aborigines,
Native
Americans,
Mayans and dozens of other cultures.
Many also talked of a “higher self”. Do
you think our ancient ancestors knew
what happened? How did they go
about addressing the problem? Do we
still get glimpses of these right
brained states of consciousness
today?

When you look at the ancient
myths and traditions with all this in
mind it becomes blatantly obvious
that they all are attempting to
describe and address through various
techniques essentially the same
thing- although both the myths and
practices have become inevitably
distorted over time from their original
purpose as the condition progressed.
Of course our tendency today is to
dismiss them all as “myths” but in
reality they may be more historic
account than myth, and this would be
expected if the condition was
progressive. I’ve proposed that the
origin of these ancient practices, such
as shamanism, meditation, sleep
deprivation, etc, were borne out of
techniques to reduce the inﬂuence of
the degrading left hemisphere and/or
engage the abilities of the increasingly
suppressed right hemisphere. If fruit
was all that was needed to turn
around the negative hormonal
feedback loop that developed, our
ancestors would have ﬁgured this out
a long time ago. These practices
would make a lot of sense if the
general condition exists.
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Most of us today don’t escape the
general conﬁnes of the dominant left
hemisphere much except in dreams
and perhaps subconscious glimpses
during meditation or similar practices.
More direct experiences are possible
through supplementing with neurochemical analogues found in various
psychedelic plants for example but a
combination of approaches works

best. Many such as prodigies, savants,
etc, all display abilities characteristic
of more access to the right
hemisphere. Although if you were to
take all of these abilities and put
them together with once in a
lifetime athletic feats, and
shamanic
states
of
consciousness it may still be only
a glimpse of a state of being that
our distant ancestors considered
“normal”. While there has been
a catastrophic loss the idea that
we all have a fundamental
problem with our neural
functioning that is entirely treatable is
immensely hopeful given our current
situation.

Food For
Thought

There appears to be a mountain
of evidence supporting Tony’s
theory. For starters, we are
learning more and more about
the beneﬁcial properties of fruit
bio-chemistry all the time. One
tomato for example contains
10,000 diﬀerent phytochemicals
that we currently know about. Many
of these chemicals are transcription
factors inﬂuencing the way the DNA is
read and thereby inﬂuencing the
structures that develop. Is it any
wonder then that this can aﬀect
brain size?
That our brains are shrinking?
That poor construction materials
can possibly lead to brain
damage? Or that what a mother
consumes can have a life long
impact on the child after birth?
For millions of years this
unimaginably complex formula
was directly inﬂuencing what
structures develop at the most
sensitive stages of growth. How could
this not have any impact?

As the symbiotic relationship evolved the
mammalian developmental environment was
slowly infused with ever greater concentrations
and complexity of plant hormones. This had a
progressive impact on the way the DNA was read,
in turn resulting in novel structure and function.

In more recent times, the catastrophic loss of
essential design speciﬁcations (transcription
chemicals) and chronic neuro-chemical deﬁciency
has been exacerbated by the use of increasingly
poor quality construction materials.

Katherine Milton’s ﬁndings suggest that we have
lost around 95% of the complex plant biochemistry and nutrients that were present during
our evolution for tens of millions of years. When
considered within the context of the design,
development and function of most complex and
chemically sensitive thing we know, these factors
in combination can only result in a massive failure.
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It sounds unlikely that our left
hemisphere is a dominant yet
damaged version of the right,
however there is evidence from
various ﬁelds to support such a
seemingly wild notion. Simon BarenCohen has discovered evidence that
the left hemisphere is more
susceptible to testosterone damage
and that higher levels of testosterone
in the womb are linked to a lower
level of empathy and less social skills.
His theory is that autism is an extreme
form of the male brain; the male brain
being ordinarily less empathic than
female brains in the ﬁrst place.
Estradiol is made from testosterone
by the enzyme aromatase and plays
an important part in the
“masculinisation” of the brain, or in
this case, the damage to the left
hemisphere. So the degree of
masculinisation is determined by the
amount of testosterone available, and
the degree of aromatase activity.

The book elaborates: “As we have
already seen (see Chapter Three for
the link with oestrogen dependent
cancer), the activity of aromatase is
inhibited by plant ﬂavonoids and,
more importantly, by melatonin. Less
melatonin leads to more aromatase
activity, which in turn leads to
increased masculisation of the brain
and, at the extreme end of the
spectrum, autism (which appears to
be becoming much more common).
Our ancestral fruit-based diet would
have been rich in aromatase inhibiting
factors – and in the past our pineals
would have pumped more melatonin
too. The degree of masculisation of
the male brain we see today,
therefore, may well be an aberration
that has had huge consequences for
us.”

Males therefore appear to be the
most damaged. Where this manifests
in a greater degree of left-brain
dominance it can be a disaster, as is
evidenced by the abundance of fear
and control in our male dominated

society. Perhaps it is no surprise then
that we live in such a patriarchal
society where it’s the old men,
chronically deﬁcient in plant
chemistry and suﬀering from years of
testosterone
driven
overmasculinisation, who send the young
to war and are currently running our
society into the ground through
they’re greed and lack of empathic
understanding.

Could it just be a coincidence that
we see competitive and aggressive
behavior all over the place and the
biological data seems to predict this
sort of behavior in the ﬁrst place? To
make matters worse much of the food
we now consume contains the very
same hormones that would have
been inhibited, along with others that
have many detrimental eﬀects.

If humanity were a single patient
displaying the range of behavior we
are collectively capable of and turned
up at the neurology/psychology
department of a prestigious hospital,
what would they think of our mild to
severe tendency for self harm and
suicide? Or our oblivious destruction
of the very environment that sustains
us?

Treating the hundreds of
apparently 'distinct' behavioral,
psychological
and
perceptual
symptoms without at least checking
for a general/structural cause would
be grounds for serious negligence and
a raft of law suits even if there were
no
smoking
gun
regarding
evidence/mechanisms
for
a
developmental/structural cause? In
our case the evolutionary data and
biological mechanisms are equivalent
to fairly complete cctv footage of a
serious accident, and the myths and
spiritual traditions of many disparate
cultures are eye witness accounts
which include, once the dogma is
stripped away, methods to treat the
condition. Shamanism, psychedelic
plants, yoga, meditation, fasting and
sleep deprivation are just some
examples of the techniques aimed at
regaining some of this lost perception
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Psychedelics and
Other Clues

Psychedelics like ayahuasca seem
to be a powerful means of reaccessing these lost perceptual
abilities (any wonder our left brained
society has made these things
illegal?). It’s been said that shamans
for example who work with it enough
can eventually bring in an altered
state of consciousness willingly,
without even drinking the brew. The
beta-carbolines in ayahuasca alone
are powerful MAO inhibitors with
psychoactive
properties
by
themselves (along with many other
beneﬁcial eﬀects). We’re chronically
deﬁcient in not only a complex
cocktail of plant MAO inhibitors but
also the ones that our pineal glands
would have produced in much higher
amounts as well, given that ﬂavonoids
stimulate this gland. Pinoline is just
one example.

Many other psychedelics can
undoubtedly help as a partial
treatment. Tony’s mention of
synesthesia being a relic of this
advanced perception makes sense in
light of E.A. Serafetinides research.
Serafetinides administered LSD to
those who had undergone either left
or right temporal lobe removal. He
found the perceptual aﬀects were
virtually non-existent after right but
not left temporal lobe removal-further supporting the idea that the
left hemisphere is no longer capable
of making use of such profound states
and that this is another psychedelic
catalyzing access to the latent
functions of the more dormant right
hemisphere.

Other research by Dr. Allan Snyder
has found that by decreasing the
dominance of the left hemisphere
with magnetic ﬁelds the enhanced
perceptual abilities of the right can be
partially accessed. These include
increased visual memory, drawing
skills, and other abilities. He cites
cases were autistic savants have
damage to parts of the left
hemisphere and how this results in a
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decreased ability to suppress the less
ﬁltered perceptions of the right
hemisphere.

Just one example of this is Steven
Wiltshire, who has astonishing artistic
abilities coupled with a photographic
memory. Oddly, he cannot add or
subtract! His left hemisphere lost its
linear processing but this decreased
its dominance, opening the door to
the rights more advanced abilities.
There are countless others like
Wiltshire with similar
stories.

Research
into
Alzheimer’s also supports
the idea that we are
chronically deﬁcient in the
chemicals abundant in a
fruit, and that this is just a
further symptom. Recently
it’s made headlines that
hundreds of dementia
patients could be helped
by a “drug breakthrough”. Dementia
seems to be partially halted and
reversed by drugs with the same sort
of activity we see among these fruit
chemicals http://www.ncbi.
nlm.nih.gov/pubmed/22087826 . A
quick search on google reveals many
fruit chemicals with the same exact
properties. If this is the case then
when we were ﬂooded by an
incredibly rich cocktail of ﬂavonoids
way beyond current research
parameters then, relatively speaking,
our reference points for dementia are
invalid.

Insanity and
Hope

If there was any indication at all
that we had profound abilities locked
within us then we should immediately
look into this. Especially since it is
precisely
these
sorts
of
enhancements in perception that are
necessary if we are going to get
ourselves out of the mess we’ve
stumbled into.
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As Einstein said, “The problems that
exist in the world today cannot be
solved by the level of thinking that
created them.”

Likewise, if there were any
evidence whatsoever that our neural
system was dysfunctional would it not
be a near certain candidate for the
root problem behind our collective
insanity and inability to live
harmoniously with each other, our
environment, and indeed our very

selves? If there is a structural problem
with our neural architecture then this
provides an absolutely amazing
opportunity for a species scale
solution to our current state of literal
insanity, and oﬀers immense hope for
our dire situation here on earth.

Even if there was only the slightest
chance that this was the case then we
should at least check to be sure, since
the fuctioning of our neural system
impinges on everything we know. Not
rigorously checking into such a
profound possibility would actually be
a symptom, and it should be very easy
to dismiss based on scientiﬁc
methodology.

The consensus among many
striving to better our world is that we
are collectively engaged in a tightrope
act between disaster and a massive
shift in collective awareness. Our
ignorance is jeopardizing the
continuation of not only our own
species but countless others and the
planet as a whole. We have the
physical means to turn things around
but it is a crisis of consciousness, and
thus our own minds that stand in our
way. We are glued into our

conditioned behaviors and ways of
viewing the world.

Without a fundamental change in
the way we relate to ourselves, the
earth, and our place in the cosmos,
we will only see more of the same.
History repeats itself and, as we have
seen time and time again, attempts to
ﬁx any of the individual problems
(symptoms) that arise from a
deranged collective mind are doomed
to fail in
the long run unless the
damaged
equipment
generating
all
these
problems is addressed.

Comparitively major
shifts in perception can be
accomplished relatively
quickly by combining
various techniques. It’s
straight forward: carefully
begin replacing this plant
bio-chemistry for the long
term and diminish the inﬂuence of
the
left
hemisphere
while
simultaneously engaging the right
hemisphere. This is reﬂected
universally in the ancient traditions,
and the trend is very consistent
amongst those who’ve dabbled. The
more one explores the more mind
blowing and self-evident it becomes.
Ultimately it comes down to a choice.

Look at the evidence, experiment
and decide for yourself. This only a
brief glimpse at some of the
supporting data.
For more information see:
http://leftinthedark.org.uk/
http://beyond-belief.org.uk/

Republished here anonymously, with permission
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The ‘Reality’
of the DMT Experience
By Global

A

ddressing the reality of the DMT experience
can really be the slipperiest of tasks. In an
overwhelming amount of cases, when
people ask themselves the question, “is the
experience real or not real?” many of those who think
of examples that aﬃrm the reality of the experience
will conclude it’s real while the others who can point
to examples to discredit the reality of the experience
will ﬁrmly claim that it’s not real. It’s a trick of
language and binary logic (which go hand in hand)
that we tend to think that things (the DMT experience
in this case) have to be one way or the other. From
my experiences, it seems rather clear that it can be
real and not real at the same time. It, like much of
the universe, (can) exist in multiple states
simultaneously. Reality may turn out to be a relative
concept; in the same manner that you can point to an
elephant and say it’s big, but compared to the moon
it is tiny, and likewise this may apply to reality as well.
Reality might be relative to the observer. It is
important to note in the elephant example that the
elephant is both big and small at the same time.

image courtesy of Global

It should be noted that the DMT experience is
arguably the most variable and unpredictable
experience that one can have. It can present itself in
any number of fashions from time to time or personto
person. In regards to how this aﬀects the perceived
reality of the situation, very often, lower doses (or
doses taken ineﬃciently) will result in experiences
where alterations of the brain’s normal ﬁlters are
apparent – it appears to be an experience more
rooted in consensual reality and its distortion and can
therefore come across as “not real”. For example, on
a low dose of DMT, there may be a lot of play on “light
afterimages”. If you’ve ever looked at a bright light
bulb and closed your eyes and noticed that lingering,
glowing visual artifact behind, that’s what I’m talking
about. DMT might take that same light afterimage,
but it can get creative and turn it into an electromechanical ball of lightning, which then may
transform into something else. DMT doesn’t even
require bright lights necessarily to use this eﬀect and
use it creatively. The entire open-eyed view of the
room I’ve been in has translated into a brilliant fractal
afterimage behind my closed eyes, which then lays
the foundation for the rest to come.
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Other such distortions of consensual reality
include the domain of thought as well where as the
experience is ﬁring up, I may hear a bunch of
resounding echoing thoughts in my head that were
things I had heard earlier in the day. Phenomena such
as this and the light afterimages can typically lead one
to conclude that the experience is not real, and just
in the mind. Towards the higher end of the experience
spectrum, more and more of the DMT reality (what
is commonly referred to as “hyperspace”) becomes
apparent and demonstrates signiﬁcantly less of a
dependence on the typical ﬁlters of consensual reality
to work its magic.

What follows is a handful of experiences that I
have had that at least to some degree, aﬃrm a certain
level of reality and autonomy to the DMT experience,
and that seem to be relatively unaﬀected by the
subconscious; for reasons that will become obvious,
they seem to be very unlikely candidates for merely
being the synthesis of prior experiences, be they from
consensual reality or the imagination.

It was the winter solstice, and I had decided to
smoke some DMT. The winter solstice is arguably one
of the most signiﬁcant/meaning-rich yearly
astrological events. Many important winter solstice
festivals around the globe from Christmas to
Chanukah to Saturnalia (Roman) and many more are
and have been practiced to commemorate the
solstice. I decided that I would attempt to be
observant and to try to take note of any elements of
the experience that may be indicative of having a
relation to the winter solstice. That all went out the
window pretty quickly as I got swept up into the
experience.

I found myself in this beautifully intricate Egyptian
temple. The temple was gold with predominating,
decadent turquoise-encrusted ornamentations.
There were large archaic columns with Egyptian faces
towards the tops (can’t remember if they were
human faces or creature faces). The centerpiece of
this vision was this gigantic Egyptian bird. I had never
seen it before, but the aesthetics of the details as well
as the details of the surrounding temple indicated
that it was most likely Egyptian. It had these
extremely long, pencil-thin, twiggy legs, a long curvy
neck and a somewhat long and slender beak. It was
mechanically kicking its legs back and forth like a
rockette, and though it may sound like a silly sight and
while I had no idea what it was actually doing or why,
it seemed important.
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After a while of watching this leg kicking, I opened my
eyes, which caused a multidimensional Egyptian
holographic matrix of this bird to ﬂood the room.

Later in the day as I was conjecturing whether or
not the vision had anything to do with the winter
solstice, in light of the fact that it was an Egyptian
vision that I had, and with the Egyptians culture being
heavily rooted in astrology, and the winter solstice
being one of the largest annual astrological occasions,
I thought that perhaps there might be a connection.
A friend told me I was being silly because it’s all just
“in my head”. Not being entirely satisﬁed with this
answer, I decided to try to do a bit of researching to
see how the Egyptians regarded or commemorated
the winter solstice and if it in any way actually
corresponded to the vision I had. Wikipedia lists
thirty-four diﬀerent winter solstice festivals around
the world, and though many of them are even
credited to the Egyptians, there is no mention of an
Egyptian winter solstice festival. Much later after
doing some heavier research, I would eventually ﬁnd
out that the Egyptians did have the festival of Osiris,
which coincided around the time of the winter
solstice and this will become of obvious signiﬁcance
shortly.

So without much information on an Egyptian
winter solstice festival, I decided to turn to Google
and searched for “Egyptian solstice symbols”. It
turned up nothing. It was looking like I was reaching
a bit of a dead end, and so I knew that I would have
to try and see if I could look up any elements of the
vision…but how? Much of the details of it all were far
too indescribable to start doing any kind of coherent
Google search…but then I recalled the bird. I knew
that the Egyptian god Horus was a bird of some kind,
but it didn’t look anything like the bird I had seen.
Horus as a bird is small and plump. This bird was very
tall and slender with its twiggy legs being the most
prominent feature. So I queried Google for “Egyptian
birds” and surely enough a page full of image results
pop up with a combination of the Horus birds and the
tall bird from my vision. All of the sites seemed to
agree on what it now known about this bird. It is
called the Bennu Bird:
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-It's a heron
-It's linked to the Phoenix (may have been its
predecessor)
-It's a "bird of the sun" and undergoes death to
symbolize rebirth
-Deity associated with division of time
-Identiﬁed with Temple of the Sun at Heliopolis
(revered by the Egyptians as sacred place from which
the sun god in the form of the Bennu Bird arose
cyclically to renew Egypt)
-Symbol of Osiris
-Described as a large bird

image courtesy of cyb

Now all of a sudden, we’re getting somewhere and
fast. Let’s quickly review some of the important
details/symbols/themes of the winter solstice. It is a
solar holiday – a holiday that revolves around the sun
(pardon the pun). It is the shortest day of the year
with the least amount of daylight followed by the
longest night. From that point onward the days slowly
grow longer, and thus the winter solstice has been
come to be associated with many death-rebirth
motifs. Christmas being an easy example to relate to
is clearly associated with such death-rebirth motifs in
the whole story of Jesus. This is also mirrored with the
“Southern Cross” constellation going beneath the
horizon (dying) on December 21st, and re-emerging
(being reborn) on the 25th (Christmas), which is
practically an even 3 days later.

One thing to note is that the Bennu Bird is symbolic
of Osiris who undergoes death and rebirth when he
is dismembered by his brother Set, and is then
reassembled/resurrected by his wife Isis. Also you
will recall that the Egyptian winter solstice festival is
the festival of Osiris. It is linked to the Phoenix
(obvious death-rebirth symbol), and it seems likely
that the Greeks borrowed the idea of the Phoenix
from the Bennu Bird. It is referred to as a “bird of the
sun” which is quite ﬁtting when bearing in mind the
winter solstice’s sun-focused theme. The word
“solstice” after all does have the root “sol” in there
meaning sun, and as long as we’re dissecting words,
the Bennu Bird is identiﬁed with the Temple
of the Sun at Heliopolis, helio- meaning “sun”
and –polis meaning “city” – so “City of the
Sun”. Although there are only the scant
remains of that temple today such that it
bears no resemblance to any ediﬁce at all,
much less a temple, I liberally speculate that
the temple in my vision may very well have
been the Temple at Heliopolis, at least in
some form. As noted above, the Bennu Bird
would arise cyclically from the temple to
renew Egypt, which sounds an awful lot like
the sun cycling annually, and thus renewing
the world with additional daily sunlight and
life.
Now at this point, one could argue that
perhaps I’ve taken it too far (though I don’t
believe I have), and that my experience has
no real connection to the solstice, and I’m
simply looking too much into it. Even if that
were the case, and I was incorrect about its
ties to the solstice (which no source makes
completely explicit), it still doesn’t account
for how it could be that I was at this lavish archaic
Egyptian temple with an Egyptian deity with which I
was entirely unfamiliar down to the detail. If it is all
just “in my head” then what in the world are those
things doing there? With its numerous ties to the
winter solstice, and the veriﬁable, previously unknown content of the experience, there is a strong
sense of autonomy and reality of hyperspace in the
manner that this experience was presented.

One April I had a rather unique experience. I found
myself as a small ball (or at least my consciousness
was tracking the motion of this energy ball). There
were two entities. They were both rather humanesque in that sort of perfect archetypal kind of way.
They were each standing on separate icy islands on
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opposite sides of a planet/planetoid. They were
throwing the ball (me) back and forth to one another,
having a catch. In fact, in an almost comical manner,
they were donning what looked like baseball caps.
Each throw would arc around the globe, and each
time they would catch the ball, I would be hit with a
massive wave of ecstasy. I went back and forth, back
and forth, progressively speeding up so that the
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waves of euphoria were occurring quicker and
quicker. The intensity and speed was increasing with
each toss, until everything dissolved into blissful pink
and white fractals. It was like Hello-Kitty land.
So here’s the eerie part. That experience took
place in April, and it wasn’t until the following
January, eight months later, where I was reading an
excerpt in a book on Hebrew mysticism, and here’s
what I came across:

white light (which I’ve also experienced via DMT) and
whatnot, but this soul puriﬁcation process is so
incredibly unpopular that I doubt even many Hebrew
religious zealots are familiar with this “procedure”,
and I certainly had no prior knowledge of it. For these
reasons, I feel justiﬁed in thinking that if the
connection between my experience and the passage
on Hebrew mysticism is valid, then it was also
unaﬀected or perhaps marginally aﬀected at best by
the subconscious, expectations and prior experiences.
It was after all months later that I had this eerie
integration.

When I take DMT, there is a large energy
component to it. It seems to be the component on
which the entire experience is derived. All of
hyperspace including the objects, machinery, entities
and landscape all seem to be composed of this
energy. This energy and the hyper-things made up of
it are localized in time and space as if they were
external to my body. They feel magnetic to the touch
as if one is interacting with pure magnetism, though
magnetism is not the force at play here. Upon contact
with the physical body, it can create automatic
autonomous movements of my body. So if the energy
makes contact with my left arm for example, it will
cause that limb to move on its own. There have been
times when I’ve been completely ﬂooded by this
energy causing my body to assume various, very
precise and symmetrical Qi-Gong-like postures even

“Hebrew sages say that "two angels stand at each
end of the world and toss the soul from one to the
other," with these two opposing forces trying to rid
the soul of its accumulated psychic dust by putting it
through a kind of cosmic centrifuge until only pure
consciousness remains.

Were this treatment not administered to the soul,
it is believed that it would be unable to silence all the
sense images, noises, and mental chatter that are
carried with it from this world and mode of
communication into the next, and the soul would
then have to wander in the world of Tohu (confusion
and emptiness) forever.”
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I was stunned upon reading that because it so
clearly mirrored the experience I’d had months
before. It was as if I had lived out this archetypal
metaphysical afterlife process. It is interesting to note
that while many near-death experiences (NDEs) share
lots of popular commonalities such as the blinding
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though I have no real knowledge of Qi Gong or any
such postures.

Through studying my own involuntarily guided
actions, I found that I was able to conjure the same
energy (albeit to a weaker extent) through
meditation, focus and breathing. There’s part of me
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that is intrigued by Qi-Gong because it should seem
like there’s obviously something to it. On the other
hand, the postures that my body assumes either
through DMT or meditation just feel right. I ask myself
why I should bother learning and forcing some
postures when my body is here teaching and doing
the work for me. It should seem to me that if you’re
“doing it right,” there
should be little need
for
human
instruction. What I
do know of Qi-Gong
is that they believe
the energy they
interact with to be qi
(life energy), which
goes
by
many
diﬀerent names in
diﬀerent cultures. I
would
not
be
surprised if it turns
out that hyperspace
and its inhabitants
are
composed
entirely of qi.

One day I was
studying a crystal of
mine, and I held it up image courtesy of cyb
to my face, so I could examine it more clearly when
the arm that was holding it began oscillating forcefully
back and forth as if it had this magnetic-like
attraction/repulsion with my face, so now we have to
take a tiny step backwards and talk about chakras for
just a moment for the rest of this to make sense.
Chakras are these alleged subtle energy centers that
run along the spine. Each chakra is believed to be
associated and aligned with a particular organ/gland
and a particular color. Many don’t believe they exist.
Though many religions and cultures identify them
(they often form the foundation for many of their
metaphysical philosophies), many remain quite
skeptical, as they are not acknowledged by Western
science, and they have come to be associated with an
often-nauseating New Age aesthetic (along with
crystals). I used to ﬁnd myself in the boat with the
skeptics, but the experience that I’m about to relate
ﬁrmly convinces me beyond much doubt of the
existence of chakras more so than I am convinced
about any other claim I make in this paper. The reason
why will soon become clear.

Now the sixth chakra (from the bottom-up) is
located in the middle of the forehead, which was just
about where the crystal I was holding was oscillating.
This sixth chakra is most identiﬁable as the “third
eye”, though that has little bearing on this story. I
decided to try holding the crystal up to random parts
of my body to see if I would still elicit the same
energetic eﬀect. Any
old place such as the
shoulder or any
random part of the
body would have no
eﬀect. When I tried
holding the crystal up
to where I believed
the other chakras to
be, I would get that
same
energetic
oscillation of my arm
as when it was held
up to my third eye…
well almost, but as
you’ll
see,
it’s
important that I
“failed”.

This energy eﬀect
was present at every
chakra with the
exception of one, and that was the fourth or heart
chakra. For a few days I thought perhaps it was the
kind of crystal. Crystals are also supposed to be
associated with the various chakras, and so I thought
perhaps I just needed to get a crystal associated with
the heart chakra. In retrospect it wouldn’t have
mattered what crystal I have because it turns out the
crystals probably have little to do with this whole
experiment as I can do the same experiment using
any mundane physical object like a television remote
or whatever.

Then something occurred to me. In most all
diagrams I’ve seen of chakras running along the body,
they always run straight up and down the spine,
however the chakras are also supposed to be aligned
with certain organs which creates a bit of a paradox
in the case of the heart. The heart organ is slightly
oﬀset to the left so the question becomes, “is the
heart chakra aligned with the spine or the heart
organ?”
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I designed a quick and simple personal
experiment. First I held up the crystal to the center of
my chest as I had done before, and where I had
originally believed the heart chakra to be, and it was
a “dead spot” – no energy eﬀect. I then held it over
the right side of my chest, and it too was a “dead
spot”. When I held it over the left side of my chest…
eureka! We have lift oﬀ! It was like turning on a
battery, as my arm involuntarily and poignantly came
to life with its wide, automatic oscillations.

It seems practically undeniable to me due to that
experience that chakras exist. Before I stumbled
across the solution to that “heart dilemma”, the
thought had crossed my mind, as well as some of my
peers, that it could very well easily be subconscious
autosuggestion or something of the sort. Now deep
down I knew that it probably wasn’t autosuggestion
because the oscillations just seemed too powerful,
forceful, and seemingly devoid of my voluntary
command.
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Having and resolving the issue with the heart
chakra laid that issue to rest as far as I was concerned
because to the best of my knowledge and what I
believed based on the numerous diagrams of chakras
I had seen, there should have been no reason for it
not to work when I held it up to the middle of the
chest along the spine. It even took me a few days of
puzzlement before I managed to straighten things
out. As with the Qi-Gong-like postures, once again it
was my body (or the energy acting through my body)
that gave me direct knowledge of their chakras (most
speciﬁcally verifying their existence and reappraising
their locations). Now if the validity of chakras has
been reiﬁed for me, and chakras are energy centers
of qi, and should it turn out that the energy that
composes all of hyperspace (as I experience it) is
made out of this same qi, then it stands to reason that
hyperspace should carry all the more element of
“realism” with it.
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A Note on Harm Reduction

By Pandora

arm reduction is a philosophy as well as an activist stance. It takes a sober, realistic look at human
nature and keeping that in mind in a non-judgemental manner, works to save lives and lessen
potential harm. Harm reduction tends to focus on typically perceived harmful behaviors such as
drug use or unsafe sex.
Generally, when dealing with drug use, harm reduction involves a strong attempt to fully and honestly
educate people. Harm reduction education is aimed at
helping people understand something more about the
drug they are considering using, such as whether it is a
brand new research chemical with very little information
on human long-term eﬀects.
These types of
interventions aim to enable people to make informed
decisions about issues such as whether or not to use,
safe dosages, safe combinations, set and setting, etc.
Harm reduction tries via education attempts to place
the encouragement to seek more information and to
embrace practices of harm reduction right in the hands
of the person practicing the behaviors themselves.

Harm reduction principles should be applied to
oneself as well as to others. It can range from choosing not to drive while intoxicated to taking the keys away
from a friend who threatens to do the same. Often it takes the form of education, such as telling someone it
is dangerous to mix MDMA with an MAOI and/or encouraging them to further educate themselves.
Sometimes it takes the form of direct interventions, such as a group of friends telling a close friend that his/her
practice with a speciﬁc behavior is having negative eﬀects on that person’s life and functioning as well as the
friends themselves.

Never be afraid to speak up in a potential harm reduction situation. You could literally be risking a bit of
personal discomfort in order to save a life. A real friend might be very irritable at ﬁrst but eventually s/he will
realize that you are trying to help. Meanwhile, by being a bit naggy you may save multiple lives (e.g. a drinking
and driving situation).

The ultimate goal of harm reduction is to improve the life of the individual and the community in which
he/she resides. It’s not about judgement. It’s about reality, human nature and education. It attempts to do
what the endless billions spent on the “War on Drugs” continues to abjectly fail at accomplishing. And it
works to accomplish its goals with caring, concern, appreciation for life and health as well as education.
I, personally cannot think of a better way to try to lead ones life.
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Aya
with
Ay
and
I
T
By JBArk

he slightest drizzle and stilled fog mirrored my
state in the drive past Mirabel on that
t re a c h e ro u s
stretch of road I
ordinarily
avoid,
even if it adds to my
journey – but, in all
senses, there was no
detour where we
were going: an
a y a h u a s c a
ceremony
with
attendant “shaman”
in the lake-spattered
pine-rich area north
of Montreal and most of the way to Ottawa. I was
exhausted and no longer even sure a ceremony was a
good idea: caﬀeine deprived with low blood sugar
from fasting - and a consequent headache - were
neither encouraging me nor making it any safer on this
highway of two meager lanes that thought it had eight.
I was as careful as I could be in this state, particularly
in light of my precious cargo: Ay in the passenger seat
and her friend Ha, cramped in the seat of my two-door
coupe behind me.
I missed the exit despite my caution and attention,
and we had to backtrack about 20 minutes of highway.

40

Ha I had met 8 years ago – an actor in a few scenes
of a feature ﬁlm I had shot, but we had not seen each
other since; Ay I had met a little over a year ago, and
was a peripheral part of a crew I get together with a
few times a year for epic chalet parties: a rented
country house, eight to 12 intrepid voyagers, the

purest MDMA available, the purest K their
connections could dig up and party balloons of
nitrous.

We had connected immediately, Ay and I, deepening
that bond each time we met to the point that
perilous questions were invoked in me – for, you see,
she is married. And I know her husband (he came to
one of the chalet gatherings); and I like her husband
– we could easily be good friends with a little
encouragement.

Enter my primary rule:
HURT NO ONE BUT YOURSELF

A little more background is necessary:
I just vaulted oﬀ the tail end of a near sixteen year
relationship – for me a joyous, long overdue breakup
that left me jubilant
and freed of the
anger
and
frustration
and
stress I had foisted
on myself trying to
ﬁx a broken thing
with all the wrong
pieces. A month in and a few nostalgic
moments but not
one of sadness or
image courtesy of Orion
grief – and I must
believe we had been breaking up slowly for years,
unaware.

I had spent time with Ay shortly after and in the
weeks preceding the ceremony, at her initiation
mostly, and had accepted this as friendship but was
left with many unanswered questions every time.
She is a very loving person and has an open heart,
which, ironically, makes her extremely hard to read.
I had accepted to partake in this (expensive)
Ayahuasca ceremony for a number of reasons: I had
always done these things alone (meaning
tryptamines), but after a few harrowing solo aya
experiences and given that my ordinarily blissful high
dose mushroom trips had taken a turn to sadness
and self-loathing for going on a year, I thought I
should give Aya a shot in a more traditional setting.
Between the communal aspect, the guided tour and
my newfound tranquil and smiley disposition,
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I felt hopeful-but nervous and fearful nevertheless. Ay started: nothing in particular this time, she just
wanted the medicine to speak to her; Ha was 50 and
And of course I would be there with Ay. Whatever said he had been abstaining from sex for two years,
that meant…
after a promiscuous period following a breakup in
which he hurt several women and felt terrible – he
We pulled into the long, winding gravelly drive and wanted to know if it was time for him to start looking
parked between trees. The little log cabin was twenty again; I explained my recent breakup and consequent
feet from a gorgeous and stilled lake and when we jubilation and expressed a desire to go deep into
opened it’s door, J greeted us all with a hug and a myself to see if my feelings about this were true and
smile, paying particular attention to Ay, whom she genuine, or if I were merely a fool fooling a fool.
knew from having given several other ceremonies.
They seemed like old friends.
And, left unsaid, to conﬁrm the veracity of my
deepening feelings toward Ay.
The place itself was very rustic – exposed wood all
around, high triangled ceilings – and was adorned
Then, one by one, J called us into another room to
with all the trappings of a be-chakra-ed neo-Buddhist drink. Ay ﬁrst, me second and ﬁnally Ha. I rounded the
Amazonian tribal shaman.
corner and she poured half a small wine glass of tea
that looked like, well – tea! I asked her if we were all
We brought our stuﬀ in and changed into the getting the same dose and she answered, perfectly:
required all-white garb: my pants were actually the
lightest of greys – I own no white pants and am not a “I will drink less, and as for the rest – we’ll see.”
great shopper, so after eight stores I ﬁnally made the
executive decision that grey would just have to do…
I took my place next to Ha, who was between me
and Ay, while J sat across the altar from all of us.
We sat on the ground around a low table that had
a white cloth with what I am guessing were peaceful
I should note at this point that I have never been
and wrathful demons stitched into its edge; on the much for new-agey mumbo jumbo or the neo-hippy
table were crystals, incense and candles – J told us vibe, as many of you may know, but as this is a
this was the altar and we were instructed never to put transitional period for me I decided to hang my
anything on it. She called all of this the ceremony and preconceptions at the door and be as ready as I could
referred to herself as a guide – some part of me was to conceive OTHER, and have it conceived in me. So
happy the word shaman was never employed.
no judgment, no second guessing – just, well, I guess
just letting it ALL BE.
J told us a little about herself: she had been
drinking Ayahuasca for 13 years (I estimate she is 48
So the candles were lit, the dimming light outside
years old or so), starting in Brazil and making three to casting no shadows but rather a bluish hue to the
six month pilgrimages each year to “study” (and set room, and we sat meditating and looking around
up a business “guiding” as was clear later). She had waiting. I was nervous – I have not had a good, or
drunk hundreds if not thousands of times, she said, particularly valuable, or blissful or remotely pleasant
with people all over the globe, but mostly Brazillians, trip for a very long time, and I was naturally worried
about ﬁnding myself in that all-too-familiar hellish
Canadians and Californians.
headscape and freaking out in front of everyone
She asked us a little about ourselves and I
Then it started. Things started to ﬂow around me,
nervously, (but slowly and quietly!) rattled on about
my experience so she didn’t think I was a newcomer to move and wave and oscillate – like an eﬀect in a bad
to all of this – possibly important information, but trip movie.
THIS IS GOING TO BE A BAD MOVIE. No…please…
more likely my ego cluttering the silence.
She laid down some ground rules – don’t lock the PLEASE…NO…
bathroom door, toilet seat down – And the asked us
I thought back to a recent diﬃcult experience in
if we had any speciﬁc intentions we would like to
which I broke my rule and did mushrooms with others.
share.
I had started with a cap of MDMA and ﬁgured it would
smooth things out as it had one other time, but I was
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a little reckless and took 1.5g of my home grown
Orissa. Not a lot, but in light of my recent experiences
and that I was doing them with others – well, I could
have been more cautious.

The setting was perfect – back of a friend’s vegan
restaurant, tables aside and pillows and blankets
scattered on the soft ﬂoor, good friends: six women
and two men, one of whom I did not know very well.

But the darkness crept through and sunk its claws
in my mind. Ay was there, on mushrooms, and maybe
she sensed something. She came and cuddled and
reassured me just with her presence. I wanted to
leave but had nowhere to go and would have left
nevertheless to god-knows-where to do god-knowswhat had she not been there. She wrapped herself
around me and I was torn between the ecstasy of her
touch and the horror in my mind. Slowly it subsided
and she stayed with me throughout, running her
ﬁngers along my arm, my neck, my face. And then she
did the sexiest thing I have ever had done to me:
I was on my back staring up, and her face came
even with mine, our noses nearly touching but faces
reversed, chin to forehead, forehead to chin. With her
raven pitch hair ﬂoating across my shoulders and past
my ears, she traced my proﬁle with her nose:

Up my chin, over my lips up and over the bump of
nose and then sliding through the channel between
my eyes, open in wonder and awe, before laying a
small kiss on my forehead and dragging it into my hair,
completing the journey up my face with the tip of her
nose.
Were it not for her I should be forever lost.

I remembered this experience and knew that Ay
was not far this time either. And I was safe. And in a
completely diﬀerent state of mind. I decided to banish
my fear and closed my eyes. Dust of all colours ﬂoated
behind my lids and I felt the terror surging and rising.
I imagined all the dust gathering before me and it did.
Now a pile, I wiped it away with the edge of my hand
and underneath was a panorama of pure joy and
geometric dancing spirals and stairs and ediﬁces and
gardens and the healthy ﬂora and fauna of my mind.
I smiled inwardly and my lips rose to match the
thought. That’s all there is to it:
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I stood up next to the mountain,
And I chopped it down with the edge of my hand!

Tears welled and all my mind could muster in its
throes was:
Thank you thank you thank You ThankYou
THANKYOUTHANKYOU!

My right hand was bristling and tingling and
electric sparkles were felt inside it, running up and
down and through the ﬁnger that, months earlier, I
had chopped oﬀ in an accident (and had had sewn
back on after!). My whole body was tingling, but the
overall sensation seemed to be concentrated in my
ﬁnger and emanating from my hand.

The visions grew brighter and more present – DMT
visions and architecture, but slower, more inviting
than I had ever seen them. I thought of love, in all its
forms, the love I have for my son, for my ex, for my
parents and sister and yes, for Ay. I love her. No idea
what that means, but for the moment it matters little.
I open myself to all love and all loves. Never have I
known such joy, such acceptance, such ability to be
without my being interfering.
Language escapes, language lost, language
forgotten, l-aya-nGUAGE, l-AYA-n-SCAPE and scope
and cope and S-cape and back and back again…

…And language found.

I wrote. Always a pen and notebook near. I crashed
into the pillows and ﬂoated away and thoughts
gathered and jewels poured into my mind and
something somewhere organized them and told me
when it was time to write them down.

And I would sit up, scribble unseen in the frolicking
candlelight, then dump back into the pillows and
crash back into spiraling joy and bliss and love.

How do you experience me?

This is just one big long song, and you are melody to
my rhythm.
Never forget to surprise yourself!

I look down for if I look at you too long I know I shall
be blind.

I just yawned the universe!

Make wise choices for choices are all you have.
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These tears I shed for the day I forget what it is to
touch you.
Oh, the bliss to not need conversation!

How long shall it last this silly grin of self-satisfaction?
Do I get to keep it?

No one is watching me – what a revelation!
But one kiss between misery and bliss!
Stop calculating and live.

Stop letting fear be your keel.

Deep within I have found the satisfaction mechanism.
ALL MY FEELINGS ARE GENUINE AND TRUE.

This was the answer to my question! Out of the
blue and red and green iridescence of my mind! For
the ﬁrst time in years I knew that all I had done and
suﬀered and steered away from and back towards,
and all the joy and freedom and ease and love I felt
of late was GENUINE AND TRUE. For all my faults and
all I have yet to live through and learn, I knew what I
had suspected but knew not how to conﬁrm:

I am a good man.

AND I SHALL DO GOOD IN THIS WORLD.

And it thrilled me to think this. I felt a power I
thought had long left me returning in full blooming
force. I BEAMED but knew it was not me beaming but
a beaming-into I was reﬂecting just as it was
BECOMING me.

I opened my eyes. Ay and J were singing
Portuguese songs, in melliﬂuous and enchanting
duet. My Ize were mezmered and I watched her sway
and watched the sound lift from Ay’s lips and grace
the air, bubbles of spiraling joy and harmony.

I was coming down slowly, feeling the harmala
drunkenness more than anything now. Then the
headache moved in, slowly, but building. It distracted
me and eventually started to overwhelm. I laid back
and thought of other things but it was always there.
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We were meant to drink again (it’s usually three
times, but due to our late start J was limiting it to two,
which was ﬁne with me). I wasn’t sure I would drink
again. I knew where the headache came from, but still
listened to J’s explanation about purging being more
than just vomiting:

Purging through my head is all well and good, I
thought, but my blood sugar was dipping very low.
And I had abstained from coﬀee, so the eﬀects of not
eating all day and no caﬀeine were catching up to me.
J gave me some sort of unlabeled unguent that I put
on my temples, but it helped little.

Then Ay came over and massaged my temples and
my head through my hair – she is a massage therapist
with some sort of osteopathy training. Now that was
doing something! It was alleviated very slightly, but
enough that I heeded J’s advice and drank again, just
a little less than the ﬁrst time.

It was only a few short minutes before the feelings
of joy and well-being surged back up, but less visual
than the last time. My ﬁnger tingled again, but less
intensely. I thought of my son and pictured his face.
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Suddenly he smiled and his face began to spin.
Faster and faster and faster until the illusion seen in
movies of a fast turning wheel suddenly changing
directions occurred, only now, settling in to the
spinning whirr of my son’s face, were the features of
that very same face! It spun and spun, faster and
faster and the new features emerged slowly until they
took over the vision - and then began turning
themselves – spinning and spinning until another face
emerged! It kept going like this for a while, my son’s
spinning faces whirling and reappearing and smiling
and whirling…

Ha had purged ﬁercely in the ﬁrst round, but
clearly wasn’t done. He purged next to me and I
suggested to myself that I would not purge, then
leaned forward, grabbed my basket and let it all ﬂy. I
set the basket aside when I was done and J gave me
a paper towel and swapped out the bag. I ﬂowed
down and settled back in to the pillows and the GRIN.
I felt smug and powerful and sexy and lithe and
supple – amazing what a little vomit can do for the
ego!
I must have purged ﬁve or six times from that last
cup. At one point we were listening to a german
accented vocoder voice droning authoritatively about
consciousness and power, followed by what I can only
guess were testimonials, the ﬁrst a woman:
“I don’t really get it, I try this thing you say and
concentrate, but I feel empty, then nauseous and
once I even VOMITED…”

Cue vomit: All three of us sat up, mere instants
between, purging violently as we laughed and
chortled and spit up into our baskets – we laughed for
about ﬁve to ten minutes after; that we all chucked
on cue and chuckled together seemed like the
funniest thing in the history of humour!

The tea was fading slowly and as I lay on the ﬂoor
I was treated to a show I will never forget.

J was long gone, having slipped away to her room
an hour ago, wishing us all rest and peace, and Ay had
moved to the sofa that stretched away from my feet,
parallel to me.
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Suddenly her feet came up over and settled on the
armrests, naked and perfect in the ﬂickering light
from the candles and the ﬁre in the hearth. She
moved her toes to the music and her feet swayed on

their heels. From my angle I could not see her face or
her body, only the feet and the slight widening to soft
calf. Her hands came into view as she stretched her
arms up, her hands wings, the ﬁngers ﬂying with
grace through the notes, twining and ﬂaying and
blossoming; toes tinkling to the rhythm, she raised a
foot then the other and joined her hands in a
spectacle I will never see repeated, an exquisite and
tender dance of ﬂickering and wavering ﬁre-hued feet
and ﬁngers and toes and palms and heels…
She is exquisite. The thought had been rolling
through my mind untended for hours, days, months…
and now it spoke to me: SHE IS EXQUISITE.

…And I am doomed! But what sweet and delectable
doom – were I to choose my demise, this exquisite
doom would be the only blank card in the deck, the
one solitary card slid on the table.
About a minute or an hour passed after this, and
she came to me again. And lay next to me as the room
glowed blue with the sneaking dawn. Ay ran her
ﬁngers through my hair, drew slow lines in my
forehead and traced the outline of my lips. She leaned
down and said softly:
“I am going into the other room now to sleep.”

Then Ay hugged me and I pulled her close and
embraced her as hard as I dared. When I let up to let
her go, she stayed laying with me, face nested in my
neck, for about another twenty minutes that seemed
longer but much too short.

One last kiss quite close to the lips but still cheeky,
and she left. My mind was racing, thoughts pacing
words placing replacing and chasing me back and
forth and fork and bath and borth and fack fack
FACK…

I tried but sleep was another continent and I was
still aﬂoat in some ocean somewhere bobbing and
bobbing and robbing myself of all that I want and feel
and know to be real BUT CANNOT STEAL… So I tossed,
turned, lost, churned, cost and learned and crossed
to burn and unlearn and sat up and read a book.

Then turned again and again, the pillow plowing
cheek after cheek and then wrote pages in my head,
pages of a novel I am writing, pages I tried to stop
writing and tried to forget but they persisted. So I
opened my laptop as quietly as I could to not waken
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Ha, who was sprawled out on the ﬂoor, his mouth
gaping in low-snore mode. I wrote the pages as they
were in my head, verbatim, all six of them. And not a
moment of all this without that smug smile I had
missed for so many years.
Then something happened, but I’ll get back to it…
I will, I-shall…

The morning came and fruit salad was made and
I ate of this, and a sandwich I had brought, some
sesame baklava type things and then sat with a coﬀee
for the road – I had not slept a clink and I needed to
be awake at least for the drive back.
Then J’s expected sales pitch came on cue:

“If you have friends… discretion… usually more
expensive… come back
for the solstice… group
rates…”

Aya with Ay and I

loose-smiled stare. Oh, well, she’s human too. Clearly
The drive home was sunny and warm and was
greeted with three tired and sated smiles. Ay invited
me for a massage, gratis, at her clinic later (she had
to work from three to nine!). She had been oﬀering
me one for a while, but I had never taken her up on
it. I told her I had a few details to work out, but that
I would love to and would conﬁrm later.

The massage was divine and I had to wonder
where she found the energy. Her hands and ﬁngers
swam through my skin and under my ﬂesh to the
bone buried below, and I nearly drifted oﬀ to the
sound of her breathing the rhythm of dream and
wind.
And the day ended.

The part of the deal
I loathe, and leaves a
sick taste in my mouth,
cause it’s always a
thinly veiled mix:
It’s such a gift, my
gift to you – check or
cash? Cash please and
next time, full rate, my
beautiful…

Worth every penny for me, but the mercantile
overtones just made my poor sleepless mind gag.
Love, love love, but I am ever the cynic - and idealist
all wrapped in one neat little package, trying to bust
out but suﬀocating together.

Tiz Watt Tiz and Taint Know Mar.

And yes, a small detail I left out – I got up to piss
about every 15 minutes, right up until the coﬀee.
Four times an hour for ﬁfteen hours, 60 pisses, quite
a few less ﬂushes… I felt an apology necessary or at
the very least an acknowledgement, especially for
the after-hours urinations, and when I did, I guess I
expected to be met with a “That’s ok, part of the
cleansing, we all have our ways,” but in it’s place, I
was told by J:
“Yes, I know, I hear everything at night.” And a silent
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Phlegm and mucus
and
deep-chested
coughing met my next
morning, and I felt like
death and life at once
– hard to describe,
but somehow the two
co-existed in my body,
yesterday and today
in an erotic dance in
my core, guiding me
to an unknown future.

To return to I-Shall, as promised:

After I had written those pages that came to my
sleepless head from god-knows-where, Ay came out
of the room and sat on the sofa across from the one
I lay on. I pretended to sleep and watched her. She
curled up and looked out the window. From my
vantage, no ground was visible, just the sofa, the
huge window, the lake and the shore beyond. Ay was
in a boat, on the lake, toes curled under the old divan.
She looked out over the ﬂickering ripples and as I
watched her watching, the tiny ripples became pixels
and froze, then shifted and froze and shifted and
froze, like the stuttering slow motion you get by
pulling and doubling frames in a ﬁlm. It was a digital
dance of noise, but there was a message encrypted
there. An undecipherable message - for now at least.
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I watched her watch me then, through slatted
eyes: she watched me for minutes, her gaze reﬂecting
mine and reﬂected by it in turn. Then she picked up
the book I had been reading and read a few short
chapters:
SUM
forty tales from the afterlives
(… a fantastic book recommended to me by Gibran 2.)

She smiled as she read, and ﬁnally I sat and we
chatted about the book, the night, each other, and
anything else that popped into our heads. I lay back
down and it was not long before she came over.

Leaning over the armrest where my head was lain,
she started to trace the outline of my head with her
ﬁngers; she drew my face, ﬁlling in my features one
by one with her ﬁngers: forehead, nose, eyes, cheeks,
lips...
She has drawn me and I am drawn by her.

I felt her lean further over the armrest and I
opened my eyes. She was looking into them, and after
a few moments, she said:

“There are many kinds of Love…”

A smile-speckled silence.
“…And I love you.”

And I knew in that instant what the lake was trying
to convey, what the aya was telling me about Ay and
I:
SHE WAS PREGNANT.

And now, days later, no conﬁrmation for this
information, I am elated and devastated… but the two
coil up and weave through my core, and all is well,
and balanced.

Now I must go into the world and ﬁnd a way to live
this love and to forget it altogether.
**********

image courtesy of cyb
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Pychotria
Propogation
by Ringworm

I've done this lil grow guide for several forums out
there.
I like to do it as the knowledge is free (for you).

I encourage people to spread this information far and
wide, please download the pictures and repost them
with the guide in other places, just please credit the
post with my username "Ringworm"....
I have lost these images twice already and have found
them once on an old computer and once online
simply by some savvy googlin :-)
The only other thing I ask is this:

PLEASE DO NOT ASK TO BUY PLANTS FROM ME.

T

I do not have any, I do not grow any plants
anymore, and it'll hurt my feelings a lil bit that I can't
just give you a hundred plants because you asked...

here has been some confusion through the
years regarding Psychotria species. I am not
a botanist, taxonomist, etc I simply had a
farm for many years where I grew as many of these
little buggers and got them out into the world. There
has been some speculation that these are Psychotria
alba due to the lack of Espina.... I can only say that
the several cultivars I grew did indeed have the
espina, but it seemed weather dependent, they only
really had them in the hottest part of the year.
No matter the species, the technique for
propagating via leaf cutting would be the same, so
take the info for what it is worth.
Growing conditions: if I had to guess I'd say 95
degrees and at least 85% humidity is what I'd aim for.
The mother plants were from several sources
that I had acquired sometime between 1997-2000
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Ok, well I hope that helps you folks out there,
Stay Green!
Ringworm
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For our ﬁrst issue of The Nexian we polled our members:
Who would you like to read an interview from? The answer came
back loud and clear

The DMT-Nexus' very own administrator, The Traveler, who
assumed responsibility for hosting this vibrant online community
during its early formative years and since has continued to provide a
platform for some of the most compelling discussion of psychedelics
on the internet. The Traveler is normally a fairly reserved individual,
so it's great to hear him open up a little.
Questions were submitted by DMT-Nexus members.

1) How did you get started with psychedelics in the ﬁrst place?

When I was about 18 we often went to a friend’s house that we used to call “The Drug Den”. We
called it that since many people went there to party on diﬀerent kinds of substances.
At that time I tried about any substance that I could get my hands on and that did not involve
needles. I did it more or less responsibly though: After I would take a substance I would at least
wait a month before taking a substance again (even alcohol), scared as I was for addiction.
One day when I was at that house my friend came to me with acid blotters; I took one half of a
blotter and enjoyed the evening. Of all the substances I took at that part in my life, this was the
only one that asked me to do it again the week after.
If only I knew back then how much I would be involved with psychedelics later on in my life…

2) Can you describe your ﬁrst DMT experience? Was it smoked or oral? Did you extract your own? If
not, who turned you on and how was it? If so, how was it?
On my ﬁrst DMT experience I ended up with not taking DMT at all and it is quite an interesting
story.

One day, while walking home from the pub I wondered to myself if this is really all that there is. I
wanted to know if there was more to life than this and I concluded that I HAD to go after this
special substance called DMT and try it out.
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I looked up DMT on the internet and after a short search I ended up at the DMT-Nexus. I read
about DMT and decided that the easiest thing for me would be to start with Syrian rue tea
followed by MHRB tea. How wrong I could be…

I brewed two teas: The Syrian rue tea and the MHRB tea. The Syrian rue tea I made from grinding 6
grams of rue, adding water and boiling that for half an hour. The MHRB tea I made about the same
way. I ended up with one small glass of rue tea (with the grinded rue still in it) and two full glasses
of purple MHRB tea.

I drank the Syrian rue tea and the ﬁrst thing
that hit me was how bad it tasted.
I gulped it all down as fast as I could and
started waiting. After not so long, I guess 1530 minutes, I felt a sudden urge to vomit. I ran
towards the toilet and from about two meters
away I had a violent rupture of vomit perfectly
aimed at the toilet. So that day I found out that
you can easily purge a distance of over two
meters!

While being nauseous from the rue tea
I felt the eﬀects starting and that made me feel
image courtesy of Trav
way too nauseous to take the two full glasses
of MHRB tea, so I did not take any of the MHRB tea. The rue tea itself had a very dreamy and already
fantastic glow over it. As a special eﬀect it worked in such a way that all the questions I asked in my
mind seemed to be answered immediately.

On pure rue tea I learned that there was no good or evil, just respect and chaos and that they both
needed each other.

So my ﬁrst planned experience with DMT ended up with no DMT at all.

3) How has your relationship with DMT changed since taking on the responsibility of the Nexus?

DMT forces me to be honest and realistic to myself and others. This hopefully reﬂects me and my
behavior on the DMT-Nexus.

4) Around what year did the Nexus seem to come together as a ﬂourishing body of experience and
information? And how did the early days of the forum eﬀect the progress of DMT knowledge?

It is hard to say when it really started to kick oﬀ. Over time more information came together, more
research was done and we seem to understand more aspects. I think that giving a speciﬁc date is
diﬃcult since we are still evolving.
5) What has been the most diﬃcult thing with managing the Nexus?
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That one is simple: Being hard to people. I am a person that likes harmony and when I have to
suspend or even ban someone it feels unnatural and even bad to me. I see it as failing to let those
people integrate in our community
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6) What was the story and connection (if any) of the fall of DMT World and the rise of the Nexus?
Can you tell us some of the history of that period?

All that I know of is that Blackclo started the DMT-Nexus after the demise of DMT World. To me it is
still not clear why DMT World collapsed or why Blackclo felt that he had to take action to preserve
the community. I am glad though that he did and I am very thankful for it.

7) Do you feel that the DMT-Nexus has contributed to the "popularization" (lacking a better term) of
DMT - resulting in increased media, and potentially law enforcement, attention? If so, is this a
positive or a negative?

I think that the DMT-Nexus is a forefront for spreading
information about DMT, and indirectly I think that millions of
people now know more about DMT due to the DMT-Nexus.
Like all progress this goes with ups and down. Now more
people than ever have tried DMT and that means it gets
attention from the anti-drugs force. This is the current
downside, only time will tell how this game will eventually
play out.

And as I stated earlier, I don’t think there is a positive and
negative (good or evil), I think there is chaos and respect. I
hope DMT will get more respect over time.

8 ) Has anyone tried to shut the DMT-Nexus down?
Hackers, DDoS attacks, LEO...?

We had two DDoS attacks on the DMT-Nexus. Due to
that we had to take action to get the DMT-Nexus back in the
air and keep it in the air. I have never been contacted by law enforcement.

About the hackers: We are being attacked daily but that is more the generic try-to-hack-a-server
attacks and not attacks to speciﬁcally target the DMT-Nexus.

9) Do you ever fear for your liberty? Or do you feel secure and safe behind a wall of bits and bytes?
How do you suppose the precautions taken in the name of safety of the members and community
would hold up against a full on assault on the Nexus by governmental agencies?
I often think about security and how this might reﬂect on the DMT-Nexus users and myself. Every
time I visit the USA I have this little fear inside of me that I would either be rejected to enter the
country or just being arrested on the spot. Until now this has never happened and I hope that one
day I will not have this fear anymore.

The precautions to protect our anonymity are quite good, but remember that this is just one layer
of protection. In the military they never think about one layer of protection: They want as many
layers as possible and as such you must see this protective layer on the DMT-Nexus as a last resort.
So make sure you have other layers as well like TOR, VPN, etc.
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10) You have given so much of your expertise, money and free time to this place. As you continue to
move through time and advance your career, how do you see your active time with the Nexus
evolving?
I hope that one day I can work full time for the DMT-Nexus, that way we can move faster with the
many projects we have. But until I win the lottery I do not see this happening soon.
11) What is your overall vision for the future of the DMT-Nexus? What can we as members do to
help make that vision a reality?

I foresee the DMT-Nexus as a site where people can learn about the safe and responsible use of
entheogens. Currently we have many projects for this like the OHT guide, the Nexian e-zine and the
Hyperspace Video Project.
Helping with this is easy: Get involved in it!

12) What is one of your funniest memories of your time on the Nexus?

That can be only one: The April fool’s joke with the ‘Elite dawgz chillout and trade area’.

It was a pleasure to make with all the mods throwing out these weird ideas that were so against
the attitude we stand for, changing the dates made it more believable and adding more fake replies
to a post helped a lot too.

Then on April 1st it was grandiose to see it play out; the confusion in people, the people who did
not want to believe it and even that one person who was “honored to be invited to this and that he
would be a great addition to our team since he was this ‘natural leader’ himself too”.
Also the fact that someone took eﬀorts to place it on many CT sites makes me chuckle each time I
think about it.
13) What is your worst new ager moment that you would never tell the rest of us?

I honestly cannot remember that such a thing ever happened to me. So that can either mean that
it did not happen or that it was so embarrassing that I suppressed it for life. Let’s hope it is not the
latter.

14) Of all the unanswered questions (what happens after death?, are there aliens out there?, what
really happens inside the event horizon of a black hole?, what awaits us in the unexplored areas of
the ocean?, etc.) which do you ﬁnd yourself thinking about most often, and why?
What is the drive of our universe? It seems we are moving towards an optimization under a given
set of physical laws (I call it ‘the will to become’). I wonder where this optimization will eventually
lead to since my mind has always been obsessed with ﬁnding optimizations and solutions.

15) So, many of us have heard talk that you do some programming while on LSD, including some of
the coding for the Nexus. How does the acid eﬀect your approach to coding? In short, what's it like?
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I often took acid on a Saturday and then thought it would be a nice idea to make this or that new
implementation on the forum. Since I am very impatient I started working on it right away.

Coding on acid is great, you have a very
intense focus and you know what you want.
You will also be able to keep those thoughts
and motivation in your mind long enough to
totally complete them.

So parts of the forum are made on up to
500mics of acid, though I cannot remember
which parts, I guess those are the good parts
that we all like.

16) Who is your favorite mathematician, and
why?

I never had any ‘hero persona’ for any discipline
image courtesy of Guyomech Daedaloops
in my whole life. For example, I never had any
posters of a favorite sports person in my room. Just posters of things like dinosaurs and constellations.
So as such I also do not have a favorite mathematician.
17) What are the things in your life that invoke meaning for you?

For me spreading knowledge, sparking interests and planting seeds for thoughts in someone’s mind
is something that gives meaning to life to me. It’s like educating the masses. I also like researching
many diﬀerent aspects of life.
18) If you could be any superhero/comic book character who and why? You can make your own up
but please state superpower/manifesto/credo.

I would be ‘Universe Entity’; my superpower would be to instantly teleport to another universe
that is exactly like ours but with only one diﬀerence: The Dutch and the English language would be
swapped. So the whole US of A would speak Dutch and the Netherlands would speak English.
I feel like I have been prepared for that my whole life.

19) Rumor has it that you were a rockstar at one time.. can you tell us about your secret rock and
roll lifestyle?

I was in a band playing the bass guitar. At least, I pretended I could play the bass guitar and we had
a lot of fun jamming. So in that regards you can say I loved to pretend to be a rockstar.
20) Is it true that you really are an alien hyperspace robot from the future? ...and is kikker just your
bufo-guzzling frog-disguised AI apprentice-in-training?
Answering that would cause a serious space/time-rupture so I hope you understand that I'd better
keep that to myself.
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