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A CURRENT NOTE

BE HERE NOW was originally distributed in pamphlet form by Lama
Foundation and was subsequently published by Lama Foundation as
this book, more than 928,300 copies of which have been distributed
by Crown Publishers to date. In the summer of 1977 Lama
Foundation decided to give the copyright and half the proceeds from
BE HERE NOW to Hanuman Foundation to further distribute the
energy generated by this book through the projects of Hanuman
Foundation. For this generous sacrifice and gesture of faith,
Hanuman Foundation would like to thank Lama Foundation.
Hanuman Foundation, instigated by Ram Dass, was incorporated
in California in 1974 as a tax-exempt non-profit corporation to
“promulgate spiritual well-being among members of the society as a
whole through education and service, by spiritual training and by
publications and recordings, and to promote the study, practice, and
teaching of spiritual knowledge.” A newsletter and catalog are sent
semi-annually describing the activities of Hanuman Foundation,
which include the Prison-Ashram Project, Dying Project, Hanuman
Tape Library, Ram Dass’ lecture tours and retreats, and other



tentative projects. If you would like to receive this newsletter please
include a first-class stamp with your name and address to Hanuman

Foundation, Box 203, 524 San Anselmo Avenue, San Anselmo, CA
94960.

JAT HANUMAN!




DR. RICHARD ALPERT, Ph.D INTO BABA RAM
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OUR-STORY

There are three stages in this journey that I have been on! The first,
the social science stage; the second, the psychedelic stage; and the
third, the yogi stage. They are summating—that is, each is
contributing to the next. It’s like the unfolding of a lotus flower.
Now, as I look back, I realize that many of the experiences that
made little sense to me at the time they occurred were prerequisites
for what was to come later. I want to share with you the parts of the
internal journey that never get written up in the mass media: I'm
not interested in the political parts of the story; I'm not interested in
what you read in the Saturday Evening Post about LSD. This is the
story of what goes on inside a human being who is undergoing all
these experiences.



SUCCESS

In 1961, the beginning of March, I was at perhaps the highest point
of my academic career. I had just returned from being a visiting
professor at the University of California at Berkeley: I had been
assured of a permanent post that was being held for me at Harvard,
if I got my publications in order. I held appointments in four
departments at Harvard—the Social Relations Department, the
Psychology Department, the Graduate School of Education, and the
Health Service (where I was a therapist); I had research contracts
with Yale and Stanford. In a worldly sense, I was making a great
income and I was a collector of possessions.

I had an apartment in Cambridge that was filled with antiques and
I gave very charming dinner parties. I had a Mercedes-Benz sedan
and a Triumph 500 CC motorcycle and a Cessna 172 airplane and
an MG sports car and a sailboat and a bicycle. I vacationed in the
Caribbean where I did scuba-diving. I was living the way a
successful bachelor professor is supposed to live in the American
world of “he who makes it.” I wasn't a genuine scholar, but I had
gone through the whole academic trip. I had gotten my Ph.D.; I
was writing books. I had research contracts. I taught courses in
Human Motivation, Freudian Theory, Child Development. But what
all this boils down to is that I was really a very good game player.



My lecture notes were the ideas of other men, subtly presented,
and my research was all within the Zeitgeist—all that which one was
supposed to research about.

In 1955 I had started doing therapy and my first therapy patient
had turned me on to pot. I had not smoked regularly after that, but
only sporadically, and I was still quite a heavy drinker. But this first
patient had friends and they had friends and all of them became my
patients. I became a “hip” therapist, for the hip community at
Stanford. When I'd go to the parties, they'd all say “Here comes the
shrink” and I would sit in the corner looking superior. In addition, I
had spent five years in psychoanalysis at a cool investment of
something like $26,000.

Before March 6th, which was the day I took Psylocybin, one of the
psychedelics, I felt something was wrong in my world, but I couldn’t
label it in any way so as to get hold of it. I felt that the theories I
was teaching in psychology didnt make it, that the psychologists
didn't really have a grasp of the human condition, and that the
theories I was teaching, which were theories of achievement and
anxiety and defense mechanisms and so on, weren't getting to the
crux of the matter.

My colleagues and I were 9 to 5 psychologists: we came to work
every day and we did our psychology, just like you would do
insurance or auto mechanics, and then at 5 we went home and were
just as neurotic as we were before we went to work. Somehow, it
seemed to me, if all of this theory were right, it should play more
intimately into my own life. I understood the requirement of being
“objective” for a scientist, but this is a most naive concept in social
sciences as we are finding out. And whatever the psychoanalysis did
(and it did many things, I'm sure) I still was a neurotic at the end of
those five years of psychoanalysis. Even my therapist thought so,
because when I stopped analysis to go to Harvard, he said, “You are



too sick to leave analysis.” Those were his final words. But because I
had been trained in Freudian theory, I knew his game well enough
to enjoy this terribly sophisticated, competitive relationship with my
analyst, and I would say to him, “Well in Freud’s 1906 paper, don't
you recall he said this, and when I'm saying this you should be
interpreting . . .” For this I was paying $20 an hour!

Something was wrong. And the something wrong was that I just
didn't know, though I kept feeling all along the way that somebody
else must know even though I didnt. The nature of life was a
mystery to me. All the stuff I was teaching was just like little
molecular bits of stuff but they didnt add up to a feeling anything
like wisdom. I was just getting more and more knowledgeable. And
I was getting very good at bouncing three knowledge balls at once.
I could sit in a doctoral exam, ask very sophisticated questions and
look terribly wise. It was a hustle.



DISSATISFACTION

Now my predicament as a social scientist was that I was not
basically a scholar. I came out of a Jewish anxiety-ridden high-
achieving tradition. Though I had been through five years of
psychoanalysis, still, every time I lectured, I would get extraordinary
diarrhea and tension. Lecturing five days a week made it quite a
complex problem to keep my stomach operating. But whatever my
motivations, they drove me so hard that despite the fact that I was a
very mediocre student (in fact, I could never get into Harvard no
matter how hard I tried, even using all my father’s political
influence) I finally found myself on the faculty of the “good”
universities.

I could study 10 hours and prepare a really good lecture on Freud
or Human Motivation, but it was all as if it were behind a wall. It
was theoretical. I theorized this or that. I espoused these ideas,
these intellectual concepts, quite apart from my own experiential
base. Although I could bring all kinds of emotional zeal to bear on
my presentation, there was a lack of validity in my guts about what
I was doing. And, to my suppressed dismay, I found that this stance
was considered acceptable by most of my colleagues who seemed,
in their attempt to become “scientific’, to think of personality in
terms of variables. Children were nothing but ambulatory variables,



and no matter how hard we tried, by the time we got to the
legitimacy of a highly operationally-defined variable, it had lost its
gut feeling. So the concepts we were working with were intellectual
fun and games, but they weren't affecting my life.

Here I was, sitting with the boys of the first team in cognitive
psychology, personality psychology, developmental psychology, and
in the midst of this I felt here were men and women who,
themselves, were not highly evolved beings. Their own lives were
not fulfilled. There was not enough human beauty, human
fulfillment, human contentment. I worked hard and the keys to the
kingdom were handed to me. I was being promised all of it. I had
felt I had got into whatever the inner circle meant: I could be
Program Chairman for Division 7 of the A.PA. and I could be on
government committees, and have grants, and travel about and sit
on doctorate committees. But there was still that horrible awareness
that I didnt know something or other which made it all fall
together. And there was a slight panic in me that I was going to
spend the next forty years not knowing, and that apparently that
was par for the course. And in off hours, we played “Go”, or poker,
and cracked old jokes. The whole thing was too empty. It was not
honest enough.

And there was some point as a professor at Stanford and Harvard
when I experienced being caught in some kind of a meaningless
game in which the students were exquisite at playing the role of
students and the faculty were exquisite at playing the role of faculty.
I would get up and say what I had read in books and they'd all write
it down and give it back as answers on exams but nothing was
happening. I felt as if I were in a sound-proof room. Not enough
was happening that mattered—that was real.

And as a therapist I felt caught in the drama of my own theories.
The research data showed that Rogerian patients ended up saying



positive statements, and Freudian patients ended up talking about
their mother because of subtle reinforcement clues—it was so
obvious. I would sit with my little notebook and when the person
would start talking about his mother, I'd make a note and it didn't
take long for the patient to realize that he got his “note” taken, he
got his pellet, every time he said certain things. And pretty soon he
would be “Freudianized”.

In the face of this feeling of malaise, I ate more, collected more
possessions, collected more appointments and positions and status,
more sexual and alcoholic orgies, and more wildness in my life.

Everytime I went to a family gathering, I was the boy who made
it. I was a Professor at Harvard and everybody stood around in awe
and listened to my every word, and all I felt was that horror that I
knew inside that I didn't know. Of course, it was all such beautiful,
gentle horror, because there was so much reward involved.

I had an empire in a place called Center for Research in
Personality: a corner office in a building I'd helped design; with two
secretaries and many graduate and undergraduate research
assistants. I had done all this in about three years. I was really
driven. Until you know a good, Jewish middleclass, upwardly
mobile, anxiety-ridden neurotic, you haven't met a real achiever!

My Judaism was a political Judaism. I came out of a tradition of
folk religion—the spirit escaped me somehow, although we did all
the Yom Kippur and Passover Services. But Dad was on the Board of
Trustees that hired and fired Rabbis, so how could I get into a
feeling with a spiritual leader if my father was hiring and firing these
guys.

Down the hall from my big empire, there was a little office. It had
been a closet and they needed an extra office, so they cleared out
the closet and put a desk in there and in that closet was Timothy
Leary. He had been bicycling around Italy, bouncing checks, and



David McClelland found him and brought him back as a creative gift
to western science. Tim and I became drinking buddies together.
Then we started to teach courses together, such as the first year
clinical course—practicum—on “Existential Transactional Behavior
Change.”

The more time I spent with Tim, the more I realized he had an
absolutely extraordinary intellect. He really knew a lot. I found him
extremely stimulating and the students found him exciting to be
around, because of his openness to new ideas and his willingness to
take wild risks in thinking.

One night when we were drinking together, we plotted a trip
across North and South America, and when I said I flew a plane, he
said, “Great, we'll fly in your plane.”

And I said, “Wonderful”, and neglected to tell him that I had only
a student license.

So I secretly set about getting a license in order to meet him on
August 1st in Cuernavaca, Mexico, where he was summering. There
we would start our journey.

At that time I was a consultant for a School Mathematics Study
Group, a mathematics program in Education at Stanford. I got my
license and an airplane on the same day and flew to Mexico the next
day in a death-defying leap. When I got there, I found that Timothy
had done some other type of flying, just about the week before.
Frank Baron, who was a psychologist at Cal, an old friend of Tim’s,
had introduced him to an anthropologist in Mexico and they had
come to know about the Tionanactyl, the flesh of the Gods, the
Magic Mushrooms of Mexico, which one obtained from Crazy
Juanna, a woman up in the mountains who ate the mushrooms all
the time. Contact was made with her and the mushrooms were
obtained.

Tim had eaten nine of these mushrooms—so many male and so



many female mushrooms—with a group of others around a
swimming pool and had had a profound experience. He said, “I
learned more in the six or seven hours of this experience than I had
learned in all my years as a psychologist.”

That is a strong statement!

When I arrived in Cuernavaca, the mushrooms were all gone, and
so was the zeal to go on a trip across South America, because what
was the sense in doing external journeying when obviously what
Timothy had been looking for was inside his own head.

So I hung out in Tepetzlan with David McClelland and his family
and in Cuernavaca with Tim and his entourage, and then flew back
to the United States with Tim and Jackie his son, and an Iguana.

And I went to be a visiting professor at Cal and Tim went back to
Harvard. And by the time I got back, Timothy had a large
psychedelic project going.

He had consulted with Aldous Huxley, who was then visiting at
M.I.T., and Aldous and Tim and a number of graduate students had
contacted Sandoz, who produced a synthetic of the magic
mushrooms called Psylocybin, and they had gotten a test batch of
this and were busy taking it and administering it. When I got back
to Cambridge in the spring, I was invited to share in this bounty.



TURNING ON

The night that was chosen turned out to be the night of the biggest
snowstorm of the year and it was to be at Tim’s home in Newton, a
few blocks from the home of my parents where I had been visiting
for dinner. I plowed through the snow, came in and we sat around
the kitchen table and there were about three or four of us and we
passed the bottle of pills and I took my 10 milligrams. That was my
preparation and my set and setting, but beyond that I trusted
Timothy. I had seen that Timothy had had a profound experience
and he was somebody with an intellect that I understood. I knew
that he was not interpersonally destructive—he might be destructive
of institutions, but not of individuals. He was a very loving person.

We took a very small dosage, (later we were using 5 or 10 times
as much) and the first part of the experience was comparable to a
strong pot-high, I'd say. A little more dramatic, a little more intense.
Clearly though something happened.

During the first part of this experience with Psylocybin, we got
into a very low-level tragicomedy type thing. Tim’s son’s dog had
been running in the snow and upon entering the warm kitchen lay
gasping and panting. To our timeless minds, his struggle for breath
continued too long and we thought he was about to expire. What
could we do? We could hardly carry the dog through a blizzard in



the early Sunday morning to the vets, some four miles away,
especially since we were all very high, and thus not sure about the
dog’s state. It seemed our concern mounted and the dog passed
into a nearby room where it appeared to collapse. We finally
decided the only path was to summon 11-year old Jackie from the
Late TV show upstairs. Since he wasn't under a chemical influence,
we would watch his interaction with the dog, rather than frighten
him with our own suspicions.

Jackie was not pleased at being disturbed by us, (merely to find
out what he was watching on TV), but the problem was quickly
solved by the dog, who, upon hearing Jackie’s voice, leapt back to
life, ready to play.

Now a few hours later I had gone off by myself to reflect upon
these new feelings and senses. A deep calm pervaded my being.
The rug crawled and the pictures smiled, all of which delighted me.
Then I saw a figure standing about 8 feet away, where a moment
before there had been none. I peered into the semi-darkness and
recognized none other than myself, in cap and gown and hood, as a
professor. It was as if that part of me, which was Harvard professor,
had separated or disassociated itself from me.

“"How interesting . . . an external hallucination,” I thought. “Well, I
worked hard to get that status but I don't really need it.” Again I
settled back into the cushions, separate now from my professorness,
but at that moment the figure changed. Again I leaned forward
straining to see. "Ah, me again.” But now it was that aspect of me
who was a social cosmopolite. "Okay, so that goes too,” I thought.
Again and again the figure changed and I recognized over there all
the different aspects I knew to be me . . . cellist, pilot, lover, and so
on. With each new presentation, I again and again reassured myself
that I didn't need that anyway.

Then I saw the figure become that in me which was Richard



Alpert-ness, that is, my basic identity that had always been Richard.
I associated the name with myself and my parents called me
Richard: “Richard, you're a bad boy.” So Richard has badness. Then
“Richard, arent you beautiful” Then Richard has beauty. Thus
develop all these aspects of self.

Sweat broke out on my forehead. I wasn't at all sure I could do
without being Richard Alpert. Did that mean I'd have amnesia? Was
that what this drug was going to do to me? Would it be permanent?
Should I call Tim? Oh, what the hell—so I'll give up being Richard
Alpert. I can always get a new social identity. At least I have my
body . . . But I spoke too soon.

As I looked down at my legs for reassurance, I could see nothing
below the kneecaps, and slowly, now to my horror, I saw the
progressive disappearance of limbs and then torso, until all I could
see with my eyes open was the couch on which I had sat. A scream
formed in my throat. I felt that I must be dying since there was
nothing in my universe that led me to believe in life after leaving the
body.

Doing without professorness or loverness, or even Richard
Alpertness, okay, but I did NEED the body.

The panic mounted, adrenalin shot through my system—my
mouth became dry, but along with this, a voice sounded inside—
inside what, I don’t know—an intimate voice asked very quietly, and
rather jocularly, it seemed to me, considering how distraught I was,
" ... but who’s minding the store?”

When I could finally focus on the question, I realized that
although everything by which I knew myself, even my body and this
life itself, was gone, still I was fully aware! Not only that, but this
aware “I” was watching the entire drama, including the panic, with
calm compassion.

Instantly, with this recognition, I felt a new kind of calmness—one



of a profundity never experienced before. I had just found that “I",
that scanning device—that point—that essence—that place beyond.
A place where “I” existed independent of social and physical
identity. That which was I was beyond Life and Death. And
something else—that “I” Knew—it really Knew. It was wise, rather
than just knowledgeable. It was a voice inside that spoke truth. I
recognized it, was one with it, and felt as if my entire life of looking
to the outside world for reassurance—David Reisman’s other-
directed being, was over. Now I need only look within to that place
where I Knew.

Fear had turned to exaltation. I ran out into the snow laughing as
the hugh flakes swirled about me. In a moment the house was lost
from view, but it was all right because inside I Knew.

Around 5 in the morning I walked back, plowing through the
snow to my parents’ home, and I thought, “Wouldn't it be nice; I'll
shovel the walk—young tribal buck shovels the walk.” So I started to
shovel the walk and my parents’ faces appeared at the upstairs
window.

“Come to bed, you idiot. Nobody shovels snow at 5 in the
morning.”

And I looked up at them and I heard the external voice I had
been listening to for 30 years, and inside me, something said, “It’s
all right to shovel snow and it's all right to be happy.”

And I looked up at them and I laughed and did a jig and went
back to shoveling snow. And they closed the windows and then I
looked up and inside they were smiling too. That was my first
experience of giving a contact high!

But also, you can see in that moment in the early morning the
seeds of the breakaway. The seeds of the ability to be able to
confront, and even disagree with, an existing institution and know
and trust that inside place that says its all right. It's something I



could never have done without anxiety until that moment—until that
day.

Now I thought at that moment, “Wow, I've got it made. I'm just a
new beautiful being—I'm just an inner self—all I'll ever need to do is
look inside and I'll know what to do and I can always trust it, and
here I'll be forever.”

But two or three days later I was talking about the whole thing in
the past tense. I was talking about how I “experienced” this thing,
because I was back being that anxiety-neurotic, in a slightly milder
form, but still, my old personality was sneaking back up on me.

Well, the next day I had to give my lecture in Social Relations
143, Human Motivation, and it presented me with a bit of a problem
because I couldn't find anywhere in the psychology teachings
anything about what had happened to me the night before.

Now, what we did at first at Harvard was to tell all of our
colleagues about this extraordinary thing that was happening to us,
and they all shared our delight, as any scientists do when a fellow
scientist finds a new avenue into the unknown. And so the first
week they listened with delight. And then at the end of the first
week we all went back into our experimental cell—the living room
by the fire and opened the bottle again and took some more
psylocybin to chart this course further. And the next week we had
shared a deeper experience and we came back and we spoke to our
colleagues. Now they couldn't hear us quite as well. It wasn't that
they were changing, it was that we were. We were developing a
language among ourselves. If Admiral Byrd and an exploratory
party are going deeper and deeper into the polar region, the things
they think about and are concerned about and are interested in
become less and less relevant to somebody living in New York City.
This was our situation.

We had the choice along the way of stopping to bring everybody



else along, or going on. But these experiences quickly became
indescribable. I'd get to a point with my colleagues when I couldnt
explain any further, because it came down to “To him who has had

the experience no explanation is necessary, to him who has not,
none is possible.” And we would feel this frustration when they'd
say “It sounds very interesting.” And we'd say, “In order to know,

you've got to try it.” And they'd say, "No, that isn't scientific. It isn't
appropriate to test your own product. You do it first on animals and
then on graduate students . . .”

So then the next week, we'd sit around on Saturday night and
say, “"What should we do?” and we all knew what we were going to
do, and we would “turn on.” We were exploring this inner realm of
consciousness that we had been theorizing about all these years and
suddenly we were traveling in and through and around it. At the
same time, of course, by the second week, it was as though we had
just been traveling in Tibet, and now, back in the school lunchroom,
who do we hang out with? We hang out with the guy with whom
we went to Tibet, because we shared this very powerful experience.

Pretty soon there were five or six of us and we were hanging out
together and our colleagues said, “"Ah ha, a cult is forming,” which
was true for us. A cult is a shared system of belief.

As to how to work with this stuff, Tim said, “We don't know what
this is about yet and there are many models, but it would be best
not to impose a model too soon, because a model that exists in the
west for these states is pathological, and the model that exists in the
primitive cultures is mystical and religious and it's better we keep
wide open . . .”

So we did what would be called a naturalistic study: we gave the
Psylocybin to maybe 200 people who were physically healthy
enough and we said, “You take it under any conditions you want
and all you've got to do is answer this questionnaire at the end, so



we'll know what happened. You do it however you want to.”

So we gave it to jazz musicians and physicists and philosophers
and ministers and junkies and graduate students and social
scientists. And at the end we had these 200 protocols and the first
analysis we did showed up very clearly that the reactions were a
function of set and setting—a function of their expectations of what
was going to happen, and the environment in which they took the
drug. If they had it in a very paranoid environment, and they were
expecting to have excitement, they tended to have paranoid
excitement. All it did was intensify one’s expectations.

However, the data also showed something else. Out of these first
few hundred, you could see that there was some kind of a step
ladder of experience. There was a kind of probablistic hierarchy of
experience, so that the most likely experience everybody had was a
heightened sensitivity to all of their five senses and speeding up of
the thought process.

Then the next type of experience that people would frequently
report was an interpersonal shift of figure and ground, where they
would look at another person and see the way in which the other
person was similar, rather than different from themselves. And it
was as if the whole western mind-training of individual differences
had been made background instead of figure, so that you'd look at
another human being and say, “Here we are.” You'd see differences
more as clothing, rather than as core stuff. This was a profound
perceptual experience for many people.

For example, we had a Negro psychiatrist, Madison Presnell,
working with us, and I had been trained to be a very liberal person
about Negroes, which meant that you didnt have feelings. It was a
phony kind of liberal thing. I went out of my way to be liberal. You
know, that very self-conscious kind of equality. And Madison and I
turned on together and I looked at Madison, and there we were, the



same human beings. It was just that he was wearing that skin and I
was wearing this skin. And it was no more or less than that. It was
that shirt and this shirt and it had no more relevance than that. And
I looked at that and suddenly there we were, whereas before I had
been so busy with my super-liberal reaction to color of skin, that I
couldn't relax enough to share this unitive place.

Then there was a still less frequent type of experience reported: a
oneness, in which subjects would say,

" ... I remember being in a dark room with another person and
one of us spoke and one of us said, "Who spoke, you or me?” It
wasn't clear from who’s mouth the words came.

And then there was a still less frequent experience where one
looked at somebody and he started to see the other person as
cellular structure or patterns of energy rather than as a person.

And finally, a few subjects (maybe 3% or something like that)
transcended all form and saw just pure energy—a homogeneous
field. It has been called the White Light.

There was research being done by the group with prisoners, to
try to change their rate of recidivism. And there were attempts with
ministers: a study was run by Walter Pankhe and a group of the
research community on Good Friday in Boston University chapel,
with twenty ministers—advanced minister-training students—ten
received psylocybin and ten a placebo. It was a double-blind study
on Good Friday in a chapel. It was absurd, because a double-blind
study was absurd. Everybody knew something was happening. It
was as if you were proving the obvious. Somebody who had taken
the placebo which made their skin crawl reacted by saying, “Well,
maybe something’s happening”, and then another minister would
stagger into the room and say, "I see God! I see God!” and it was all
too obvious in a short time who had had the psylocybin.

Now my own experiences were horrible and beautiful and I kept



working in different environments and settings and whenever
anybody that I trusted brought along some new chemical, I would
open my mouth and off I'd go. I was interested in doing this
exploring.

For example, at one point I had been in the meditation room in
the community house we had in Newton, and I was for four hours
in a state of total homogeneous light, bliss, and then I recall starting
to “come down” and this huge red wave rolled in across the room.
It looked like a cross between a William Blake (that picture of the
wave) sketch and a Hieronymous Bosch painting, and it was all my
identities, all rolling in over me. I remember holding up my hand
and saying, "NO, NO, I don't want to go back.” It was like this
heavy burden I was going to take on myself. And I realized I didn't
have the key—I didn't know the magic words, like “Abracadabra” or
“Hocus Pocus” or whatever it was going to be that would stop that
wave, and it rolled in over me and then . . . "Oh, here I am again—
Richard Alpert—what a drag!”



COMING DOWN

In these few years we had gotten over the feeling that one
experience was going to make you enlightened forever. We saw that
it wasn't going to be that simple.

And for five years I dealt with the matter of “coming down.” The
coming down matter is what led me to the next chapter of this
drama. Because after six year, I realized that no matter how
ingenious my experimental designs were, and how high I got, I
came down.

At one point I took five people and we locked ourselves in a
building for three weeks and we took 400 micrograms of LSD every
four hours. That is 2400 micrograms of LSD a day, which sounds
fancy, but after your first dose, you build a tolerance; theres a
refractory period. We finally were just drinking out of the bottle,
because it didnt seem to matter anymore. We'd just stay at a
plateau. We were very high. What happened in those three weeks in
that house, no one would ever believe, including us. And at the end
of the three weeks, we walked out of the house and within a few
days, we came down!

And it was a terribly frustrating experience, as if you came into
the kingdom of heaven and you saw how it all was and you felt
these new states of awareness, and then you got cast out again, and



after 2 or 300 times of this, began to feel an extraordinary kind of
depression set in—a very gentle depression that whatever I knew
still wasn't enough!




ENVIRONMENTAL CHANGES

Now at the same moment, there were obvious changes going on,
because that checking back, over and over again, to the inner place
inside myself, made me less and less attached to reassurance from
the environment that I was all right. So I remember the moment
when I was thrown out of Harvard. . .

There was a press conference and all of the reporters looked at
me as if I was a prizefighter who had just lost a major fight, and
was headed for oblivion, that kind of look you have for losers—real
losers! And they stood there looking at me that way. Everybody was
looking at me that way, and inside I felt, "What I'm doing is all
right.”

Everybody, parents, colleagues, public, saw it as a horrible thing;
I thought inside "I must really be crazy, now—because craziness is
where everybody agrees about something,—except you!” And yet I
felt saner than I had ever felt, so I knew this was a new kind of
craziness or perhaps a new kind of saneness. But the thing was, I
always seemed to be able to skirt the line: to keep it together. I
didn't ever DO anything quite crazy enough.

I was the guy that people would come to and say, “Look, would
you calm Tim Leary—he’s too far out. If you'll calm him and protect
him and so on.” And I'd say, “I'll help him with pleasure ‘cause he’s



that great a being.” And I'd help raise money and run the kitchen
and clean the house and raise the children. . .

Well, we realized then that what we needed to do was to create
certain kinds of environments which would allow a person, after
being into another state of consciousness, to retain a certain kind of
environmental support for new ways of looking at himself. After all,
if you see yourself as God and then you come back from this state
and somebody says, “Hey, Sam, empty the garbage!” it catches you
back into the model of "I'm Sam who empties the garbage.” You
can't maintain these new kinds of structures. It takes a while to
realize that God can empty garbage.

Now in 1962 or 3, Tim and Ralph Metzner with him (I was just
given author’s credit because I took care of the kitchen) had come
across the Tibetan Book of the Dead, which was a very close
description of a number of these experiences. This book was 2500
years old, at least, and it had been used all those years for
preparing Tibetan Lamas to die and be reincarnated. And when we
opened it, we would find descriptions of the 49 days after death
before rebirth, that were perfect descriptions of sessions we were
having with psychedelics.

How could this be? The parallel was so close. Tim rewrote the
book as a manual called “The Psychedelic Experience”, a manual for
psychological death and rebirth, arguing that this was really a
metaphor about psychological death and rebirth and not necessarily
physical death and reincarnation.

Tim had gone to India, Ralph had gone to India, Allen Ginsberg
had gone to India. I checked with everybody when they came back.
There was Tim, being Tim and there was Ralph, being Ralph, and
there was Allen, being Allen—and I realized that they had all had
lovely experiences and seen a beautiful country and so on, but they
were not finished looking for something.



And by 1966-7, I was in the same predicament. I was aware that
I didn't know enough to maintain these states of consciousness. And
I was aware that nobody else around me seemed to know enough
either. I checked with everybody I thought might know, and nobody
seemed to know.

So I wasn't very optimistic about India or psychedelics. By 1967 I
had shot my load! I had no more job as a psychologist in a
respectable establishment and I realized that we didn't know enough
about psychedelics to use them profitably.

But at that time I was still lecturing around the country on
psychedelics to such diverse groups as the Food and Drug
Administration, and the Hell’s Angels.

Then, along came a very lovely guy whom I had guided through
some psychedelic sessions, an interesting guy, who had gone to the
University of Chicago in his early teens and had taught seminars in
Chinese Economics, had started a company called Basic Systems,
which had been sold to Xerox, and now he had retired. He was
about 35 and he had retired and taken his five million dollars or
whatever he made, and was now becoming a Buddhist. He wanted
to make a journey to the east to look for holy men and he invited
me to go along. He had a Land Rover imported into Teheran and
this was my way out. What else was I going to do at this point.




So I left to go to India, and I took a bottle of LSD with me, with
the idea that I'd meet holy men along the way, and I'd give them
LSD and they'd tell me what LSD is. Maybe I'd learn the missing
clue.

We started out from Teheran, and for the next three months we
had lovely guides and a most beautiful time and we scored great
hashish in Afghanistan, and at the end of three months, I had seen
the inside of the Land Rover, I had 1300 slides, many tape
recordings of Indian music; I had drunk much bottled water, eaten
many canned goods: I was a westerner traveling in India. That’s
what was happening to me when I got to Nepal.

We had done it all. We had gone to see the Dalai Lama, and we
had gone on horseback up to Amanath Cave up in Kashmir; we had
visited Benares, and finally we ended up in Katmandu, Nepal. I
started to get extremely, extremely depressed. I'm sure part of it
was due to the hashish. But also, part of it was because I didn't see
what to do next.

I had done everything I thought I could do, and nothing new had
happened. It was turning out to be just another trip. The despair
got very heavy. We didn't know enough and I couldn't figure out
how to socialize this thing about the new states of consciousness.
And I didn't know what to do next. It wasn't like I didn't have LSD. I
had plenty of LSD, but why take it. I knew what it was going to do,
what it was going to tell me. It was going to show me that garden
again and then I was going to be cast out and that was it. And I
never could quite stay. I was addicted to the experience at first, and
then I even got tired of that. And the despair was extremely intense
at that point.

We were sitting in a hippie restaurant, called the Blue Tibetan,
and I was talking to some French hippies. . .

I had given LSD to a number of pundits around India and some



reasonably pure men:

An old Buddhist Lama said, "It gave me a headache.”

Somebody else said, “It's good, but not as good as meditation.”

Somebody else said, “Where can I get some more?”

And I got the same range of responses I'd get in America. I didn't
get any great pearl of wisdom which would make me exlain, “Oh,
that's what it is—I was waiting for something that was going to do
that thing!”

So I finally figured, “Well, it's not going to happen.” We were
about to go on to Japan and I was pretty depressed because we
were starting the return now, and what was I returning to? What
should I do now?

I decided I was going to come back and become a chauffeur. I
wanted to be a servant, and let somebody else program my
consciousness. I could read holy books while I'd wait for whoever it
was I was waiting for while they were at Bergdorf Goodman’s and
I'd just change my whole style of life around. I could just get out of
the whole drama of having to engineer my own ship for a while.
This is a funny foreshadowing, as you'll see.

The despair was extremely intense at that point. I was really quite
sad.






BHAGWAN DASS

I was in the Blue Tibetan with my friend and these other people,
and in walked this very extraordinary guy, at least extraordinary
with regard to his height. He was 67" and he had long blonde hair
and a long blonde beard. He was a Westerner, an American, and
was wearing holy clothes—a dhoti (a cloth Indian men wear instead
of pants) and so on, and when he entered, he came directly over to
our table and sat down.

Now, up until then, I had found this interesting thing that I don't
think I could have labeled until that moment. Once, when I had met
Gesha Wangyal at Freehold, N.J., I knew I was meeting a being who
“knew”, but I couldn't get to it because I wasn't ready, somehow.
We were very close—we loved each other extraordinarily, but I
hadn't been able to really absorb whatever I needed to absorb. Now
here was this young fellow and again, I had the feeling I had met
somebody who “Knew”.

I don't know how to describe this to you, except that I was deep
in my despair; I had gone through game, after game, after game,
first being a professor at Harvard, then being a psychedelic
spokesman, and still people were constantly looking into my eyes,
like "Do you know?” Just that subtle little look, and I was constantly
looking into their eyes—"Do you know?” And there we were, “Do



you?” Do you?” “Maybe he . . .” “Do you . . . ?” And there was
always that feeling that everybody was very close and we all knew
we knew, but nobody quite knew. I don’t know how to describe it,
other than that.

And I met this guy and there was no doubt in my mind. It was
just like meeting a rock. It was just solid, all the way through.
Everywhere I pressed, there he was!

We were staying in a hotel owned by the King or the Prince, or
something, because we were going first class, so we spirited this
fellow up to our suite in the Sewalti Hotel and for five days we had a
continuing seminar. We had this extraordinarily beautiful Indian
sculptor, Harish Johari, who was our guide and friend. Harish, this
fellow, Bhagwan Dass and David and I sat there and for five days
high on Peach Melbas and Hashish and Mescaline, we had a seminar
with Alexandra David Neehl’s books and Sir John Woodroffe's
Serpent Power, and so on. At the end of five days, I was still
absolutely staggered by this guy. He had started to teach me some
mantras and working with beads. When it came time to leave, to go
to Japan, I had the choice of going on to Japan on my first class
route, or going off with this guy, back into India on a temple
pilgrimage. He had no money and I had no money and it was going
to change my style of life considerably. I thought. “Well, look, I
came to India to find something and I still think this guy knows—
I'm going to follow him.”

But there was also the counter thought, “"How absurd—who’s
writing this bizarre script. Here I am—I've come half-way around
the world and I'm going to follow, through India, a 23 year old guy
from Laguna Beach, California.”

I said to Harish and to David, “Do you think I'm making a
mistake?” And Harish said, “No, he is a very high guy.” And so I
started to follow him—literally follow him.



Now, I'm suddenly barefoot. He has said, “Youre not going to
wear shoes, are you?” That sort of thing. And I've got a shoulder
bag and my dhoti and blisters on my feet and dysentery, the likes of
which you can't imagine, and all he says is, “Well, fast for a few
days.”

He's very compassionate, but no pity.

And we're sleeping on the ground, or on these wooden tables that
you get when you stop at monasteries, and my hip bones ache. I go
through an extraordinary physical breakdown, become very childlike
and he takes care of me. And we start to travel through temples—to
Baneshwar and Konarak and so on.

I see that he’s very powerful, so extraordinarily powerful—he's
got an ectara, a one-stringed instrument, and I've got a little Tibetan
drum, and we go around to the villages and people rush out and
they touch our feet because we're holy men, which is embarrassing
to me because I'm not a holy man—I'm obviously who I am—a sort
of overage hippie, western explorer, and I feel very embarrassed
when they do that and they give us food. And he plays and sings
and the Hindu people love him and revere him. And he's giving
away all my money. . .

But I'm clinging tight to my passport and my return ticket to
America, and a traveler’s check that I'll need to get me to Delhi.
Those things I'm going to hold on to. And my bottle of LSD, in case
I should find something interesting.

And during these travels he’s starting to train me in a most
interesting way. We'd be sitting somewhere and 1I'd say,

"Did I ever tell you about the time that Timand I....”

And he'd say, “Don't think about the past. Just be here now.”

Silence.

And I'd say, “"How long do you think we're going to be on this
trip?”



And he'd say, “Don't think about the future. Just be here now.”

I'd say, “You know, I really feel crumby, my hips are hurting . . .”

“Emotions are like waves. Watch them disappear in the distance
on the vast calm ocean.”

He had just sort of wiped out my whole game. That was it—that
was my whole trip—emotions, and past experiences, and future
plans. I was, after all, a great story teller.

So we were silent. There was nothing to say.

He'd say, “You eat this.” or, *"Now you sleep here.” And all the
rest of the time we sang holy songs. That was all there was to do.

Or he would teach me Asanas—Hatha Yoga postures.

But there was no conversation. I didn't know anything about his
life. He didnt know anything about my life. He wasn't the least bit
interested in all of the extraordinary dramas that I had collected . . .
He was the first person I couldn’t seduce into being interested in all
this. He just didn't care.

And vyet, I never felt so profound an intimacy with another being.
It was as if he were inside of my heart. And what started to blow
my mind was that everywhere we went, he was at home.

If we went to a Thereavaden Buddhist monastery, he would be
welcomed and suddenly he would be called Dharma Sara, a
Southern Buddhist name, and some piece of clothing he wore, I
suddenly saw was also worn by all the other monks and I realized
that he was an initiate in that scene and they’d welcome him and
he’d be in the inner temple and he knew all the chants and he was
doing them.

We'd come across some Shavites, followers of Shiva, or some of
the Swamis, and I suddenly realized that he was one of them. On
his forehead would be the appropriate tilik, or mark, and he would
be doing their chanting.

We'd meet Kargyupa lamas from Tibet and they would all



welcome him as a brother, and he knew all their stuff. He had been
in India for five years, and he was so high that everybody just
welcomed him, feeling ‘he’s obviously one of us’.

I couldn't figure out what his scene was. All I personally felt was
this tremendous pull toward Buddhism because Hinduism always
seemed a little gauche—the paintings were a little too gross—the
colors were bizarre and the whole thing was too melodramatic and
too much emotion. I was pulling toward that clean, crystal-clear
simplicity of the Southern Buddhists or the Zen Buddhists.

After about three months, I had a visa problem and we went to
Delhi, and I was still quite unsure of my new role as a holy man and
so when I got to Delhi, I took $4.00 out of my little traveler’s check
and bought a pair of pants and a shirt and a tie and took my horn-
rimmed glasses out of my shoulder bag and stuck them back on and
I became again Dr. Alpert, to go to the visa office. Dr. Alpert, who
had a grant from the Folk Art Museum of New Mexico for collecting
musical instruments and I did my whole thing.

I kept my beads in my pocket. Because I didn't feel valid in this



other role. And then the minute I got my visa fixed, he had to have
his annual visa worked over, and he had to go to a town near-by,
which we went to, and we were welcomed at this big estate and
given a holy man’s house, and food brought to us, and he said,
“You sit here. I'm going to see about my visa.”

He told me just what to do. I was just like a baby. “Eat this.” “Sit
here.” “Do this.” And I just gave up. He knew. Do you know? Il
follow you.

He spoke Hindi fluently. My Hindi was very faltering. So he could
handle it all.

We had spent a few weeks in a Chinese Buddhist monastery in
Sarnath, which was extraordinarily powerful and beautiful, and
something was happening to me but I couldnt grasp the total
nature of it at all.

There was a strange thing about him. At night he didn't seem to
sleep like I did. That is, any time I'd wake up at night, I'd look over
and he would be sitting in the lotus position. And sometimes I'd
make believe I was asleep and then open sort of a half-eye to see if
he wasn't cheating—maybe he was sleeping Now—but he was
always in the lotus posture.

Sometimes I'd see him lie down, but I would say that 80% of the
time when I would be sleeping heavily, he would be sitting in some
state or other, which he'd never describe to me. But he was not in
personal contact—I mean, there was no wave or moving around, or
nothing seemed to happen to him.

The night at that estate, I went out—I had to go to the bathroom
and I went out under the stars and the following event happened. . .

The previous January 20th, at Boston in the Peter Bent Brigham
Hospital, my mother had died of a spleen illness—the bone marrow
stopped producing blood and the spleen took over and grew very
large and they removed it and then she died. It had been a long



illness and I had been with her through the week prior to her death
and through it we had become extremely close. We had transcended
mother-child and personalities and we had come into true contact. I
spent days in the hospital just meditating. And I felt no loss when
she died. Instead there was a tremendous continuing contact with
her. And in fact, when I had been in Nepal, I had had a vision of
her one night when I was going to bed. I saw her up on the ceiling
and I was wondering whether to go to India or go on to Japan and
she had a look that was the look of “You damn fool—you're always
getting into hot water, but go ahead, and I think that’s great.” She
looked peeved-pleased. It was like there were two beings in my
mother. She was a middle class woman from Boston, who wanted
me to be absolutely responsible in the most culturally acceptable
fashion, and then there was this swinger underneath—this spiritual
being underneath who said, “—go, baby.” And I felt these two
beings in that look which supported my going back into India.

This night I'm under the stars, and I hadn't thought about her at
all since that time. I'm under the stars, urinating, and I look up and
the stars are very close because its very dark and I suddenly
experience a presence of mother, and I'm thinking about her—not
about how she died or anything about that. I just feel her presence.
It's very very powerful. And I feel great love for her and then I go
back to bed.



Of course, Bhagwan Dass is not the least interested in any of my
life, so he'd be the last person I'd talk to about my thoughts or
visions.

The next morning he says, “We've got to go to the mountains.
I've got a visa problem. We've got to go see my Guru.”

Now the term “Guru” had meant for me, in the West, a sort of
high grade teacher. There was a Life article about Allen Ginsberg
—"Guru goes to Kansas” and Allen was embarrassed and said, “I'm
not really a Guru.” And I didn't know what a Guru really was. . .

Bhagwan Dass also said we were going to borrow the Land Rover,
which had been left with this sculptor, to go to the mountains. And
I said, I didn't want to borrow the Land Rover. I'd just gotten out of
that horrible blue box and I didnt want to get back into it, and I
didn't want the responsibility. David had left it with this Indian
sculptor and he wouldn't want to loan it to us anyway. I got very
sulky. I didn't want to go see a guru—and suddenly I wanted to go
back to America in the worst way.



I thought, "What am I doing? I'm following this kid and all he is
.. ." But he says, “We've got to do this,” and so we go to the town
where the sculptor lives and within half an hour the sculptor says,
“You have to go see your Guru? Take the Land Rover!”

Well, that’s interesting.

We're in the Land Rover and he won't let me drive. So I'm sitting
there sulking. He won't let me drive and we are in the Land Rover
which I don't want to have and I'm now really in a bad mood. I've
stopped smoking hashish a few days before because I'm having all
kinds of reactions to it, and so I'm just in a very, very uptight,
negative paranoid state and all I want to do is go back to America
and suddenly I'm following this young kid who wants to drive and
all he wanted me for was to get the Land Rover and now the whole
paranoid con world fills my head. I'm full of it.

We go about 80 or 100 miles and we come to a tiny temple by
the side of the road in the foothills of the Himalayas. We're stopping
and I think we're stopping because a truck’s coming by, but when
we stop, people surround the car, which they generally do, but they
welcome him and he jumps out. And I can tell something’s going to
happen because as we go up into the hills, he’s starting to cry.

We're singing songs and tears are streaming down his face, and I
know something’s going on, but I don't know what.

We stop at this temple and he asks where the guru is and they
point up on a hill, and he goes running up this hill and they're all
following him, so delighted to see him. They all love him so much.

I get out of the car Now I'm additionally bugged because
everybody’s ignoring me. And I'm following him and hes way
ahead of me and I'm running after him barefoot up this rocky path
and I'm stumbling—by now my feet are very tough—but still his
legs are very long and I'm running and people are ignoring me and
I'm very bugged and I don't want to see the guru anyway and what



the hell—

We go around this hill so that we come to a field which does not
face on the road. It facing into a valley and there’s a little man in
his 60's or 70’ sitting with a blanket around him. And around him
are 8 or 9 Hindu people and its a beautiful tableau—clouds,
beautiful green valley, lovely, lovely place—the foothills of the
Himalayas.

And this fellow, Bhagwan Dass, comes up, runs to this man and
throws himself on the ground, full-face doing ‘dunda pranam,’ and



he’s stretched out so his face is down on the ground, full-length and
his hands are touching the feet of this man, who is sitting cross-
legged. And he’s crying and the man is patting him on the head and
I don't know what’s happening.

I'm standing on the side and thinking “I'm not going to touch his
feet. I don't have to. I'm not required to do that” And every now
and then this man looks up at me and he twinkles a little. But I'm so
uptight that I couldn’t care less. Twinkle away, man!

Then he looks up at me—he speaks in Hindi, of which I
understand maybe half, but there is a fellow who’s translating all the
time, who hangs out with him, and the Guru says to Bhagwan Dass,
“You have a picture of me?”

Bhagwan Dass nods, “Yes.”

“Give it to him,” says the man, pointing at me.

That’s very nice, I think, giving me a picture of himself, and I
smile and nod appreciatively. But I'm still not going to touch his
feet!

Then he says, “You came in a big car?” Of course thats the one
thing I'm really uptight about.

“Yeah.”
So he looks at me and he smiles and says, “You give it to me?”
I started to say, "Wha . . .” and Bhagwan Dass looks up—he’s

lying there—and he says, “Maharaji, (meaning ‘great king’), if you
want it you can have it—it's yours.”

And I said, "No—now wait a minute—you can't give away David’s
car like that. That isn't our car . . .” and this old man is laughing. In
fact, everyone is laughing . . . except me.

Then he says, “You made much money in America?”

“Ah, at last he’s feeding my ego,” I think.

So I flick through all of my years as a professor and years as a
smuggler and all my different dramas in my mind and I said,



“Yeah.”

“How much you make?”

Well, I said, at one time—and I sort of upped the figure a bit, you
know, my ego—$25,000.

So they all converted that into rupees which was practically half
the economic base of India, and everybody was terribly awed by
this figure, which was complete bragging on my part. It was phony
—I never made $25,000. And he laughed again. And he said,

“You'll buy a car like that for me?”

And I remember what went through my mind. I had come out of
a family of fund-raisers for the United Jewish Appeal, Brandeis, and
Einstein Medical School, and I had never seen hustling like this. He
doesn't even know my name and already he wants a $7,000 vehicle.

And I said, “"Well, maybe . . .” The whole thing was freaking me
so much.

And he said, “Take them away and give them food.” So we were
taken and given food—magnificent food—we were together still,
and saddhus brought us beautiful food and then we were told to
rest. Some time later we were back with the Maharaji and he said to
me, “Come here. Sit.” So I sat down and he looked at me and he
said,

“You were out under the stars last night.”

“Um-hum.”

“You were thinking about your mother.”

“Yes.” (‘Wow," I thought, ‘that’s pretty good. I never mentioned
that to anybody’.)

“She died last year.”

“Um-hum.”

“She got very big in the stomach before she died.”

...Pause..."Yes.”

He leaned back and closed his eyes and said, “Spleen. She died of



spleen.”

Well, what happened to me at that moment, I can't really put into
words. He looked at me in a certain way at that moment, and two
things happened—it seemed simultaneous. They do not seem like
cause and effect.

The first thing that happened was that my mind raced faster and
faster to try to get leverage—to get a hold on what he had just
done. I went through every super CIA paranoia I've ever had:

“Who is he?” “Who does he represent?”

“Where’s the button he pushes where the file appears?” and “Why
have they brought me here?”

None of it would jell.

It was just too impossible that this could have happened this way.
The guy I was with didn't know all that stuff, and I was a tourist in a
car, and the whole thing was just too far out. My mind went faster
and faster and faster.

Up until then I had two categories for “psychic experience.” One
was ‘they happened to somebody else and they haven't happened to
me, and they were terribly interesting and we certainly had to keep
an open mind about it” That was my social science approach. The
other one was, ‘well, man, I'm high on LSD. Who knows how it
really is? After all, under the influence of a chemical, how do I know
I'm not creating the whole thing?’ Because, in fact, I had taken
certain chemicals where I experienced the creation of total realities.
The greatest example I have of this came about through a drug
called JB 318, which I took in a room at Millbrook. I was sitting on
the 3rd floor and it seemed like nothing was happening at all. And
into the room walked a girl from the community with a pitcher of
lemonade and she said, would I like some lemonade, and I said that
would be great, and she poured the lemonade, and she poured it
and she kept pouring and the lemonade went over the side of the



glass and fell to the floor and it went across the floor and up the
wall and over the ceiling and down the wall and under my pants
which got wet and it came back up into the glass—and when it
touched the glass the glass disappeared and the lemonade
disappeared and the wetness in my pants disappeared and the girl
disappeared and I turned around to Ralph Metzner and I said,

“Ralph, the most extraordinary thing happened to me,” and Ralph
disappeared!

I was afraid to do anything but just sit. Whatever this is, its not
nothing. Just sit. Don’t move, just sit!

So I had had experiences where I had seen myself completely
create whole environments under psychedelics, and therefore I
wasn't eager to interpret these things very quickly, because I, the
observer, was, at those times, under the influence of the
psychedelics.

But neither of these categories applied in this situation, and my
mind went faster and faster and then I felt like what happens when
a computer is fed an insoluble problem; the bell rings and the red
light goes on and the machine stops. And my mind just gave up. It
burned out its circuitry . . . its zeal to have an explanation. I needed
something to get closure at the rational level and there wasn't
anything. There just wasn't a place I could hide in my head about
this.

And at the same moment, I felt this extremely violent pain in my
chest and a tremendous wrenching feeling and I started to cry. And
I cried and I cried and I cried. And I wasn't happy and I wasn't sad.
It was not that kind of crying. The only thing I could say was it felt
like I was home. Like the journey was over. Like I had finished.

Well, I cried and they finally sort of spooned me up and took me
to the home of devotee, K.K. Sah, to stay overnight. That night I
was very confused. A great feeling of lightness and confusion.



At one point in the evening I was looking in my shoulder bag and
came across the bottle of LSD.

“"Wow! I've finally met a guy who is going to Know! He will
definitely know what LSD is. I'll have to ask him. That’s what I'll do.
I'll ask him.” Then I forgot about it.

The next morning, at 8 o'clock a messenger comes. Maharaji
wants to see you immediately. We went in the Land Rover. The 3
miles to the temple. When I'm approaching him, he yells out at me,
“Have you got a question?”

And he's very impatient with all of this nonsense, and he says,
“Where's the medicine?”



I got a translation of this. He said medicine. I said, "Medicine?” I
never thought of LSD as medicine! And somebody said, he must
mean the LSD. “LSD?” He said, “Ah-cha—bring the LSD.”

So I went to the car and got the little bottle of LSD and I came
back.

“Let me see?”

So I poured it out in my hand—"What's that?”

“Thats STP . . . Thats librium and thats . . " A little of
everything. Sort of a little traveling kit.

He says, “Gives you siddhis?”

I had never heard the word “siddhi” before. So I asked for a
translation and siddhi was translated as “power.” From where I was
at in relation to these concepts, I thought he was like a little old
man, asking for power. Perhaps he was losing his vitality and
wanted Vitamin B 12. That was one thing I didn't have and I felt
terribly apologetic because I would have given him anything. If he
wanted the Land Rover, he could have it. And I said, “"Oh, no, I'm
sorry.” I really felt bad I didnt have any and put it back in the
bottle.

He looked at me and extended his hand. So I put into his hand
what’s called a “"White Lightning.” This is an LSD pill and this one
was from a special batch that had been made specially for me for
traveling. And each pill was 305 micrograms, and very pure. Very
good acid. Usually you start a man over 60, maybe with 50 to 75
micrograms, very gently, so you won't upset him. 300 of pure acid
is a very solid dose.

He looks at the pill and extends his hand further. So I put a
second pill—that's 610 micrograms—then a third pill—that’s 915
micrograms—into his palm.

That is sizeable for a first dose for anyone!

“Ah-cha.”



And he swallows them! I see them go down. There’s no doubt.
And that little scientist in me says, “This is going to be very
interesting!”

All day long I'm there, and every now and then he twinkles at me
and nothing—nothing happens! That was his answer to my
question. Now you have the data I have.



ASHTANGA YOGA

I was taken back to the temple. It was interesting. At no time was I
asked, do you want to stay? Do you want to study? Everything was
understood. There were no contracts. There were no promises.
There were no vows. There was nothing.

The next day Maharaji instructed them to take me out and buy me
clothes. They gave me a room. Nobody ever asked me for a nickel.
Nobody ever asked me to spread the word. Nobody ever did
anything. There was no commitment whatsoever required. It was all
done internally.

This guru—Maharaji—has only his blanket. You see, hes in a
place called SAHAJ SAMADHI and he’s not identified with this world
as most of us identify with it. If you didn't watch him, he'd just
disappear altogether into the jungle or leave his body, but his
devotees are always protecting him and watching him so they can
keep him around. They've got an entourage around him and people
come and bring gifts to the holy man because that’s part of the way
in which you gain holy merit in India. And money piles up, and so
they build temples, or they build schools. He will walk to a place
and there will be a saint who has lived in that place or cave and helll
say, "There will be a temple here,” and then they build a temple.
And they do all this around Maharaji. He appears to do nothing.



As an example of Maharaji’s style, I was once going through my
address book and I came to Lama Govindas name (he wrote
Foundations of Tibetan Mysticism and Way of the White Cloud) and
I thought, “Gee, I ought to go visit him. I'm here in the Himalayas
and it wouldn't be a long trip and I could go and pay my respects. I
must do that some time before I leave.”

And the next day there is a message from Maharaji saying, “You
are to go immediately to see Lama Govinda.”

Another time, I had to go to Delhi to work on my visa and I took
a bus. This was the first time after four months that they let me out



alone. They were so protective of me. I dont know what they were
afraid would happen to me, but they were always sending
somebody with me . . . They weren't giving me elopement
privileges, as they say in mental hospitals.

But they allowed me to go alone to Delhi and I took a 12 hour
bus trip. I went to Delhi and I was so high. I went through
Connaught Place. And I went through that barefoot, silent with my
chalkboard—I was silent all the time. At American Express, writing
my words it was so high that not at one moment was there even a
qualm or a doubt.

N, O

So after all day long of doing my dramas with the Health
Department and so on, it came time for lunch. I had been on this
very fierce austere diet and I had lost 60 Ibs. I was feeling great—
very light and very beautiful—but there was enough orality still left
in me to want to have a feast. I'll have a vegetarian feast, I thought.
So I went to a fancy vegetarian restaurant and I got a table over in a
corner and ordered their special deluxe vegetarian dinner, from nuts
to nuts, and I had the whole thing and the last thing they served
was vegetarian ice cream with 2 english biscuits stuck into it. And
those biscuits . . . the sweet thing has always been a big part of my
life, but I knew somehow, maybe I shouldnt be eating those.



Theyre so far out from my diet. It's not vegetables—it’s not rice.
And so I was almost secretly eating the cookies in this dark corner. I
was feeling very guilty about eating these cookies. But nobody was
watching me. And then I went to a Buddhist monastary for the night
and the next day took the bus back up to the mountain.

Two days later, we heard Maharaji was back—he had been up in
the mountains in another little village. He travels around a lot,
moves from place to place. I hadn't seen him in about a month and
a half—I didn't see much of him at all. We all went rushing to see
Maharaji and I got a bag of oranges to bring to him and I came and
took one look at him, and the oranges went flying and I started to
cry and I fell down and they were patting me. Maharaji was eating
oranges as fast as he could, manifesting through eating food the
process of taking on the karma of someone else.

Women bring him food all day long. He just opens his mouth and
they feed him and he’s taking on karma that way. And he ate eight
oranges right before my eyes. I had never seen anything like that.
And the principal of the school was feeding me oranges and I was
crying and the whole thing was very maudlin, and he pulls me by
the hair, and I look up and he says to me, “"How did you like the
biscuits?”

I'd be at my temple. And I'd think about arranging for a beautiful
lama in America to get some money, or something like that. Then
I'd go to bed and pull the covers over my head and perhaps have a
very worldly thought; I would think about what I'd do with all my
powers when I got them; perhaps a sexual thought. Then when
next I saw Maharaji he would tell me something like, “You want to
give money to a lama in America.” And I'd feel like I was such a
beautiful guy. Then suddenly I'd be horrified with the realization
that if he knew that thought, then he must know that one, too . . .
ohhhhh . . . and that one, too! Then I'd look at the ground. And



when Id finally steal a glance at him, he'd be looking at me with
such total love.

Now the impact of these experiences was very profound. As they
say in the Sikh religion—Once you realize God knows everything,
you're free. I had been through many years of psychoanalysis and
still I had managed to keep private places in my head—I wouldn't
say they were big, labeled categories, but they were certain attitudes
or feelings that were still very private. And suddenly I realized that
he knew everything that was going on in my head, all the time, and
that he still loved me. Because who we are is behind all that.

I said to Hari Dass Baba, my teacher at the time, “"Why is it that
Maharaji never tells me the bad things I think?, and he says, “It
does not help your sadhana—your spiritual work. He knows it all,
but he just does the things that help you.”
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The sculptor had said he loved Maharaji so much, we should keep
the Land Rover up there. The Land Rover was just sitting around
and so Maharaji got the Land Rover after all, for that time. And then
one day, I was told we were going on an outing up in the Himalayas
for the day. This was very exciting, because I never left my room in
the temple. Now in the temple, or around Maharaji, there were eight
or nine people. Bhagwan Dass and I were the only westerners. In
fact, at no time that I was there did I see any other westerners. This
is clearly not a western scene, and in fact, I was specifically told



when returning to the United States that I was not to mention
Maharaji's name or where he was, or anything.

The few people that have slipped by this net and figured out from
clues in my speech and their knowledge of India where he was and
have gone to see him, were thrown out immediately . . . very
summarily dismissed, which is very strange. All I can do is pass that
information on to you. I think the message is that you don't need to
go to anywhere else to find what you are seeking.

So there were eight or nine people and whenever there was a
scene, I walked last. I was the lowest man on the totem pole. They
all loved me and honored me and I was the novice, like in a karate
or judo class, where you stand at the back until you learn more. I
was always in the back and they were always teaching me.

So we went in the Land Rover. Maharaji was up in the front—
Bhagwan Dass was driving. Bhagwan Dass turned out to be very
high in this scene. He was very very highly thought of and honored.
He had started playing the sitar; he was a fantastic musician and the
Hindu people loved him. He would do bhajan—holy music—so high
they would go out on it. So Bhagwan Dass was driving and I was
way in the back of the Land Rover camper with the women and
some luggage.

And we went up into the hills and came to a place where we
stopped and were given apples, in an orchard and we looked at a
beautiful view. We stayed about 10 minutes, and then Maharaji
says, “We've got to go on.”

We got in the car, went further up the hill and came to a Forestry
camp. Some of his devotees are people in the Forestry department
so they make this available to him.

So we got to this place and there was a building waiting and a
caretaker—"0h, Maharaji, you've graced us with your presence.” He
went inside with the man that is there to take care of him or be with



him all the time—and we all sat on the lawn.”

After a little while, a message came out, “"Maharaji wants to see
you.” And I got up and went in, and sat down in front of him. He
looked at me and said,

“You make many people laugh in America?”

I said, “Yes, I like to do that.”

"Good . . . You like to feed children?”

“Yes. Sure.”

“Good.”

He asked a few more questions like that, which seemed to be nice
questions, but . . . ? Then he smiled and he reached forward and he
tapped me right on the forehead, just three times. That's all.

Then the other fellow came along and lifted me and walked me
out the door. I was completely confused. I didn't know what had
happened to me—why he had done it—what it was about.

When I walked out, the people out in the yard said that I looked
as if I were in a very high state. They said tears were streaming
down my face. But all I felt inside was confusion. I have never felt
any further understanding of it since then. I don't know what it was
all about. It was not an idle movement, because the minute that was
over, we all got back in the car and went home.

I pass that on to you. You know now, what I know about that.
Just an interesting thing. I don't know what it means, yet.

Hari Dass Baba was my teacher. I was taught by this man with a
chalkboard in the most terse way possible. I would get up early,
take my bath in the river or out of a pail with a lota (a bowl). I
would go in and do my breathing exercises, my pranayam and my
hatha yoga, meditate, study, and around 11:30 in the morning, this
man would arrive and with chalkboard he would write something
down:

“If a pickpocket meets a saint, he sees only his pockets.”



Then he'd get up and leave. Or he'd write,

“If you wear shoeleather, the whole earth is covered with leather.”

These were his ways of teaching me about how motivation affects
perception. His teaching seemed to be no teaching because he
always taught from within . . . that is, his lessons aroused in me just
affirmation . . . as if I knew it all already.

When starting to teach me about what it meant to be ‘ahimsa’ or
non-violent, and the effect on the environment around you of the
vibrations—when he started to teach me about energy and
vibrations, his opening statement was “Snakes Know Heart.” “Yogis
in jungle need not fear” Because if you're pure enough, cool it,
don't worry. But you've got to be very pure.

So his teaching was of this nature. And it was not until a number
of months later that I got hold of Vivekananda’s book “Raja Yoga”
and I realized that he had been teaching me Raja Yoga, very
systematically—an exquisite scientific system that had been
originally enunciated somewhere between 500 BC and 500 AD by
Patanjali, in a set of sutras, or phrases, and its called Ashtanga
Yoga, or 8-limbed yoga—and also known as Raja or Kingly yoga.
And this beautiful yogi was teaching me this wisdom with simple
metaphor and brief phrase.

Now, though I am a beginner on the path, I have returned to the
West for a time to work out karma or unfulfilled commitment. Part
of this commitment is to share what I have learned with those of
you who are on a similar journey. One can share a message
through telling ‘our-story’ as I have just done, or through teaching
methods of yoga, or singing, or making love. Each of us finds his
unique vehicle for sharing with others his bit of wisdom.

For me, this story is but a vehicle for sharing with you the true
message . . . the living faith in what is possible.






JAGAT GURUDEV BABA
NEEM KAROLIE MAHARAJ
MAHASAMADHI
SEPTEMBER 11-1973

Baba Ram Dass is a friend of the Lama Foundation, but we are not
affiliated in any official way. Since his most recent return to the West
from India he has been floating about on an ocean of love . . .
carried by the winds of desire of beings he can serve.
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‘EXCEPT YE BE CONVERTED

&
BECONE AS LITTLE CHILDREN

YE SHALL NOT ENTER
THE KIN%DOM (3; HEAVEN

UNLESS * YOU

START AGAIN

BECOME  THAT  TRUSTING

BEING
THE ENERGY CANT COME IN
THAT IS THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN

% THE ENERGY+#

IT IS THE SAME THING

COSMIC CONSCIOUSNESS
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LL RESIDES IN YOUR
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HERE WE ARE NOW
WE wmu THE ENTIRE DRAW
LIVES
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WITH
UNBEARABLE ! COMPASSION



THERE IS WRITING "HAPPENING'
MAYBE THATS HARD FOR YOU TO UNDERSTAND
| AWHERE BUT ‘T"AM NOT HERE.

I AM WRITING BUT *T" AM NOT WRITING
INSIDE OF ME IN THE HEART CAVE IS A
MANTRA GOING()N ’[HAT REMINDS ME

Y AM

AND EVEN A‘;l WRIT!

E, ERE T
MANTRA IS GOING ON M JUST \\A’DCH[NG WlT‘H

GREAT AWE AND WONDER

THE AWESOME DRAMA oF NATURE
UNFOLD BEFORE MY VERY EYE
BeFORE 1HAT EYE I | whic

SEES ALL AND KNOWS ALL.
AND ON
AND ON

INSIDE GOES: W
AUM MANI PADME HUM

ALWAYS BRINGING ME RIGHT TO MY HEART
WHERE | DWELL ETERNALLY.

34



WHEN YOU HAVE QUIETED YOUR MIND
ENouGH
AND TRANSCENDED YOUR EGO
ENougH
YOU CAN HEAR HOW IT REALLY IS, SO
WHEN YOU ARE WITH A CANDLEFLAME

YOU ARETHE CANDLEFLAME
AND WHEN

YOU ARE WITH ANOTHER BEING'S MIND
Y0U ARE THE OTHE R BEING'S MIND
WHEN
THERE IS A TASK T0 Do
You ARE THE TASK

THE MINDLESS QUALITY OF TOTAL INVOLVEMENT
THAT COMES ONLY WHENTHEEGO IS QUIE
AND THERE IS NO ATTACHMENT

IT IS ONLY WHEN YOU RESIDE QUIETLY
IN YOUR OWN HRIDAYAM
THAT YOU BECOME

HE OF TOTAL LIGHT
UNBEARABLE COMPASSION
- INFINITE POWER



SEE:
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BUT:
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THE GRAVITATIONAL FIELD
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TIME AND SPACE

(AS A MATRIX)
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BUT YOURESTILL ONLY SEEING HINTS
YOUVE GOT A WAY TO GO YET

GATE[GATE/PARAEGATE
PARASAMGAT]
BODHI SVAHA!
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BUT YOUSEE: THERE'S SOMETHING THAT
PULLS A PERSON TOWARD THIS JOURNEY

WAY AWAY BACK
DEEP INSIDE

IS A MEMORY

THERE IS SOMETHING

INSIDE EACH OF US
THAT COMES FROM BEHID THAT VEIL
BEHIND THE PLACE OF OUR OWN BIRTH
IT'S ASIF YOU HAVE TASTED OF SOMETHING
SUENHERE I\ 10LR PAST
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SOMEWHERE INSIDE
EVERYBODY KNOWS THAT THERE ISA PLACE
WHICH 1S TOTALLY FULFILLING
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AND WHAT KEEPS YOU FROM
SECTHAT PLACE-S2
THAT GIVES YOU THAT
TOTAL FEELING
XPERIENCE
KNOWING

OF "FULFILLMENT s

ALL OF THIS POSTURIN G@ALL OF YOUR THOUGHTS

ALL YOUR WAY OF ORGANIZING @ YOUR WORLD

ALL OF YOUR PLANS '@ ALL OF YOUR GAMES
YOUR  EXPLORING.

SOME OF US DO GO ON THIS JOURNEY
WE DIDN'T STAND UP AND SAY WE VOLUNTEER
(IT DIDN'T WORK THAT WAY AT ALL
IT'S NOT LIKE YOU HAD A CHOICE
OF VOLUNTEERING OR NOT VOLUNTEERING )
THAT ISN'T THE WAY IT WORKS.

g
S IF Yourg PMW /}‘yw'm I
LIKE THE MOTH iNTo THEGFINE
BUT YET NOBODY'S } ¢
PUSHING  YOU. NOBODY'S (@ (U/

STANDING AROUND SAYING: GET IN !
TAKE EVERY THIRD WAN! KE GOES!

IT DOESNT WORK THAT WAY EITHER.
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IT'S A LITTLE MORE LIKE THE INAGE OF A
CATERPILLAR-ENCLOSING ITSELF
INA N, INORDER TO60 THROUGH THE
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WE'RE TALKING ABOUT A METAMORPHOSIS "
WE'RE TALKING ABOUT kit bl
GOING FROM A CATERPILLAR TO BUTTERFLY
WE'RE TALKING ABOUT

HOW TO BECOME A BUTTERFLY.

[ MEAN: THE CATERPILLAR ISN'T WALKING AROUVD
SAYING: MAN [LL SOONBEA BUTTERFLY fﬁb
BECAUSE: AS LONG AS HE'S BUSY iyl

WS4 U4 BEING A CATERPILLAR
HE CAN'T BE A BUTTERFLY.

IT"S ONLY WHEN CATERPILLARNESS 1S DONE
THAT ONE STARTSTOBEA BUTTERFLY
AND THAT AGAIN IS PART OF THIS PARADOX

YOU CANNOT RIP AWAY
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THAT'S A
WELL: YOU
WHAT AM I DOING HER HARD ONE/
IP | HAVE
N0 CONTROL? YOU MEAN
I DON'T HAVE
CAN'T | SAY THIS IS ANY CHOICE?
NONSENSE ? T, CANT I SaY
YOUR LECTURE ZTHISIS INFORTANT?
CHANGED WY WHOLE L}, <\ 500 TR
NO. NOT AT ALL. THAT'S CHDICE ?

IT'S AN UNFOLD. PROCESS.
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IF YOU COULD STAND BACK FAR ENOUGH AND
WATCH THE WHOLE PROCESS YOU WOULD SEE

YOU ARE A TGTALLY
DETERMINED Bél%ﬁ

THE VERY MOMENT YOU WILL WAKE UP
IS TOTALLY DETERMINED
Huw LONG YOU WILL SLEEP
S TOTALLY DETERMINED
wm'r YOU WILL HEAR OF WHAT I SAY
IS TOTALLY DETERMINED
THERE ARE NO ACCIDENTS IN THIS BUSINESS
AT ALL, ACCIDENTS ARE JUST FROM WHERE
YOURE LOOKING. TO THE EGO, IT LOOKS LIKE
IT'S MIRACLES AND ACCIDENTS.
NO MIRACLES. NO ACCIDENTS.
IT'S JUST YOUR VANTAGE POINT THAT
YOU'RE, SORT OF-----STUCK IN.



THIS WHOLE TRIP IM T.F’\II_J(WGAK)VI‘ IS FRAUGHT

THE MOST EXQUISITE PARADOX
AS SOON AS YOU GIVE IT ALL UP
YOU CAN HAVE IT ALL

ASoRE N AT N

YOURE ONA TRIMAL TRIP THAT'S GOING TO LAST
?MAYBE WHAT? 60 —— SAY 70 MAYBE 80 YEARS
AND PULL WITH FEAR OF ITS END

TRYING TO MAKE ITS OWN ETERNITY.

WELL: IF T AM NOT SPEAKING
IF T AM NOT WHAT ‘T THOUGHT ‘T WAS
HOW ‘[‘)I!lll)‘l‘ GET ]NT]O THIS




UNDERSTANDING THE
POSSIBILITY

THERE ARE 3 WAYS IN WHICH ONE KNOWS

WHAT WE ARE TALKING ABOUT TONIGHT
ONE WAY IN WHICH YOU KNOW ABOUT IT IS
THRU DIRECT EXPERIENCE

X THRU SONE WAY OR ANOTH

‘ THRY BEINGALONE IN
k THRIEALLI
PHRU BEARING A
THRU NEARLY DYING
THRU ’I‘URN[NG

{@ THRU I\ OF Y UUR ISES
& PUSHING I’I’ BEYOND ITSELF °

GOING THRU IT YOU HAVE TOUCHEDAPLACB INSIDE
YOURSELF THAT HAS AN INTUITIVE VALIDITY
IT'S INTUITIVELY VALID. INSIDE YOU KNOW IT'S RIGHT

I'VE BEEN WITH (LITERALLY NOW) WELL OVER

100 PEOPLE WHO HAVE HAD SUCH AN EXPERIENCE

WHICH WAS POWERFUL AND VALID BUT IT WAS S0

DISCONTINUOUS WITH THEIR NORMAL CONSCIOUSNESS
THAT THEY SCREAME

N WHICH SAID

‘THAT'S ALL RIGH
YOU'VE JUST GONE CRAZY'
THAT IS,

“THE EXPERIENCE YOU'VE JUST HAD

IS THE EXPERIENCE OF PSYCHOSIS'
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U HAD IS PSYCHOTIC'

“THAT EXPER]ENCE

ME
JJEN mr-:\cs ITSEL
ME T0 YOU THR(P;}G MEREVCE

UGH YOUR INTEL
“iou MX\ HAVE REASONED & REASONED {NTIL 10U
'THE PECULIAR POSITION THAT RATIONAL, MAN
“ISIN& YOU REALIZED THAT THERE MUST:BE
~S0) HlNG\ELse ALTHOUGH YOU HAVE )

/ GS OF

{ Dﬂ% | OF THE CROSS &ST. Tnﬁm:sq AVILA!
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& <= THEN THE THIRD WAY IS
("¢ YOU TRUST THE PACT THAT

i THERE ARE ¥
~“REALIZED BEINGS
i) vy ¢ 1% \

&& THEREFORE YOU KNOW IT T0 BE'
IT'S NOT INFERENCE ANY MORE

IT'S NOT AN INTELLECTUAL PROCESS
YOU JUST ACCEPT WHAT THEY HAVE SAID

THAT'S FAITH

SEE- WE'VE GOTTEN SO SUPER-SOPHISTICATED
IN OUR EVALUATIVE MECHANISMS
THAT YOU QUESTION EVERYTHING YOU HEAR
HOW DO YOU KNOW YOU'RE NOT BEING HUSTLED ?
1 MEAN! WHAT WAS JESUS UP TO ?
WHAT'S THE GAME, MAN ?
WHAT'S HE INTO ?
& YOU ESPECIALLY FEEL PARANOID
IF YOU ARE ONE OF THE KEEPERS OF THE TABLES
IN THE TEMPLE
IF YOUARE COMMITTED TO AN EXISTING SYSTEM
WITH GREAT ATTACHMENT
WITH GREAT ATTACHMENT

SOME WAY OR OTHER
MOST OF YOU IN THIS ROOM
(MOST OF YOU,NOT ALLOF YOU) MOST OF You
HAVE SENSED THE POSSIBILITY
BUT YOUCAN'T QUITE........!
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WHATARE You GI‘!ING UP: | HOLLOW LITTLE TRlP
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BECAUSE: YouryliF LS D DIES IS
Y
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YEAH I'M GOING TODIE WO¥! DIG THAT! IM GOING
TOLIVE WOW! DIG THAT! GARBAGE Wow'!
NEW BLOSSOMS ON[THE TREE WOW!

PATTERNS
ALL PA'ITE
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S0: MY PATHER SAYS TO ME:

WERE ¥ I N IN
THIS COMPAN GKNOW YOULL
HAVE A GREA EPENDENT DECISION-
MAKING-POWEI

WHAT DO YOU WANT TO DO TODAY, MARTY?

I DON'T CARE
WHAT DO YOU WANT TO DO?

4 -
"% I REMENBER A FEW DAYS STAYING N LONDON. ¥E
1™ HAD FLED FROM COPENHAGEN WHERE WE HAD A VERY
UNFORTUNATE SCENE AT A PSYCHOLOGICAL
GONVENTION. YE WERE IN LONDON AND TIM AND BILL
S AND | WERE WALKING DOWN THE STRI
HIGH ON SOMETHING OR OTHER AND WE i
ADING DAYS COING FROV PARK TOTEA ROOW To
FARK 7O TEA ROGH AND EVERY NP AND THEN TED
HIT A CORNER AND scmi:ll)nl’ WOULD S
SUULD ¥ 0SS THE STREET XD ¥ED Shn

70 C;
RE AL B ED T T NOMENT.
SHiERE OV T STREETCORNER IN LONDOY.
NEERE ALL ST
VERY

— VERY

P e




! THAT D(NT HAVE TO HA\%MT

— NG é ﬁ
(‘/ . )JUST LET IT BE

/ /
‘m /| \
MORE / |\
wmrr's HOLDING YOU BACK? YOUR m)u:ms HUH?
YOU'VE_GOT TO GIVE THEM U
JUST EGO PLANNING

WHAT ARE YOU DOING?
PLANNING FOR THE FUTURE?

TS ALL RlGHT NOW

NO
ARE_YOU GOING TO
BE HERE
R NOT?
ITS AS SIMPLE AS
THAT!

B2



BUT I'M SO YOUNG!
I HAVE SO MANY THINGS T0 DO YET!

WELL! THAT'LL SURE KEEP YOU FROM
BEING HERE&NOW

LIFE IS PASSING ME BW

HMMMMMM

BUT _}P 1 LIVE .égs&rw ér;%%ow

P ’I‘HE ’I‘ELEPHONE RINGS?
WELL: THE HE| F
THAT T}IE’I‘E%%N |s RI GlNcﬂc o
PICKIT UP !
WELL: WHAT IF SOMEBODY WA
MAKE AN APPOINT NT ) S‘.NETESM
3 WEEKS FROM N
wnrrE IT DOWN. THAT'S HERE&NOW
WELL, WHAT HAPPENS3 WEEKS FROM NOW
3 NOW THERE'S
ARTREMERY T EN: TS HERE & NOW
WHEN YOUR CHILD COMES DOWN THE STAIRS

™i¢® FIRST MOMENT 6™
BUDDHA MEETING BUDDHA
OVER TOAST

OVER MILK
OVER MU TEA

RIGHT N OW!

IF IT'S NOT GOOD ENUE MAN, IT'S NOT GOOD ENUF
323



NOW: ABOUT FIVE YEARS AGO I'MLIVING IN
THIS COMMUNITY IN CALIFORNIA, WITH
AVERY VERY BEAUTIFUL HIGH BEING,
STEVE DURKEE, A VISIONARY ARTIST:
AVERY BEAUTIFULGUY, HIS WIFE
AND CHILD; AND I'D HAVE A DAY OFF.
%, IT WOULD BE SATURDAY AND WED GO
2\T0 THE STORE, THE DOG, THE BABIES
WE'ICl R%Iéhgﬂ INTO THE \UUMGEAGEN
2y v ICROBUS.  THERE'D BE JANE,
=S\ THE GAL | WAS LIVING WITH, AND
S HER BABY AND ME AND STEVE AND
/ BARBARA, AND THE
WHOLE SCENE,
>, GOING SHOPPING:

e—ﬁ\'/

S
=

\

WWWAAAAAAAAAAAAAAMAAAMAAAAAMWW GGy
& WED GET TO THE DOOR AND DAKOTA (COBY)
= . STEVE'S DAUGHTER WOULD START TO CRY
= WELLNOW-WE GOTTA GET TO THE STORE-
3 [ HAVE SATURDAY MORNINGS FREE AND
ZSATURDAYSWE SHOP- ALL RIGHT COBY. COOL IT!

COBY DOESNTCOOL IT-  SHE CRIES.

3
(=
Z
E
g 35
WY YYYRVYVY VLY

, COBY DOESNT

LIKE THAT.

EEGuuGUYEE'
=

LET'S GO/ COME ONY
ARE WE GOING=
ORAREN'T WE?

=

%

WHAT'S WRONG, 2 ES JusT i
COBY ¥ \‘%’vmu BEING A'Rip. &
VAVYLIN VHO YU OMVM MM M 4 T2V o

WAAAAAAAA



o0 THIS ABSng
L0\ STOP AN
SRS e
4 &
Ly O
LS powna NS
Ly é’gt’; This uﬂgﬁs QU
L OURSE G
%Y Svouip Stop o

THEN WED GO TO THE S'Ri[fg

AND STEVE TAUGHT ME THAT :

IF YOUGET SO EFFICIENT......
IFYOUVE GOT TO TURN OFF ALL THE
VIBRATIONS OF THE SCENE...
BECAUSE YOURE SO BUSY
ABOUT THE FUTURE
OR THE PAST
ORTIME HAS CAUGHT YOU.

#25



YOU FINALLY UNDERSTAND
THE_MESSAGE YOU COMMUINICATE

IT MS J\UTHIM} TODO W l.gJK
ON THE MUSCULATURE OP YOUR FA(

ITS MUCH DEEPER THAN THAT
MUCH DEEPER!

ITS THE VIBRATIONS
THAT EMANATE FROM YOU!

&
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