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INTRODUCTION TO THE
NEW EDITION

Henry Karel Puharić, better known as Andrija (Croatian for “Andrew”) Puharich, is perhaps best remembered as the man who introduced Israeli psychic Uri Geller to the world. But long before Puharich was documenting Geller’s knack for E.T. contact, mind reading, and spoon bending, Puharich was working as a medical officer for the United States government. It was in 1954, while stationed at the Army Chemical Center in Edgewood, Maryland, when an ancient, visionary substance presaging future things to come landed luckily and unexpectedly in his lap. On June 17, a strange event involving a Dutch sculptor and telepath named Harry Stone was casually brought to Puharich’s attention. The previous night (June 16), American heiress and member of the Astor family Ava Alice Pleydell-Bouverie was hosting a dinner party at her home on East 61st Street in New York City, at which Harry Stone was present. Thinking that as an artist, Stone would be interested in the piece, the quinquagenarian socialite handed the young sculptor a gold pendant—jewelry that had allegedly belonged to Tiye, the Great Royal Wife of Amenhotep III, mother of Akhenaten, and grandmother of Tutankhamun. However, rather than offering a comment on the artifact, as soon as Bouverie had handed him the piece, Stone immediately “trembled all over, got a crazy staring look in his eye, staggered around the room a bit, and fell into a chair,” apparently in a state of somnambulistic trance—at which point he requested a pencil and some paper. In addition to a number of what appeared to be ancient Egyptian hieroglyphs, Stone proceeded to draw what can only be described as an anatomically correct fruiting body of the infamous, intoxicating mycorrhizal mushroom Amanita muscaria, aka fly agaric. As he sketched, he spoke:

TEHUTI AKH. NESI NESU KHUTA NEFERT KUFA ANKH KHUT. PTAH KHUFU. PTAH KATU. EN KATU. [ . . . ] There is a cream to take people out of themselves when they couldn’t bear their pain. The same way (be very careful) as a plant I see here. It grows here and works the same way. [ . . . ] The spots are white. The plant is yellow. Take the skins off its neck, and the white spots too, they will work the same way. The ointment is to be rubbed in the skull on the joints for trance. If dose is too much you can get in trance and may never wake up. You are so changed in body that you can’t get back. Be very careful. Start out with very little and work up. Find what you can stand.

While the intoxicating properties of A. muscaria have been known since at least 1730 with the initial publication of Johan von Strahlenberg’s book An Historical and Geographical Description of the North and Eastern Parts of Europe and Asia, Particularly of Russia, Siberia, and Tartary—a text concerning a region where the concept of shamanic flight is commonplace—Stone’s communication marks the first time that the motif of soul flight was ever directly associated with the fly agaric (or any other) mushroom. Moreover, the connection signals the beginnings of a long trend in historical, anthropological, mycological, and botanical research that seeks to explain magical and mystical tropes in terms of the use of psychedelic drugs. Perhaps more significantly, unlike later arguments for the use of such substances in magico-religious settings that relied heavily upon solid evidence, sound deduction, and logical reasoning, Stone’s transmission instead depended solely upon an apparent act of entranced channeling—and that from an alleged four-thousand-six-hundred-year-old high-born Egyptian. To say that Puharich had stumbled upon an interesting area of research would be putting it lightly. His interest was piqued.

Turning his attention to the hieroglyphic symbols, Puharich enlisted a medical associate with a degree in Egyptology in an attempt to determine whether or not Stone’s speech and sketches were legitimate. Not only was his colleague able to successfully translate the message, but he noted that many of the symbols employed represented rather archaic glyphs that, having been dropped shortly after the time of the early dynasties, were rarely used in Egyptian writing. “As far as I know,” the translator remarked, “there are only a few scholars in the United States who are expert in this particular period of Egyptian history, so-called ‘Old Kingdom.’” Among the symbols present were the untranslated phrases “EN KATU” and “ANKH”—words that had appeared in the seemingly nonsensical speech at the very beginning of Stone’s trance episode. Furthermore, among the translated hieroglyphs and utterances were what appeared to be references to the mushroom itself: “The King [or sovereign] speaks of the beautiful sacred plant,” “a plant with a red crown.”

For all of its consistency, one aspect of Stone’s message warrants at least some comment—namely, the discrepancy between the two colors cited in connection with the mushroom: yellow and red. “In Europe and the Far East the Amanita muscaria was red with white spots,” Puharich observes later in the text, “and in the eastern part of North America it was yellow to golden with whitish spots.” Notably, the yellow Amanitas are specifically cited by the source of the communication in reference to the one that “grows here,” that is, in the northeastern United States. Later in Puharich’s escapade, a transmission is received that instructs the team not only on when the fungus grows in their region (“July”) but they’re actually told where it can be found (“right here in Glen Cove . . . in the woods . . . under oaks . . . on the coast . . . on the Penobscot Bay side [of the peninsula] . . . near the . . . south end of the road”). And, when they did successfully locate a specimen, that’s precisely when and where it was found. I don’t want to spoil all the developments in Puharich’s plot, however. So, I’ll leave the remainder of these terrific twists for readers to discover in their own time.

Puharich’s landmark study would go on to influence a number of significant publications concerning the possible role of A. muscaria in the various mystery traditions of the ancient world, from ancient Egypt to archaic Greece to Rome in Late Antiquity to Vedic India—all the way up to western Europe in the Middle Ages and Renaissance and even to the pre-Colonial Americas. Indeed, few and far between are the locations where one researcher or another has failed to find at least some evidence for what is interpreted to be A. muscaria use within magico-religious contexts. The most notable of these subsequent studies include: Soma: Divine Mushroom of Immortality (1968) by R. Gordon Wasson; The Sacred Mushroom and the Cross (1970) by John M. Allegro; Persephone’s Quest: Entheogens and the Origins of Religion (1986) by R. Gordon Wasson, Stella Kramrisch, Jonathan Ott, and Carl A. P. Ruck; Strange Fruit: Alchemy and Religion: The Hidden Truth (1995) by Clark Heinrich; The Apples of Apollo: Pagan and Christian Mysteries of the Eucharist (2000) by Carl A. P. Ruck, Blaise Daniel Staples, and Clark Heinrich; and Sacred Mushrooms of the Goddess: Secrets of Eleusis (2006) by Carl A. P. Ruck. To the present day, similar studies continue to emerge that pick up on the toadstool trail originally blazed by Andrija Puharich. And, if the scope of the available literature on the subject is any indication, we can expect future studies to chronically spring up like mushrooms.

P. D. NEWMAN
TUPELO, MISSISSIPPI

P. D. NEWMAN has been immersed in the study and practice of alchemy, hermetism, and theurgy for more than two decades. A member of both the Masonic Fraternity and the Society of Rosicrucians, he lectures internationally and has published articles in many esoteric journals, including The Scottish Rite Journal, Knights Templar Magazine, and Ad Lucem. He is the author of Angels in Vermilion: The Philosophers’ Stone from Dee to DMT, Alchemically Stoned: The Psychedelic Secret of Freemasonry, Tripping the Trail of Ghosts: Psychedelics and the Afterlife Journey in Native American Mound Cultures, and Theurgy: Theory and Practice— The Mysteries of the Ascent to the Divine.
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ANDRIJA PUHARICH

1959


chapter I

THERE is an old saying that the best stories are never told. And for several years I kept silent about a story that I participated in to some extent. I felt this way because it was an adventure of the mind that came to me, and, as such, it had a highly private and personal meaning. But gradually I realized that it was not so private and personal as I read books published on different aspects of the same experience.

My experience grew out of observations on a young man who spontaneously went into a deep sleep and then began to speak and write in the ancient Egyptian language. In recording his words and actions there was always the gnawing question as to whether I was observing an elaborate delusion, or witnessing a subtle manifestation of a reality far beyond the boundaries of common-sense experience. While recording this case for three years there came to my attention a number of works, each of which echoed a part of my observations on this young man.

In England there was published the case history of a woman who spoke ancient Egyptian in the trance state over a period of six years.1 Morey Bernstein published his observations of a hypnotized subject speaking of the memories of a life prior to her date of birth.2 Each of these published works brought to the attention of the public highly controversial findings, all of which were present in my observations. I admired the courage of these authors and, inspired by their example, finally decided to bring to the public the facts that I had observed.

My experience began when I was on duty with the Army of the United States as a medical officer during the years 1953 to 1955 and was stationed at the Army Chemical Center, Edgewood, Maryland. It all began rather abruptly June 17, 1954, when I looked up from my desk to see Sergeant Cairico stop smartly in the doorway.

“Sir, there’s a long distance call for you, a Mrs. Bouverie. Will you take it in the other office?”

“Yes, Cairico.” I put off my next patient and walked down the corridor. Alice Bouverie was a trustee of a research foundation in Maine where I had been employed before entering the Army. I wondered why she would be calling me now.

“Hello, Captain Puharich speaking.”

“Hello, hello, Andrija. I’m so sorry to disturb you during clinic hours, but I simply had to pass this piece of news on to you or burst.”

“No disturbance at all, Alice. It is a pleasure to hear your voice after all this clinic clamor.”

“Do you remember that Dutch sculptor I introduced you to several months ago in New York?”

“Yes, vaguely. The one who is supposed to be able to describe a hidden picture across a room when he is blindfolded?”

“Yes, that is the man. Well, he and Betty were here last night for dinner. Being a sculptor I thought he’d be interested in some of my pieces. He liked the Nadelman and the Henry Moore, but that’s about all. So I thought I’d show him some of the older things and fetched out the Egyptian jewelry. I have a gold pendant3 that belonged to Queen Tiy—at least Sir Wallis Budge at the British Museum told my mother-in-law that Tiy’s name was on it, and that it probably was her personal property. Well, I had no sooner handed it to him than he trembled all over, got a crazy staring look in his eye, staggered around the room a bit, and then fell into a chair. I was petrified and really thought he was having an epileptic fit. Betty said that she had never seen Harry like this before. I rushed to get some water while Betty held him up. When I got back he was sitting rigidly upright in the chair and staring wildly into the distance. He didn’t seem to see us at all but was watching something we couldn’t see.”

“Sounds as though he was in a trance, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, that’s what it turned out to be, but at that moment I had no idea what was going on. It probably wouldn’t alarm a doctor like you, but I had never seen anyone go into a trance before.”

“Well, what happened to make you believe that this was really a trance?”

“He just sat staring into nowhere for about five minutes. Then he jumped up and clutched my hand sort of desperately. I must say, it was awkward and embarrassing, especially because of the way he kept staring into my eyes. I have never seen such fanatically blue eyes in my life. He kept saying, ‘Don’t you remember me, don’t you remember me?’ over and over. And I kept saying over and over, ‘Of course, Harry, I remember you.’ But this made no impression on him. Then he began to speak quite clearly in English about his upbringing. I didn’t realize that there was anything extraordinary about what he was saying until he asked for a paper and pencil and began to draw Egyptian hieroglyphs. I’m sure they were hieroglyphs, even though I don’t know a word of Egyptian. This finally made me realize that he was in a somnambulistic state. Then he started to tell me about some drug that would stimulate one’s psychic faculties. That is why I called you, because you’re the only person I know who might be able to make sense out of what Harry said. I’d like to know what this is all about.”

“Well, it sounds interesting. Why don’t you send me a transcript of what he said, and I’ll give you my opinion.”

“Fortunately, we took notes. I’ll send it special delivery right away. Good-by, and I’ll let you get back to your patients.”

“Good-by. You’ll hear from me as soon as I have something to report.”

I walked down the corridor to my office where Colonel Blalock’s wife was waiting. My mind was preoccupied with the telephone conversation as I sat down. I scarcely heard Mrs. Blalock as she said:

“Doctor, as I was saying on the telephone this morning, this pain in my back catches me at the most unexpected times and lasts for hours once it starts. And what worries me is that the pain goes around my left side and I feel a pain near my heart also. But Dr. Hopkins took an electrocardiogram a few days ago and says that my heart is O.K. So if it isn’t my heart, what is it?”

“Oh yes, Mrs. Blalock. Nurse, will you take Mrs. Blalock into the examining room? I want to examine her chest.”

“Yes, Doctor. Come with me, Mrs. Blalock.”

While waiting for the preparation to be completed my mind wandered back to the telephone call. It was odd that I should get such a call in the light of what had happened a few weeks before. Colonel Nolton,4 Chief of the Army Medical Laboratories of the Chemical Corps had invited me to his office one day. In a most roundabout way he had quizzed me about my experience with mind readers and such people who could get verifiable intelligence in the absence of any known mechanism to account for it.

Now I knew that this was neither a casual nor a fortuitous quizzing. This was only the most recent of a long series of conversations which had started prior to my entry into the Army. The first such conversation had started in August of 1952 at the Round Table Laboratory in Glen Cove, Maine. A friend of mine, an army colonel, who was Chief of the Research Section of the Office of the Chief of Psychological Warfare, had dropped in to say hello. He expressed a rather normal sort of curiosity about my investigations of extrasensory perception and was quite interested in a device which we had been developing in order to increase the power of extrasensory perception. He asked me if it really worked. I told him that I didn’t know yet and that I wouldn’t for a couple of months, until our statistical analysis of the results of the experiment was completed. The colonel then surprised me by saying that if we found any positive results to be sure to let him know, as the Army was definitely not disinterested in this kind of work.

It was November 1952 before the statistical analysis of the telepathy experiment was completed. The results showed that extrasensory perception was increased in the Faraday Cage5 device by a healthy margin over those scores obtained under ordinary room conditions. This, to me at least, was an exciting finding, as it represented the culmination of two years of experimentation. My enthusiasm led me to send the results to my colonel friend in the Army. He invited me to give a report on this work at the Pentagon. On November 24, 1952, I made such a report before a meeting of the Research Branch of the Office of the Chief of Psychological Warfare. As far as I could tell at the time my report evoked little interest in this group. (However, I found out much later, after I was in the Army, that I had been requested for active duty in the Army on November 25, 1952.) On December 6, 1952, I received one of those well-known greeting cards from my draft board, took a physical examination, and was inducted into the Army on February 26, 1953.

This induction into the Army had some amusing features. I had had a medical discharge from the Army as a first lieutenant in 1948, and it seemed highly improbable that I would ever see military service again. When I saw that the draft board was serious about getting me into the Army again, I went through the mechanics of applying for a new commission in the Medical Corps about three weeks before my impending induction. The day of induction arrived and I was still without a commission. I called up the head of my draft board and asked him what I was to do. Captain Bard told me to go ahead and report to the induction center and all would be taken care of there.

At the induction center I was whirled through the processing line, and found myself raising my right hand to be sworn in as a private. I objected to this irregularity, but no one would listen to me, even though I was well over the regular draft age. So I bowed to the machinery of the State and found myself a private E-2, of which there is no nobler, nor much lower, at Fort Devens, Massachusetts. I was quite an old man among my fellow inductees, all of whom were in their pimply teens or early twenties. For two days I tried to get the ear of the highest-ranking noncom available to me, one Corporal Blankenberg.

“Corporal,” I said, “I’m a doctor and do not belong here. I was once a private in World War II and was an officer as late as 1948.”

He looked me over as just one more wise guy and said, “Oh, so yer a docter, hah? I got just the job for you! See dem latrines? Well, we want dem nice and sanitary, and you’re in charge!”

My friends on the “outside” finally got the ear of the camp commandant after four days, and a colonel appeared at our barracks to inspect this puzzling medical private. After some apologies, he invited me to ride with him in his car to headquarters. As I got into the colonel’s car, my fellow inductees all cheered, while Corporal Blankenberg spluttered in rage. The camp adjutant hastily swore me in as a captain and I was ordered off to the Medical Field Service School at San Antonio, Texas. There was just one catch. My commission had not been activated, and so I was still a private.

On my way to San Antonio I stopped off in Washington to see my Army friends at the Pentagon. They were quite amused at my adventures as a private but told me not to worry, since they wanted to use me in my own “field of research.” Thinking that this was some sort of Army game that I had best not question, I placidly went off to Texas. However, the game went on, and I remained a private for another thirty days. I was assigned to a class of some two hundred medical officers ranging in rank from first lieutenant to lieutenant-colonel. As a private I aroused great curiosity. My fellow draftees and enlisted men thought I was sent to spy on them because I attended the officers’ class. My fellow officers thought I was spying on them because I was a private. Besides, the Korean War was raging full, and everyone was jittery and uncertain as to where he would be sent. So I got no sympathy from anyone, and the Army maintained a stony silence as to why I should remain an enlisted man.

During my first week in San Antonio, I was invited by the commandant of the Air Force Aviation School of Medicine to give a lecture on extrasensory perception. I accepted, but this threw both the local Army and the Air Force commands into quite a tizzy. Finally the two opposing generals agreed to let me, as a private, give this lecture for a group of officers and civilian scientists. Prior to my induction I had given the same lecture in February 1953 at the Pentagon for the Advisory Group on Psychological Warfare and Unconventional Warfare, Department of Defense. I suppose that word had come from Washington to the Air Force Aviation School to request a repeat lecture. Because of the Army and the Air Force interest in this subject, I requested a duty assignment which would allow me to continue my research. I got some whispered assurance to this effect.

My commission was finally activated and I became a gentleman once more. My duty assignment was to the Army Chemical Center in Maryland, which was the hub of quite a bit of psychological, neurophysiological, and chemical research. On the basis of assurances by high-ranking officers I fully expected to be assigned to a research job, since this constituted the bulk of my professional experience. But I found yet another obstacle. I did not have a security clearance. And this would take some time because one senator from Wisconsin had done a good job of paralyzing the judgment of clearance officers, and everyone was playing it safe in those days in the military.

I became the Chief, Outpatient Department, of the base dispensary. All the Army interest in my research work had vanished and I remained just plain “Doc” for the next six months. Because I was inclined to be conscientious I acquired a reputation as the doctor to see when one was ill, and this kept me more than busy, leaving no spare time for my research interests.

However, in November of 1953 my colonel friend in the Pentagon called me up one day and said that a way had been worked out whereby the Army could sponsor my researches into extrasensory perception. This was to be arranged through a university which would act as a blind for the Army interest in this forbidden subject. After several months of negotiation all this, too, came to naught. Therefore, I was more than surprised to have the subject reopened by a responsible officer, Colonel Nolton, on my own post, however circuitous and indirect the approach may have been. I told him that in my opinion extrasensory perception was a reality, and that it could be proven in people with exceptional talent. I pointed out that there was also evidence to the effect that the talent was widely diffused throughout a normal population, and that it was probable that everyone has some of it sporadically.

“Well, if this is true,” he persisted, “isn’t it possible to find some drug that will bring out this latent ability so that normal people could turn this thing on and off at will?”

“It would be nice to have such a drug,” I replied, “because then the research problems of parapsychology would be half solved. You see, the main problem in extrasensory-perception research is that we never know, even in a person of great talent, when this mysterious faculty will manifest itself. So we just sit around like a fisherman in a boat who puts his hand into the water every once in a while, hoping that a fish will swim into his grasp. There have been some reports of primitive peoples using such drugs extracted from plants, but I have never heard of one that worked when tested in the laboratory.”

“Well, if you ever find a drug that works let me know, because this kind of thing would solve a lot of the problems connected with Intelligence.” This was the parting word of the colonel as the conversation ended.

“Doctor, the patient is ready.”

I examined Mrs. Blalock very carefully and found that she had one of the small muscles in the back near the spinal column in severe spasm. I could find no other cause for her pain. After checking with her previously taken X rays and other laboratory work, I decided that the muscle spasm was probably the cause of the pain. I explained this to her and asked permission to infiltrate the muscle with some novocain. I couldn’t promise immediate relief but suggested that if this was the cause of the pain she would indeed get relief. She hopefully consented to this trial nerve and muscle block. With the injection of three c.c. of novocain she cried out in exultation.

“Doctor, it’s miraculous! The pain is gone, including the pain near my heart. All you did was use that needle on my back, and it didn’t even hurt.”

I was pleased with this result, because these cases didn’t always respond so quickly.

“Please return tomorrow, and I’ll check the condition again.”

“Thank you again, Dr. Puharich. It sure is a wonderful relief. I pray that it doesn’t come on again.”

As the day passed and I saw patient after patient, the telephone call of the morning faded from my thoughts. At 5:00 P.M. I checked out of the clinic and picked up my wife and three daughters to go swimming. It was one of those hot and muggy June days in Maryland, and fortunately the post had a refreshing swimming pool. We had several hours of noisy splashing in the pool and then had dinner at a drive-in, which the children considered the greatest of treats. By nine o’clock we were back on the post in our apartment. The children had just quieted down in bed when the doorbell rang. It was a postman with a special-delivery letter.

“Who is the letter from, dear?” asked Jinny.

“Oh, I forgot to tell you. Alice called me up from New York this morning in great excitement, because she thinks she has discovered a new sensitive.”6

“Who is the sensitive, and what does he or she do?”

“I don’t really know what the sensitive does, if sensitivity it be. He is a young sculptor that I met at Alice’s several months ago. You know how she collects people, and this was just one of a number of people. She told me that he could tell you what was on a photo if it was hidden across the room and he was blindfolded. He did this for several people that day, and I must say his descriptions were rather vague, although one of them was rather intriguing. I guess he may have some telepathic ability, but I’ve seen better. Anyway this is a report of what happened last night, and Alice asked me to evaluate it because she feels it may be of interest.”

Jinny went back to cleaning up the living room mess that the children had left, and I sat down in the easy chair to read over the material from Alice. This is what I read:

Dear Andrija,

Here are the notes I took as best I could of what Harry said last night. I hope you can make some sense out of it.

Yours,   

ALICE BOUVERIE

June 16, 1954, 219 East 61st Street, New York City

1. “There are also those leaves for treating legs. You7 wanted to use the mold from wood, but hand far better for softening and shaping. There is a plant from jungle, use the root and leaves—put them in water till soft. The leaves have sharp points and shiny—used for softening bone. KU-FA [seems to be a word for some plant]. Hot damp swampy deep down country from south. They are a black, short, big-skulled people. They brought that man. He was bleeding. We stitched him together with termites, and then thorns outside to mend him. Termites have pincers on heads. I chewed those bitter leaves, taste is ugly, and I put that on wounds after chewing. You could use it now, much more important. Stuff that makes bones soft also—for setting breaks.” (Long silence.)

2. “TEHUTI AKH. NESI NESU KHUTA NEFERT KUFA ANKH KHUT. PTAH KHUFU. PTAH KATU. EN KATU.”8 (Long silence.) “I see a hall with a deep opening, and on the left in the opening is a statue.9 It changes into a person, the person speaks, and then changes back, gets life, moves. I see it many times during the day. I have to have time to meditate long time at night. I know my way so well there—just as well in the dark. It was here you had the drawings, the drawings with the cows and the people with corn in the arms. Why did you take them away? What did you do with the statue? It was there on the right. The base was black and it had a necklace.”

3. “My mother and father died when I was little. I was brought up by a man who made buildings—builded it in his mind, and had the others do it as he said. I can see architecture. I was born up there. Your mother writes.” (Makes following signature.)

[image: ]

4. “Medicine—light yellow in that jar—of dried wood, it is a powder; very little in my finger; let it fall on that fluid and then it turns red—deep red, that is dry wood. There is a cream to take people out of themselves when they couldn’t bear their pain. The same way (be very careful) as a plant I see here. It grows here10 and works the same way. I don’t know how, but I can draw it. There are big ones like this:

[image: ]

The spots are white. The plant is yellow.

“Take the skins off its neck, and the white spots too, they will work the same way. The ointment is to be rubbed in the skull on the joints for trance.” (Draws following skull sutures→)

[image: ]

[Indicates a point just above the forehead where this skull suture is located and ointment is to be rubbed in.] “If dose is too much you can get in trance and may never wake up. You are so changed in body that you can’t get back. Be very careful. Start out with very little and work up. Find what you can stand.”

5. “TAHUTI— I almost remember. I was so close. What are the names? Is that Amenenhotep? I hear connections and names. Bee and honey. Gray pavement. The lake of intrigue. This is getting close. It has something— Can you remember anything? Do you remember a name? There was a little girl—oh I see a garden coming out on a river, farther back, a building—built of light stone. A little girl—around ten—she hadn’t been there long. I’m there too. Remember the name? You were brought there to get the eye and wings. The name you got—when you came there. It is long ago. A boat on the river, its wood and mast is different, it is yellow—an animal painted on the mast:11 Antinea—that name mean anything to you? She has something to do with the temple in the back. There are dark people there too. You learn something like dancing there—to harmonize your body with your soul. An eye to see, and wings to fly beyond. I see a man who brought you. Must be close to you—father— You ask him to take his beard off, and looked at his face—kisses good-by, and puts beard on. Has something to do with the sun. First thing to learn: people bring all kind of things to temple, God is receiving these things and you have to learn to give it to your people who come on the other side. You have to learn to dance. There came a war later. You learned to write, you draw figures, a bird, flowers. You sit outside by stone, hot from sun. You write in clay, fold and press flat and write again—figures close together.”

This was indeed a cryptogram. It was difficult to make a quick judgment as to whether the material represented a fraud of the unconscious, a bit of fancy, or a case of an independent personality communicating through a sensitive until a thorough analysis had been carried out. While in actual fact the analysis of this material went on for several years, it might be helpful to reconstruct the procedure so that the reader, too, may be properly initiated into the fascinating story as it unfolded.

There are several major parts to this communication of June 16, 1954. The third paragraph makes a scanty allusion to ancestry, and because of the hieroglyphs one is led to look to ancient Egyptian sources. But it was the allusion to the plant in the fourth paragraph that first occupied my attention. Here was present a rather clear statement that this drug relieved pain. There was also present possibly the idea that the consciousness could be separated from the body, and that such a separated consciousness could operate independent of the limitations of the body. Now this point formed the beginning of my inquiry. Besides the Army interest, there was another basis for my curiosity, in that two patients had told me separately of having a like experience. Both had been undergoing dental surgery under nitrous oxide anesthesia, one in London and one in New York City, at separate times. Both had had the experience of suddenly awakening and finding themselves, their complete selves, watching the surgeon operate on their physical body. They were completely aware of their personality as they had always known it, and, while the body they watched was their own, it did not seem to belong to them. It was as though they were watching someone else being operated on. When I first heard these tales I was inclined to classify them as rather unusual hallucinations, the kind that a child may have in which he appears to be getting smaller and smaller while the room gets larger and larger. These cases that came to my personal attention had started me some time ago on a search of the literature for other similar cases.

It appears that the ancient Greeks had a tradition, from the earliest recorded times, of men who could detach the psyche, or soul, from the body, travel far, and then return with intelligence from a distance. It is Professor Dodds’s12 opinion that this tradition was not native to the Greeks but that it had come to them from distant Siberia. Here the shamanistic tradition of various tribes, such as the Yakuts, Samoyeds, and Tungus, has carried on the belief that it is possible to dissociate the soul from the body during life, so that each can lead an independent existence for a time.

Professor Dodds says: “A shaman may be described as a psychically unstable person who has received a call to the religious life. As a result of his call he undergoes a period of rigorous training, which commonly involves solitude and fasting and may involve a psychological change of sex. From this religious ‘retreat’ he emerges with the power, real or assumed, of passing at will into a state of mental dissociation. In that condition he is not thought, like the Pythia or like a modern medium, to be possessed by an alien spirit; but his own soul is thought to leave its body and travel to distant parts, most often to the spirit world. A shaman may in fact be seen simultaneously in different places; he has the power of bilocation. From these experiences, narrated by him in extempore song, he derives the skill in divination, religious poetry, and magical medicine which makes him socially important. He becomes the repository of a supernormal wisdom.”13

From this Siberian shamanistic origin the idea of a detachable soul or self spread across the entire Eurasian land mass and became firmly embedded in the stock of Indo-European beliefs. In Greece this idea is associated with the names of Pythagoras, Empedocles, and even Plato. That the idea is still alive is attested to by Professor Hornell Hart’s paper in The Journal of the American Society for Psychical Research, 1954, in which he describes ninety-nine evidential cases from modern times of this phenomenon which he calls “Extrasensory Perception Projection.”

Along with the idea of a detachable soul or self there has persisted the tradition that there were practiced specialized techniques by which this detachment could be achieved in life. I now turned my attention to a search for any description of such techniques in ancient, primitive, or modern cultures. It was important to find out if any such techniques were known, and, if so, was the plant described by Harry known to be used for such purposes. If the plant was known to be used for this purpose one might assume that Harry had fabricated the story in the trance state. If the plant was not known historically to be used for this purpose and if one had some way of testing experimentally the validity of such an effect, then one was confronted with a unique piece of information.

I turned to the material in paragraph four that Alice had sent me. The drawings made by Harry in trance certainly looked like mushrooms to my untrained eye. I must confess that at this time the world of mycology was virtually unknown to me. My only acquaintance with fungi was a half-hour lecture in medical school on the treatment of mushroom poisoning. I knew only that if a patient was brought in and suspected of mushroom poisoning, and that if certain symptoms were present, one used atropine as an antidote. Since I had never had to treat a case of mushroom poisoning I can hardly say that I was sure of even this bit of information.

The description of the mushroom by drawing was most helpful. I had to look for a yellow mushroom with white spots and one that had a sort of handkerchief around the stem. I was to learn later that this handkerchief was called an annulus by mycologists. The properties of the mushroom, pharmacologically speaking, were to be those of a pain-killer, or analgesic, and probably toxic because of the warning of the danger of death. To me, the alleged psychic effect was to be that of a drug that hastened the detachment of the principle of consciousness from the body during life. With these clues before me I plunged into a world of research rather strange for an Army captain.

I always follow a personal dictum: “When in ignorance, turn to the Encyclopaedia Britannica.” Opening Volume 16, I turned to the heading, “Mushroom.” Fortunately, there was a beautiful color plate with sixteen mushrooms on it. Of the sixteen mushrooms portrayed two immediately caught my attention. Both were yellowish with white spots on the cap. Both were labeled “deadly poisonous.” But only one, the fly agaric (Amanita muscaria) had an annulus on the stem that corresponded to the drawing by Harry. I recognized this as the mushroom described in medical school for its dangers to the innocent collector. I decided to pursue this mushroom into the mycologic, pharmacological, and ethnological literature.

It was not long before I found out that the Amanita muscaria was the central prop in folklore, fairy tales, and legends. To my surprise there were two distinct colors of the same species. In Europe and the Far East the Amanita muscaria was red with white spots, and in the eastern part of North America it was yellow to golden with whitish spots. All the books on mushrooms were in agreement in warning the reader of the deadly poisonous nature of this mushroom if ingested. Yet it seemed that if the mushroom was soaked in vinegar or brine, or that if the skin was peeled off of the cap, it was perfectly safe to eat. In fact, there is some controversy as to whether or not Amanita muscaria is indeed poisonous for humans. Traditionally this fungus is noted for its toxic effect on flies, and this is the source of its appellation, muscaria, which is derived from the Latin word for a fly. Dr. Smith14 states that the evidence for the toxicity of the red form is questionable.

Erich Hesse15 brought to my attention the fact that the Amanita muscaria is used in two widely separated parts of the world as an inebriant and intoxicant. He states that a form of Amanita muscaria, called Nanacatl, is used in Mexico as an intoxicating beverage by making an extract with milk and mixing it with agave brandy. Reko16 describes the resulting intoxication: “The effect of the Amanita toxin consists of a peculiar hypersensibility. The inebriated person will perceive a mere touch on his skin as highly unpleasant and disturbing. When you blow in their faces they will react with violent gestures of self-defense. The eyes are extremely sensitive to light. Hearing is overstimulated. The sense of smell is changed and they complain of every smell as being unpleasant in an outright pathologic manner. A remarkable symptom is the strong outbreak of perspiration during the first few hours. They also complain of a strong need for urination while they are mostly unable to urinate at all. The psychological behavior is similar to a person heavily drunk on alcohol.”

I must state that in the light of later knowledge this description was not exactly accurate in some details, but at the time it was all the information I could find on this subject. The confusion arises from the fact that the observed inebriation is a mixed one due to the combined effects of alcohol and a mushroom. There is some question as to the identification of the mushroom to which Reko ascribes these symptoms. The description of ultrasensitivity of the sensations certainly did not fit the requirements of my cryptogram, which called for a drug that would dull the sensations.

The other area of the world which has had a long tradition of the use of Amanita muscaria as an inebriant is eastern Siberia. The association of this geographical area and mushrooms with the previously found shamanistic tradition of separating the soul from the body appeared intriguing. I concentrated a great deal of research on this geographical area, beginning with the earliest known reference to the use of Amanita muscaria in Siberia recorded by Philip Johan von Strahlenberg and published in Stockholm in 1730.17 But nowhere could I find any recorded practice of Amanita muscaria being specifically used by shamans for the feat of leaving the body.18 Western observers had reported only on the use of Amanita muscaria as an intoxicant.

My search to date left me more puzzled and intrigued than ever. I had learned a great deal about a mushroom called the fly agaric or Amanita muscaria. That it was used as an inebriant in Siberia seemed certain. The evidence to date from the Mexican practice was hazy and doubtful. There was no evidence that the Amanita muscaria had any esoteric significance, at least no more than has been attributed to alcohol. The use of the Amanita muscaria as a symbol in folk tales, associating it with goblins, fairies, and toads was patently present, but its meaning escaped me. The only clues of any importance I had turned up were the shamanistic tradition of separating the psyche from the body at will, and the Koryak, Samoyed, Yakut, and Tungus practice of Amanita muscaria inebriation as having a common geographical origin. If any relation existed between these two practices it certainly was not public knowledge. And in such esoteric matters with their overlay of mystery and secrecy this is just what one might expect. I now turned my attention to what appeared to be Egyptian hieroglyphs in order to further a solution to the puzzle.


1 Ancient Egypt Speaks, Hulme & Wood. Rider & Co., London, 1937.

2 The Search for Bridey Murphy, Morey Bernstein. Doubleday, New York, 1956.

3 In the form of a cartouche.

4 A pseudonym is here used to protect the privacy of this officer. The privacy of other officers mentioned in this story will
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