The Serpent’s Promise, or: Drugs as
Ritual Self-Sacrifice
How the Oldest Exchange of All May Have Been the Original Scam

Art by William Blake
I am reposting the article now because it seems more relevant than ever, and to do so I have first gone
through it and excised those parts (including quotes by Carlos Castaneda, Terence McKenna, and
Aleister Crowley) that no longer seem in line with my current understanding, while adding a little bit
here and there to suggest areas previously unaddressed (such as MK-ULTRA). Ideally, I would need to

rework the whole piece to bring it up to date with my current perspective, but rather than do this I have
simply cleaned it up and updated it slightly, most notably by adding more references to the ancestors–
who I now see as the key to understanding this subject, as well as to everything else about ourselves.
The premise of my argument remains the same, however, and it is this: Consciousness-altering drugs,
and most especially psychedelic substances, are a form of concentrated death.
Anyone who has smoked DMT knows why it has been called “white knuckle stuff.” One puff on a pipe
and the experiencer is thrown—in the time it takes to inhale and exhale—into another world in which
no familiar features remain. It is a world stranger and more outlandish than anything our wildest
dreams or nightmares could ever conjure. It is also a world that’s inhabited and where—most
disconcerting of all—the inhabitants are focusing their attention on us. The abyss gazes also. Smoking
DMT is like being turned inside out: not only is a vast and previously unseen aspect of reality exposed to
us, but, in that same instant, we are also exposed to it. There is no place to hide on a DMT trip, because
the universe is fiercely and unfathomably alive, and it is right under our skins. Anyone who has smoked
DMT once and knows what to expect will have to push his or her courage to the sticking place before
volunteering to say “bye-bye to Kansas” again. The main consolation for the white-knuckled DMTsmoker is the knowledge that even the most intense trip only lasts from 5 to 15 minutes. What sort of
courage would it require to smoke DMT knowing it was a one-way trip and that our consciousness was
about to be cannonballed into the Imaginal realms forever? Who would be able to hold their pipe
steady knowing that?
What follows in this article is not based on hard science or accepted facts about brain or body chemistry
or about drugs, alcohol, and what are now popularly called “entheogens.” It is a mixture of personal
experience, deductive reasoning, and something I can only describe as “received knowledge,” and the
reader is advised to add a “maybe” or “it seems to me” to the end of every sentence to counteract the
otherwise authoritative tone of the piece, necessary for clarity and succinctness. I first wrote this article
in 2011 in a period of a few hours. As I remember it, the main thrust of my argument came to me while I
was walking through a large, dry river bed in Guatemala. I was quite sober, having completely given up
smoking marijuana by then, yet whatever the catalyst might have been, I remember how thoughts
began to pour into my mind without any apparent source. They weren’t obviously distinct from my
ordinary thoughts, except that they were more lucid than usual, and at the same time, quite novel to
me. I believed at the time (or at least afterwards) that I was receiving information from “the spirits.”
Now I would prefer to say it came from the ancestors.
When I say that consciousness-altering drugs, and most especially psychedelic substances, are a form
of concentrated death, it is not meant to give a wholly negative spin to such substances. Death
regenerates life and keeps things moving forward; without it, there is no evolution, no advance.
Poetically speaking, death provides the beat of time to the dance floor of Eternity. That is why Chronos,
the Lord of Time, is depicted as the Grim Reaper. Time is the catalyst of motion added to the
“substance” of space. As “condensed death particles,” entheogens and other drugs attack the nervous
system, targeting specifically the neurons, not only of the brain but of the entire body, within which

more and more neurological systems are being discovered (such as in the heart and intestines). This
“attack” by the psychotropic molecules on our neurons is not without intent, however; so far as I can
intuit, the intent is to hijack the cells of our bodies and use them as vehicles to cross over from “death”
into “life.” By “death” I refer to the inorganic realms, where the organic realms pertain to what we know
of as “life.”
Shamanically speaking, to smoke DMT or ingest any other hallucinogen is to offer up our cells as a
sacrifice to the spirits. By such sacrifice, we are allowing our consciousness to be possessed by
mysterious and invisible agents of transformation. When we ingest a psychoactive substance, just as
when we smoke tobacco or take a stuff drink, a number of our neurons are “destroyed,” which is to say,
broken down to their basic constituents. In the moment of destruction, they become “food” for
inorganic intelligences to gain temporary substance in our organic realm of existence, via our
consciousness. There is a moment of overlap between the worlds of life and death, the temporal and
the eternal.
As part of us “dies,” it is absorbed by the spirit-intelligences residing in the plant or chemical,
intelligences which are seeking an experience of organic existence otherwise unavailable to them. (Since
plants are organic life forms, it might be more accurate to say they are seeking a different, more
sentient kind of organic experience.) In those brief moments or hours, while our neurons are being
consumed by the drug, they are still connected to our conscious selves, to the nervous system and
neural network. As a result, we get to consciously experience existence “on the other side,” through the
eyes of the spirits or ancestors; at the same time, those spirits are able to experience life through our
eyes. This form of ritual sacrifice is an ancient exchange, possibly the oldest one of all. It may even be
what the parable of the fruit of good and evil is referring to: the knowledge of death.

In Ketamine: Dreams and Realities, Karl Jansen writes, “LSD and DMT bind to serotonin receptors and
this is thought to push the start button for a cascade of events resulting in a psychedelic trip.”1 To the
extent that psychedelics bind to and thereby alter the receptor sites, the question arises: what does this
alteration of the nervous system allow us to receive? The kind of energy that is received via the altered
receptor sites, as well as the amount, would perhaps be determined not merely by what is being
ingested (the chemicals in the plant), but also by the circumstances under which it taken and—perhaps
most critically of all—the psychological make-up (and preparedness) of the person ingesting. Native
Americans doing peyote or Peruvians shamans taking ayahuasca would then be an entirely different
affair to Westerners aspiring to become master Magi or seeking congress with the divine, while having
little clue what they are doing, and little or no relationship to the plant/chemical (and residing ancestral
spirit) being ingested.
Spirits are inorganic intelligences (which may include what we call souls of the dead). Being inorganic
and/or dead, they lack access to sentient physical form. At the same time, inorganic spirits (which may
be ancestral fragments) apparently can live in organic matter, as elemental or “faery” beings are said to
live in rocks and plants and the like. It may be that these spirits seek specifically to
experience human existence, and that getting incarnate humans to ingest certain plants is one way for
them to achieve this. Whatever the case, they appear to desire not just congress with
but ingress into (and through) our consciousness, which they attain by accessing not only our neurons
(as they are “hijacked” by the psychoactive chemicals) but the entire network which those neurons are
linked up to. I estimate there are three layers of neural circuit-boards to a human being. The most
superficial is that of the brain, which is then linked up to the larger network of the nervous system,
including all the organs which store individual memories (the brain’s function being to access and
“decode” these memories), memories which make up the life and identity of the individual, or total
body. Lastly, beneath that, encompassing every atom of the body, there is the subatomic network of
the DNA, which contains our genetic code and hence the memories of the entire species. These three
levels (all of which can be found in the body) may also correspond with the physical body, the energy
body (psyche?), and the soul (or Soul) which exists outside of spacetime, but this is just a guess.
Potentially, certain psychoactive plants and chemicals can “light up” the neural network of our brains
and even our greater nervous systems. In extreme cases, such as shamanic initiation, they may even
allow us access to a genetic level of consciousness, where ancestral memories and/or “past lives” are
stored. This process is perhaps similar to splitting the atom to create a nuclear explosion: if our bodies
(like the rest of physical reality) are holographic systems, each neuron, each molecule, contains the
information of the whole network. (A blood sample will tell you something about the whole body.)
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“Receptors are biological transducers that convert energy from both external and internal environments into
electrical impulses. They may be massed together to form a sense organ, such as the eye or ear, or they may be
scattered, as are those of the skin and viscera. Receptors are connected to the central nervous system by afferent
nerve fibers. The region or area in the periphery from which a neuron within the central nervous system receives
input is called its receptive field. Receptive fields are changing and not fixed entities.”
http://www.britannica.com/EBchecked/topic/409709/human-nervous-system/75590/Receptors

When psychoactive molecules “invade” the molecules of our bodies, they crack them open and release
the information stored inside, giving us momentary awareness of the whole network: “nuclear” vision.
There’s an obvious side effect of this, however. Since accessing the information of the neural network
requires hacking into the system, psychoactive substances cause inevitable damage in the process. As a
result, the long-term effects are generally the opposite of the short-term ones. I believe that
psychoactive substances cause “ruptures” in the neural pathways of the brain and the total body
(possibly even in the DNA), as well as in the energy body or psyche. These ruptures then prevent a
spontaneous activation of the system, further on down the line. They may give us a taste of
enlightenment—our natural state of being—but the possibility of a lasting enlightenment later on is
drastically reduced. In this way, psychoactive substances, like gurus, and perhaps like occult knowledge
in general, engender spiritual addiction. As with all addictions, we need ever more powerful doses to get
“high.”

Gaia’s Secret Revenge?

There is a very clear parallel to be drawn here with the ecosystem, which of course is the source of most
if not all psychoactive substances. If the trees and other plant life of the Earth form a sort of neural
network for the planet (a scenario deftly illustrated in Alan Moore’s run of Swamp Thing comics), then
decimating the rain forests and other forms of environmental damage would be affecting more than
merely our oxygen supply. It would also be rapidly reducing the capacity of the Earth’s biosphere to

function as intended, as an information system by which the planet (like the human body) can become
fully self-aware (planetary consciousness). Ironically enough, it may be partly because of this system
shut-down that there is such a collective pull towards a “psychedelic solution.” The irony, if this is an
accurate description, is that the destruction of the ecosphere is not only a symptom but also a cause of
our increased disconnect from Nature and from our bodies. As we seek to experience our
primal/cosmic natures via the psychoactive substances which the Earth (and modern science) provides,
the imagined solution may only be compounding the problem. If so, it would be Gaia’s secret revenge,
because if the (ab)use of psychoactive substances is decimating our own individual “biospheres” and
preventing us from having full access to our natural faculties, this exactly mirrors the ways in which our
disconnection from the environment has affected the Earth’s biosphere.
Although this is a potentially controversial point of view within the entheogen and alternate perceptions
community, there is ample evidence to support it. On the one hand, we have a blockbuster such
as Avatar, which advocates environmental activism and mind expansion through psychedelics, while at
the same time feeding the military-industrial-entertainment complex that is slowly destroying the
planet and keeping the collective mind numbed out on corporate crapola like Avatar. So far, the only
explanation of this contradiction I’ve heard is that the movie is evidence of a planetary awakening! The
countless contradictions within the film—to say nothing of its corporate crappiness—belie such an
“explanation.” If a movie made by the Hollywood military-entertainment complex appears to vilify rightwing military forces as anti-environmental, while glorifying psychedelics and “back to roots” tribal
values, you can be sure the film’s backers have their reasons.
On the other hand, we need look no further than two of the leading forces in the psychedelic
revolution—Carlos Castaneda and Terrence McKenna—to glimpse the dark side of the entheogen
experience. McKenna died of a brain tumor at age fifty-three, and Castaneda died of liver cancer, aged
seventy-two. The brain and the liver are the two organs most obviously and indisputably affected by
psychoactive substances. These visionary spokesmen’s deaths underscore their messages2 and have
served to counteract, at least to a degree, their influence regarding the presumed positive value of
entheogens. Castaneda quotes don Juan Matus in one of the later books, admitting that power plants
“do untold damage to the body,” and explaining that they were only necessary because of Castaneda’s
extreme “stupidity.” A third body of evidence (probably the most persuasive) for the dubious benefits of
entheogen-use would be the countless proponents and spokespersons who claim to have been
transformed by power plants, whose rhetoric and behavior betrays an obvious lack of balance,
coherence, or sobriety. (It would seem cruel to mention any names at this point.)3
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Admittedly, Castaneda tried hard to disassociate himself from the psychedelic culture very early in his career.
“Leary critics eventually point to his close connections during this time to international LSD-smuggling cartel, the
Brotherhood of Eternal Love, rumored to be a CIA front. The Brotherhood is controlled by Ronald Stark, who the
Italian High Court later concludes has been CIA since 1960, and Brotherhood’s funds are channeled through Castle
Bank in the Bahamas, a known CIA ‘proprietary.’ For two years Leary lives at Brotherhood headquarters in Laguna
Beach, during which time Brotherhood corners the US market on LSD and distributes only one variety of the drug,
3

It will no doubt be argued that, if used properly (shamanically), entheogens such as ayahuasca, ibogaine,
and psilocybin can be used for healing, so how can they be said to harm the body? The answer is in just
what “proper” or shamanic use entails, as well as what we understand by “healing.” The
electromagnetic field or “aura” around the human body, which corresponds roughly with the neural
networks I have been describing, is where all physical illnesses originate, so it is here that any shamanic
healing via entheogens presumably occurs—if indeed it does occur. Such “soul-healing,” when effective,
could conceivably make up for any damage being done to the body by entheogens, because by sealing
up fractures or clearing out blockages in the energy body (the total psyche), by connecting to the
ancestors (which is probably the original use of these substances), the body would be able to regenerate
itself over time. Generally speaking, this does require a shaman—an experienced energetic healer—
administering the entheogens, and even taking them in the patient’s stead. Performing energetic
surgery upon our own psyches would obviously be a highly risky endeavor, not to say insane. At best,
the chances are that we will use the entheogen-induced experience of heightened awareness
to avoid areas of blockage—or to plough through them without necessary preparation—rather than
heal and integrate them. This may not result in physical sickness (at least not right away), but it will likely
lead to ego inflation, on the one hand, and dissociation and fragmentation (mild schizophrenia) on the
other. Perhaps most commonly, it will lead to a combination of both.
The idea that psychedelics are a concentrated “death substance”—a form of holistic poison—does not
contradict the idea that they can be used for healing, because this is true of all homeopathic remedies.
Dosage is key: even a little bit too much and medicine becomes poison. With psychoactive substances,
this relates not so much to the amount ingested but to the frequency of use, and, equally or perhaps
more important, to the circumstances under which they are being used. In my own case, I began
drinking alcohol and smoking tobacco regularly (about once a week) at around the age of fourteen or
fifteen (my first “tipple” was around five or six). I smoked my first hashish and tobacco joint at age
seventeen, and smoked it daily until about the age of twenty-five. After that I smoked it less and less
frequently, and by my thirties I used it more or less as a hallucinogen. My marijuana use tapered off
completely in my forties and I haven’t smoked in over five years. My use of hallucinogens spanned a
little less than twenty years, from 1987 to 2004, and during that period I probably had around a
hundred powerful experiences (quite a few of which were marijuana-induced). I would estimate,
conservatively speaking, that less than two dozen of these were “necessary” (appropriate), and that
perhaps still less were truly “shamanic,” by which I mean healing or transformative to my being. That
would render somewhere between 75% and 90% of my use of psychoactive substances gratuitous and
therefore deleterious to both my mental and physical health. Overall, I like to think that it evens out,
that the 10-25% of shamanic experiences were sufficiently transforming to compensate for the damage
“Orange Sunshine.” Stark reportedly knows a high- placed Tibetan close to the Dalai Lama and wants to provide
enough LSD to dose all Chinese troops in Tibet. In the US, meanwhile, Stark provides enough Orange Sunshine to
dose the hippie culture many times over. This is the ‘bad acid’ that Charles Manson’s followers took before
murdering Sharon Tate and that the Hell’s Angels took before stabbing to death a black man during a Rolling
Stones concert at Altamont. Because of this, William S. Burroughs, White Panther leader John Sinclair, and Ken
Kesey eventually entertain the theory that Stark, Leary, and Orange Sunshine are all part of a CIA plot to discredit
the radical left.” http://www.sunshine69.com/Sunshine__autumn.html

I did to my nervous system by over-indulging. Nonetheless, if this is true, I still have to face the fact that
I’d be more or less exactly where I am today if I had avoided psychoactive substances altogether. If I am
honest, I am pretty sure that I would be considerably better off; but of course this is ultimately
unknowable to me.
The bottom line is that I was using psychoactive substances, not simply to expand my consciousness,
but to escape the confines of a contracted consciousness. What’s the difference? Perhaps nothing save
that the latter is an honest description where the former is not. In other words, if I had been content
within the parameters of my limited consciousness, I would not have been so eager to experiment with
heightened states of awareness. So-called “consciousness expansion” becomes merely recreational
once we have attained a certain level of consciousness, a level at which we have more than enough to
integrate without stirring up still more elements of our unconscious. And integration entails coming
back down to earth to see what’s going on in our mundane awareness, something that doesn’t happen
if we keep shooting for ever-higher states of consciousness and ever more mind-expanding experiences,
via entheogens. How much does expanding our consciousness enhance our day-to-day capacity to
function in the world and relate to other people at an ordinary level? And how much are we simply
increasing our ability to talk endlessly about abstract subjects and fly off into imaginary/imaginal realms,
bringing back shiny trinkets (songs, poems, paintings, books) to show off how “evolved” our
consciousness is to the world? Be honest now.

Enlightenment: What Is It?
“Proteins are intelligent beings. They have evolved to operate in the metabolic maelstrom of a turbulent
cellular environment.”
—Christopher Miller, Nature magazine
During one of my more memorable encounters with salvia divinorum, I experienced myself as
consciousness interacting with the molecules of my eyelids. These molecules were all individual beings
which together made up a collective (my eyelids) characterized by a combination of fierce awareness, a
mischievous sense of humor, and a powerful and unmistakable expression of love and affection for me,
or whatever remained of my self-consciousness at that time as I was swallowed up in this electric
congress of molecules. I mention this as a counter perspective to one described above, in which, as the
entheogens consume our neurons, the spirits (residing in the plant and/or the smoke of the plant) ride
into our consciousness on a wave of “destruction.” An alternative way of seeing his—not necessarily at
odds with the first—is that the spirits (being non-local, quantum beings, and probably ancestral ones
too) also reside in the cells of our bodies. (In the above experience, my eyelids became my focus because
I was trying to remember not to open my eyes once I had smoked.) When the entheogen hits our
nervous system, these “spirits” are released (like nuclear energy from the atom) from that force which
holds our bodies (and everything else) into a fixed form—the bondage of matter. Perhaps, as my
molecules “died” under the influence of the salvia, their molecule-souls were flying free, dancing joyfully
over to the other side and rejoining the ancestors, taking my consciousness (temporarily) along with
them?
Atoms (and molecules, cells, neurons, and proteins) are entities. They carry an information load, which
is essentially no different from the way that we, as larger atoms, carry the memories of our lives, making
up our own “spin” or information load. And since our sense of identity comes primarily, even
exclusively, from our personal set of memories, then an atom which carries its information load can be
said, likewise, to have identity. This presents a whole new area of exploration beyond the scope of the
present article, namely: to what degree does using psychoactive substances allow our consciousness to
be possessed by foreign entities that are not “sympathetic” (in both the magical and the common sense
of the word) with our bodies and psyches? The assumption is that, since psychoactive substances come
from the Earth, they must be benevolent (i.e. compatible with our own evolution). This is a rash
assumption, since there are plenty of species indigenous to the Earth that aren’t “on our side.” Plant
spirits foster dependence, and how they interact with us may depend on how consciously and
conscientiously we relate to them, just as it does with everything else in life. In a predatory
environment, everything is food for something else, so why assume this applies any less to the realm of
consciousness—or to our interaction with those “spirits” that reside in the psychoactive substances
which we consume, eager to be possessed by God? It may even be that any kind of consciousness that
is sourced in molecules besides those of our own bodies is foreign to us, and therefore potentially
harmful; in short, that true individuation or awakening depends on accessing divine consciousness not
outside of ourselves (in plants or gurus) but within.

Referring to the ancestral model, our connection to the ancestors in there in every cell of our body: we
already are our ancestors, and it is only our fragmented state of consciousness that lets us forget this
and imagine we are separate. So if psychoactive substances (like ibogaine) can sometimes help us to
rediscover our greater ancestral being, it can only be by healing (or at least temporarily transcending)
our fragmentation. The trap in this is, if a substance can give us temporary relief from our isolation and
fragmentation, we are likely to confuse the substance with the state that’s being artificially revealed to
us, and so become dependent on the substance itself. When we drink to remember our ancestors (a
tradition common to most, if not all, cultures), as we imbibe the spirits of whiskey or gin, are we also
letting the spirits of our alcohol-dependent forefathers and foremothers possess us? This is the very
opposite of integration into the ancestral soul by becoming whole ourselves: it is perpetuation of
psychic fragmentation.
I would like to turn now to the question of life after death: the idea of the continuation of individual
consciousness after the death of the body. If we allow that there is at least some evidence to suggest
this (mostly anecdotal, but still), the next question that arises (one common to all religions) is: how
might our continued existence on the other side depend upon our actions and accomplishments while
we are alive? This is not necessarily a moral question; more likely, if it has any meaning at all, it is a
pragmatic one. It might depend, for example, as some metaphysical systems attest, upon an individual
having a fully activated (linked-up) neural system at the moment of death, a system which can then
serve as a vehicle for inorganic consciousness, once the flesh and blood vessel is no longer functional.Is
This Why the Fruit Was Forbidden?
Suppose the life of the body is a means for undifferentiated consciousness (pure energy, before form) to
experience itself as a separate entity, by entering into (or weaving into being) a “package” to contain it?
Consciousness then would have the possibility of fully integrating itself into its package, so that, like clay
inside a mold, when the form were destroyed the energy that in-formed it—having allowed itself also to
be formed by it—would retain the unique shape—the individuality—which physical experience granted
it. This idea is dramatically depicted, once again by Alan Moore, in the comic book Watchmen, when Jon
Osterman is vaporized inside a nuclear vault and his consciousness miraculously manages to weave for
itself a new physical form made of pure energy, using the memories of his former identity as a matrix.
Alan Moore also came up with a whole new origin story for Swamp Thing which was basically the same
model: Alex Holland undergoes an existential crisis when he realizes that he is not who—or what—he
thought he was, but rather a plant intelligence that has inherited Holland’s memories.

If who we think we are is dependent on a coherent set of memories, who or what we continue to be
upon death would depend on those memories retaining coherence, and not simply being copied,
without their folders, to the larger hard drive of human consciousness. The file and the folder–the body
and the soul–would somehow have to become one and the same.

Is This Why the Fruit Was Forbidden?
I am aware (as I rewrite this piece some five years after I first “channeled” it) that these are dangerous
ideas, ideas that more frequently lead to the mental madness of literalization than to real or lasting
psychological wholeness. In several of his later books, Castaneda describes the sorcerer’s primary task
as recapitulating his or her entire life, including every thought and every dream ever dreamed, in order to
creating a surrogate awareness which can then be offered up the “the Eagle” (the ruling force in the
Universe) as food. In return for this offering, this perfect replica of every single component of his or her
life, the sorcerer is allowed to keep his or her individual awareness (the Eagle’s gift). As a metaphor
taken literally, this is about as much use as a manual for flying to the Sun using only wax and feathers.
(Apparently it didn’t work too well for Castaneda.) Also relevant here are the documented “near-death
experiences” (NDEs) in which individuals undergo a full “life review” and re-experience every moment
of their existence up to the moment of (near) death. If we throw out the cultural baggage of these
beliefs, it does appear that consciousness incarnates into a body in order to gather experience, and that
this experience is then passed on, or back, to the source from which consciousness first emerged. At the
same time, the degree to which that package of energy-consciousness is able to become fully

embodied while it’s incarnate does appear to vary greatly, and this variance does seem to be the crux
of why we are here. An unexamined life is not worth living. Why? Because it leads nowhere, like words
and phrases on a page that do not connect together, like a finger without a hand, or a soul without an
ancestral line.4

The lighting up of the neural networks (all three levels) within our bodies while we are alive, the
alignment of soul, energy body, and physical body into one congruent whole, so far as I can ascertain, is
4

Taken too literally, these sorts of ideas contain within them the seeds of elitism (as does Castaneda’s work, for
that matter, and any other spiritual, religious or occult doctrine I am aware of). Taken too literally, the idea that an
unexamined life is without value is also fundamentally incorrect, because, at the end of the day, there are no
individual lives, because everything belongs to God or Life Itself. I think Socrates was addressing the possibility
that, without the essential element of awareness of each of our acts, there is no possibility of cohesion or unity to
the countless moments which make up our lives. At the moment of death, those moments are then dissipated into
infinity and return to undifferentiated energy, to be recycled as “fuel” in the ongoing movement of Spirit towards
manifestation. This is probably the source of the popular idea of reincarnation, even though the idea of
reincarnation conveniently ignores the fact that, once energy has returned to the undifferentiated state, it would
not, by definition, retain any identity. In which case, the only thing that “reincarnates” is God/the Universe. The
moments of an unexamined life remain part of the fabric of eternity, which is God’s body, and nothing is lost,
much less “damned.” But the story which they were once a part of dissolves and is gone, as if never having
existed—because as a narrative, it went nowhere in particular (or nowhere new).

what’s known in spiritual circles as “enlightenment.” It is our natural state as human beings. In
existential terms, it entails integrating our individual consciousness, the ego or personal self, with our
unconscious (the sum total of our life’s experiences, the memories of the body) and entering fully into
“the Now,” bringing all of those past moments out of the past and into the present. Enlightenment
entails living in an eternal present in which divine or transpersonal consciousness is also present, both
through us and as us. When a person dies in such a fully “activated” state—with all the individual cells
linked up to form a circuit—the entire network may then become a vehicle for Spirit—merging with the
infinite while remaining self-aware within it. Alternatively, and perhaps more accurately, if this
activation occurs in life, then the death of the body would no longer herald any significant change for
the indwelling consciousness, since it would be already linked up to, and in continuous communion
with, the ancestral realms beyond death.
Every moment is equally precious, because every moment of our lives is a link in the circuit-board of
individuated consciousness. Without each of those links functioning (which depends upon all the
moments of our lives being integrated into consciousness), the system cannot function as a system, but
only as a collection of unconnected parts. At death, the individual’s totality either fails to light up or
short-circuits and explodes in the first moment of “enlightenment.” The moments of our lives are like
“temporal molecules” which together make up our fourth-dimensional “souls,” the “building” of which
is necessary if we are to fuse with, and flow into, the spacetime continuum of eternity.
*
This speculative digression into metaphysics has been part of an attempt to understand the true
purpose—and the very real dangers—of psychedelics and other drugs (including alcohol). It’s my
opinion that the bottom line here is that, in the process of expanding consciousness, these substances
impair memory and do “untold damage to the body” (especially the liver, which is what we are until we
die: livers). I believe that when these psychoactive substances “hack into” and “hijack” the atoms,
molecules, cells and neurons, they do so for their own ends. Plants are not only sentient, but also
volitional. Why assume they have no other purpose besides serving us? It’s true that, whatever the
plants’ agenda may be, by ingesting them we gain temporary access to the greater spectrum of
molecular awareness which is our natural birthright. However, as every drug user or drinker knows, this
enhanced vision is only temporary, while the changes caused to our neural networks, nervous system,
and even our DNA, are longer-lasting, possibly even permanent (or at least, continuing beyond the
death of the body).
Drugs and alcohol induce higher conscious artificially, with no preparation of the nervous system. If
enlightenment is our natural state as humans, then these sorts of “aids” take us in the opposite
direction. They blast us into an unnatural state that at the same time closely simulates the natural one,
and hence offers the feeling of attaining “greater reality.” They also lead to the corresponding
comedown and, generally speaking, the desire to recreate that state. They are forms of self-

traumatization similar to those practiced by MK-ULTRA-like programs of abuse, designed to fragment
the psyche and so harness the energy within it. They may create a veritable übermensch of astral
capabilities, but it is only a fragment that is being empowered.
Every sperm is sacred, and every cell is vital of the functioning of the whole. What if those hijacked
neurons, mutated receptors, or ruptured cells don’t mutate, but are simply burned up on the sacrificial
altar of “expanded consciousness”? What if without them, our electromagnetic, ancestral fields wind up
like a set of Christmas tree lights with missing bulbs: one fail, all fail? Every cell of our bodies stores
information about our past, and every single moment of our lives is going to be called to the table on
that day of reckoning. In simple terms, the gains of psychoactive substances are heavily taxed. Most
experimenters, unaware of this fact, continue enjoying the gains with little or no clue as to the backtaxes that are building up. By the time they do realize it, there may be nothing left to do but declare
bankruptcy.
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