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Introduction

In the year 1973, eight researchers led by David Rosenhan checked into eight different hospitals and declared that they had “heard voices,” and that that was their single medical concern. Seven of them were immediately diagnosed as schizophrenics, while the eighth was diagnosed with “manic depressive psychosis.” On the basis of their single declaration, even though they behaved normally, they were hospitalized for up to two months.1

Hearing voices that do not originate from our reality is a type of hallucination; the technical term is “auditory verbal hallucination.” It is a fairly common phenomenon. Still, as Rosenhan’s experiment strongly suggests, many psychologists consider it a manifestation of mental or physical pathology. We will most decisively not follow that line of thinking.

In fact, our narrative will head in altogether an opposite direction: we will argue that responsibly inducing hallucinations enhances the scope of our perception and sets us out to a mystic-like way of comprehending realities beyond corporeal perceptions.

We expand on our apologia further. First “hallucinating” is our mode of existence — deep down, we hallucinate all the time. Secondly, the reality that we perceive does not correspond to the objective reality. We hallucinate a universe into a subjective existence. This subjective universe is only partially common to all people; different individuals experience different “objective” or material realities. It is then only natural to explore the tentativeness of the so-called objective reality by trying to deliberately alter its perceptual output. Thirdly, and perhaps most importantly, by hallucinating we are exploring the relationship of the perceiver and the perceived, thus looking for ways to solve the puzzling enigma of “I”. One of our main goals of this project is to clarify and elaborate on these ancient postulates.

We will start with the common definition of hallucination and we will use it to classify a set of tentative subclasses of hallucinations. Eventually we will be forced to make a profound change of meaning — at some point it will be obvious that hallucinations are not merely fantasies of delusional individuals. They are much, much more — they are consequences of tangible changes of parameters that define the relationship between the perceiver and the perceived reality. In other words, we hallucinate realities that are as objective (or non-objective) as the normal reality, which, in itself and in a way, is a large hallucination. I am, of course, aware of the gravity of these claims.

We will combine many anecdotes and controlled laboratory experiments, starting with simple examples and ending with outrageous cases of hallucinations. However, our aim is not to give an anthology of the phenomenon, but rather to provide sound support for our postulates. The hundreds of examples that we provide, and the millions that exist, yield a very high–resolution global picture of a reality far beyond the common materialistic paradigm.

We allow the possibility that we have misinterpreted some of the cases we consider. That does not change anything of substance. Changing the color of a few pixels will barely affect this picture of millions of pixels that we are outlining.

“Extraordinary claims require extraordinary evidence,” they say. Extraordinary evidence that the ordinary materialistic paradigm fails miserably does exist. There are billions of counterexamples. For the gatekeepers, for the social manipulators, and for the unsuspecting followers of the materialistic religion disguised as science, that does not matter. No evidence is extraordinary enough for them; billions of counterexamples notwithstanding, they will label you as being unscientific and irrational for claiming otherwise. We will disregard the forces of deception, and we will keep going where the facts lead us.

Every book is a personal account. One can mask emotions and points of view in some cases by invoking rationality. But even in the most formal theories one must start with axioms, and the choice of these — which must be made at some point — is often a reflection of one’s personality. We will not be very formal. I will not hide my own experiences and my own emotions.

We will have to abandon conventionality, and we do it with some pleasure. After all, “Conventionality, my friend, is one of the worst forms of vanity because it is insidious.”2 It is also a great obstacle to wisdom, which I do not claim to possess. In our pursuit, at some point, we will have to face the inevitable: that almost everything we treat as normal is false, while arcane and mystic sources contain deep truths.

I never liked words. They are too discrete to faithfully convey the continuity that thoughts possess. But I do have something to say. So, I will say it.

This book is for the reluctant hallucinators among us. And that is the majority of humanity!






Chapter 0

Preludes

Prelude 1: Tanya

For a year, between the fall of 1981 and the fall of 1982, I was a conscript, serving as a peacetime soldier. That year was a unique experience for me — I acted mostly as a happy-go-lucky simpleton, without really being self-conscious about it. Fortunately, there were no obvious irreversible physical consequences of my idiotic tenure. I had a close call — only a few years later a vicious war raged over the same general area. At that time destiny had already taken me far away, to the other side of the ocean.

To be an idiot is blissfully addictive, and if the circumstances are favorable, one can carry on in that state for a lifetime. As a soldier for a year, one defers decisions to others. Higher-ranking military personnel give dumb orders, and you follow them with unobstructed devotion. It is a strict regimen that one must comply with in order to survive mentally. Asking sane questions, or doubting, risked failing the stupidity exams. The make-up exams were usually much more challenging; as they say, stupidity knows no limits.

Entering into this state of carefree dumbness was not instantaneous; as in cases of other altered states of consciousness, one needed some practice to achieve it. There were many exercises suitable for neophyte soldiers. I was particularly fond of the following drill: during the army drills on the mountains, the common test for affirming adherence to the doctrine of idiocy consisted of the junior lieutenant barking “Atomic to your left!”, to which we — the common soldiers — were expected to increase the distance from the exploding mega-bomb by jumping on the ground to our right, and to lie there for about a minute. As an added jollity most of the time the commander, who, having achieved immunity to nuclear bombs, stood indifferently during this drill, would choose a few mud puddles for us to dive into. At the end of the minute, he would invariably yell, “Danger over!” and we would stand up and continue with our merry, idiotic lives. So, I was happy.

My happiness at the time was compounded manifold by my wife. In her early twenties she was the most gorgeous woman in the world. I am saying this with total objectivity. After all, she was once crowned the most beautiful girl in a youth camp of some 500 teenagers, where, unbeknown to them, all girls were competitors. I loved her sky-blue eyes, her casual elegance — she used to be a ballerina in her childhood — her soft Slavic goodness curiously combined with the uncompromising frankness of the Northerners, her wild character, and her extreme intelligence. Her intelligence notwithstanding, what else could a common soldier have wished for? And, of course, I loved when she said that she loved me. For I knew she meant what she said.

Oh, how happy I was. For a day before she would visit me — a visiting wife was worth a weekend off — my face would freeze into a permanent smile, and nothing, nothing could have wiped it off. The whole garrison envied me. Idiots with beautiful and loving wives are the happiest people on earth.

On December 16, 1981, our daughter Tanya1 was born. In the army’s books that was not a good enough reason to be granted leave. So, I lingered in the barracks, immersed into thoughts about my daughter. What does she look like? Is she beautiful like her mother? How would it feel to hold my own child in my arms?

During the morning of December 18, I was handed an ominous telegram: there was some unspecified problem with Tanya’s health and I was told to come as soon as possible. I managed to convince the corporal in charge to write a pass for me, ran to the train station, hopped into the first train going in the direction of my native city, and was on my way. There may have been other people in the dilapidated third-class carriage with un-upholstered wooden seats, but I did not notice them. I was only aware of the darkness that started enveloping my mind. I tried to brush it off but it would not go away. Something was terribly wrong.

When I arrived, I was met by my uncle and my brother-in-law. I was told that Tanya had passed away during the night. I cried.

I feel like crying now, as I write this, 35 years later, for my sadness for Tanya has not diminished with the years. On the contrary. At that time the events swept me like a torrent; I was too deep in the streams of life to try to make sense of them. It took me years to understand. Now I know what I was deprived of. I did not see her eyes. I did not hold her in my arms. I did not watch her smile. And, most importantly, I did not tell her that I loved her.

It will forever be my and my wife’s personal tragedy. However, now I can see it from another angle. For something strange happened during the night between 17 and 18 December 1981, that eventually, some 20 years later, forced me to rethink my original, normal interpretation, not only of Tanya’s short life, but of my own life too.

Prelude 2: Tanya, Not in My Dreams

One can only learn army life during peacetime by experiencing it. No book can convey the strange metamorphosis from a normal person into one who is conditioned to kill and be killed. It is a subtle change, not easily noticeable while it’s happening; it consists of getting accustomed, in minute degrees, to the lightness and ephemeralness of life. This lightness of living is not being experienced as a philosophical concept, but rather as a state of existence. It is a descent — or an ascent — into becoming utterly insignificant, a fly. And once you are a fly, so is everyone else.

To make a virtual fly out of a normal person is not a slight accomplishment. Beside stifling the rational mind and — as we have noted — inducing stupidity, in order to achieve insignificance, the emotional components need to be reduced to very few, often dominated by absurd happiness that dumbness brings about.

The physical body also needs treatment to metamorphose into a good, expendable soldier. This was achieved through exposing it to misery. Miserable food, miserable hygiene — showers only every couple of weeks or more — and miserable healthcare, especially dental care.

Miserable breathing air too! No words can express the shock of the first inhaled breath, upon diving into the unventilated army dormitory, saturated by a putrid bland of dissipated sweat, intestinal gasses, and stink emanated by rotten teeth and feet fermented daily in waterproof army boots. It was a brand new atmosphere; it might as well have been from another planet. It usually took some 15 minutes to equate the air in the lungs with the air in the room, and to fool your body into believing it is normal air that runs it.

I don’t know if it was because of some anesthetic effects of that stench, the bromine-laced food that we were fed, or simply because of the physicalness of daily life, but I really slept like a log that year. And, as far as I could learn from my comrades, this sound sleep was a rule much more than an exception. I would jump on the top level of my spring bunk bed, cover myself with the blanket, fall asleep in seconds, and the next entrance into waking life was when I would be roused early in the morning by the corporal in charge shouting, “get up army.”

Only once in some 300 nights was my sleep interrupted without an obvious physical cause. And that happened the night Tanya died.


That evening was ordinary — I hopped onto the bed and fell asleep as soon as I pulled the blanket over my body. The sleep was normal until sometime in the middle of the night when I heard a long, anguished, terrible scream that lasted some five seconds. It was not at all dreamlike — I perceived it as a physical sound. It pierced my sleeping mind, and it made me sit up with a start.

I was not scared as I sat there in the dim light; I was merely confused. What on earth had just happened? What did I hear? Where did it come from?

For a few seconds I sat bewildered. My initial instinctive reaction was to brush the experience away, but it was too real for a quick-fix solution. And then a morbid thought entered my mind: something terrible had happened to my baby.

I sat motionless for a few minutes. I could not understand my emotions — there was a feeling of utter hopelessness that was new to me. It seemed as if something invisible had just snatched a chunk of my soul, and that there was nothing I could do to retrieve it.

The feeling lasted for a couple of minutes, after which the rational mind began its normalizing routine — it must have been a nightmarish dream, or a hallucination of some sort. It is plain silly to let superstitious thoughts harass me. Forget it and sleep well.

And so, I lied down again and let sleep take over.

The next day, when I got the ominous telegram, I knew within my heart what it meant. But my indoctrinated brain of the time handily won the battle. It dismissed the night event as a coincidental hallucination and refused to relate it in any way to “real” life. Thinking about this now I see that there was no alternative. I had not a shred of an idea about anything beyond the material world. I was raised to be, or brainwashed into being, a hard-core materialist. Any hint of spirituality — religious, mystic, or even rational — was, as far as I was concerned, a ridiculous mumbo-jumbo indulged in by the superstitious, or by weaklings who needed emotional reassurance in order to cope with the inevitability of death and annihilation.

My views have changed.2

Prelude 3: Another Hallucination and a Dream

There are two classical ways of interpreting Tanya’s cry: it was a dream, or it was an auditory hallucination. As opposed to dreams, hallucinations happen in waking states, or at least in the intermediate states between sleeping and being awake. We will consider these notions more thoroughly later on. The fact that there was that strange coincidence of the event happening at the same time as the passing of Tanya must then be dismissed as being exactly that: a coincidence.

I will eventually argue that there was much more than a mere synchronicity going on that night. It will take a few chapters to make a reasonably convincing, yet still an incomplete argument.

For the time being we will consider two more events in my life. First, Tanya’s cry was not my first auditory hallucination. And second, the “coincidence” happened to me again, many years later, in strangely similar circumstances.

When I was a teenager, I lived with my family in a first–floor apartment of a regular working-class apartment building. These were the times when there was no daily TV broadcast, and when personal computers and other techno-gadgets for solitary entertainment were a few decades in the future. The days with nothing to do were plentiful, especially when it rained outside. I don’t really know why, but during one such “nothing-to-do” day I decided to play a game with my mind. I closed my eyes, and let my consciousness go inward. Of course, I did not know what “going inward” really meant, and so I did not know what I was doing. I simply emptied my mind and let it take its own course, not thinking about anything in particular. It was surprisingly easy — as if my real self found a well-trodden path from ancient times. I felt as if I was descending into a dark boundless cave. I was at ease, and I just let the descent continue. And then, out of nowhere, I heard a cacophony of terrible cries. It was like a wall into which I was thrust at full speed. It scared the hell out of me, and I promptly scrambled back into the familiar world of normal perceptions. It was then and there that I decided never to repeat the experiment.

Now I have ambivalent feelings about that decision.

On one hand I feel sorry that I chickened out so easily. I did not know at the time that I might have travelled briefly along the so-called mystic paths, and I was, of course, completely ignorant of the fact that my encounter with the “demonic gatekeepers” was a fairly typical neophyte mind-explorers’ experience. Mystics, shamans, experimenters with drugs (including professional researchers) know about these spiritual barriers that seemingly exist to keep the weak-hearted or unprepared from accessing the deeper, super-perceptual realms. At times, so do people who meditate regularly. For example, the medical oncologist and writer Slawek Wojtowicz, while meditating, encountered — in his mind (where else?) — a dark, “hostile” figure that paralyzed him for a few moments. He promptly abandoned that type of meditation. Years later he explained his experience as a typical encounter with a Threshold Guardian, and, like me, regretted his decision to terminate the meditations-induced inner-states journeys.3

Perhaps I might have had enough talent to reach the mystic realms by sheer deliberate intent. I will never know — and that I regret. On the other hand, my impromptu decision — to the extent it was my decision — never to dive again into the depths of my self was certainly a wise step at the time. Had I persevered and probed my inner consciousness further, I might have ended up in a lunatic asylum, where the standard “cure” for suspected schizophrenia at that time and in that society consisted of erasing the sufferer’s mind and personality by electroshocks. The danger for me was not in going crazy, but rather in actually finding something interesting, or something extraordinary within the world beyond basic perceptions, and then failing to keep my mouth shut.

The other experience that I had and that was related to Tanya’s cry happened many years later. In itself, it was just a dream, and so it could not be classified as a hallucination. However, it was an unforgettable and a remarkable dream. My sleeping mind was taken to, what appeared to me to be, a kind of a heavenly realm, where I was immersed into an ocean of the most beautiful, amazingly rich, living light. Waves upon waves of nourishing and loving colors bathed my mind! I experienced a complete bliss, and a feeling of unbounded happiness. There was also a lingering, puzzling sense of comprehending something fundamental.

I was so happy that I was still smiling broadly when my teenage daughter woke me up in the middle of the night. She was crying. Her grandmother, my mother, had died that night, and it was my daughter who picked up the phone and was told of the sad news.

So, I sat on the edge of my bed trying to understand for a few moments if I was happy or sad. The most antipodal, contradictory emotions seemed to have coexisted within me for a brief period of time. In a short while, the (so-called) real life prevailed and the realization that my mother was gone steered my emotions in the direction of sadness.

My mother passed away in Macedonia, my native land, an ocean and large chunks of two continents away from me. She had a heart attack, and so the timing of her death was unexpected. Considering this, here we have the coincidence of two ostensibly unrelated, yet apparently linked events happening at the same time: my mother departing for the so-called heavenly realms, and me being taken there in my dreams.4 I now firmly believe that it was not a coincidence at all. The death of the very person whose love for me, her first child, was the purest that earthly love could be, and the dream of “heaven” happening at the same time is not a fluke; a far more reasonable explanation is that it was a message.

I mention in passing that accounts of loving, beautiful light experienced at the moment of death are ubiquitous among people who have had near-death experiences. Have I witnessed the entrance of my mother into the postmortem realms? And, in Tanya’s case, have I heard the anguished cry of my first child? I am not looking for definite answers at the moment, for I know they are not easy to justify. I only want to say that the questions are reasonable.

My assessment — that my dream and my mother’s passing are likely related events — is not just emotional. It is also based on evidence, both anecdotal and obtained by means of scientifically controlled experiments. We will cover both. Regarding the former, there are hundreds, perhaps thousands of recorded dreams or visions (“coincidental hallucinations”) of geographically distant, but emotionally close, dying people. There are so many veridical cases of such sort that it is statistically hugely unlikely that the explanations invoking coincidences are even remotely viable.

We will come back to this theme later and we will consider some of the evidence. The cases and the studies we present here lead us to extravagantly simple models of the deeper reality. This extravagance does not bother me at all — reality is extravagant. It is also the simplest possible — an unchanging constant. We will elaborate; it will take some time.





Chapter 1

Hallucinations: Definition, Types, and Scope

[image: images]

A journey of a thousand miles begins with a single step.

1.1 On Defining Hallucinations

What are hallucinations? The prominent neurologist, Oliver Sacks, defined them as follows: “… hallucinations are defined as percepts arising in the absence of any external reality — seeing things or hearing things that are not there.”1

This definition is fairly standard in the sense that other classical definitions are essentially minor modifications. For example, instead of “external reality,” other psychologists refer to things that really exist, as opposed to ostensibly intangible mind products. Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental Deceases, published by the American Psychiatric Association, defines hallucinations as “sensory perceptions without external stimulation of the relevant origin”. It is understood that the origin of sensory perception is relevant if it is sourced in the material world.

The explicit or implicit reference to the “(material) reality” in the common definitions of the notion of hallucination is remarkable! It is the pinnacle of human audacity to define something — anything — in terms of reality! Besides the obvious circular reasoning — for the so-called external reality for one person includes any other person’s individual experience, hallucinations and all — the main problem is in the grandiosity of the notion. How on earth can one define anything in terms of such a grand notion as reality? For, what is reality? Or, assuming “external reality” refers to the material world, what is matter? Do we know the answers? Has our current science established the objectivity of matter? And, moreover, is the texture of matter substantially different from the texture of hallucinations?

We will pay attention to these questions in a separate chapter. For the time being we note that the hypothesized objectiveness of matter in the psychologists’ definition of hallucinations is not a universally accepted scientific postulate. The problem is with the dual behavior of the elementary particles, comprising the units of matter. Numerous scientific experiments confirm that at a micro level matter behaves as energy (or quantum waves), and as “solid” particles, and that the latter happens only when these elementary particles are being observed.

The question of bare existence of the basic particles of matter is meaningful. Modern physics, especially quantum mechanics, does not always support, and in some cases even contradicts the materialistic paradigm of objectivity of material world. The quantum physicist, Casey Blood, flatly stated: “After years of poring over the evidence, however, I have concluded that there is more reason to believe that particles don’t exist than that they do.”2

If elementary particles “don’t exist,” then neither do we. Is this a far-fetched postulate? Why should it be: if a particle does not exist, then what is wrong with asserting that a conglomerate of a few trillions of such particles also does not exist? Is our reality a quantum reality?

Turning a page and considering the same question from the mystic initiates’ point of view, the answer is virtually unanimous: the material reality is so plastic and malleable by thoughts that it could be said that it is illusory. There is a curious anecdote narrated by the psychologist, Jack Kornfield, regarding his Tibetan spiritual teacher, Kalu Rinpoche. Kornfield wanted the Tibetan to describe for him in one sentence the essence of Buddhism. The Tibetan replied: “I could do it, but you would not believe me and it would take many years to understand what I mean.” The psychologist insisted, and the Tibetan’s response was: “You do not really exist.”3 Kornfield abandoned the practice of traditional psychology and became a Buddhist monk. It took me years to convince myself that I understand Rinpoche’s momentous statement. We will come back to it by the end of our story.

Do objects that are hallucinated exist? If not, is their non-existence substantially different from the non-existence of micro particles of matter, and from matter in general?

One of our theses is that the perceptional reality of what we call matter is not that different from hallucinated percepts. We will elaborate on this later.

For a while we will tentatively and grudgingly accept the standard definition of hallucinations, and we will proceed from that point. We will assume that there is an objective material reality, external to our consciousness and independent from it.

For practical reasons, we will also use the following working definition of hallucinations: if you experienced a phenomenon that defies the basic tenets of material “reality”, and if you report it as such to your run-of-the-mill physician, psychologist or psychiatrist, then the event is a hallucination if you are diagnosed as manifesting symptoms of anything between proto–schizophrenia and being a total nutcase. Every event that we will describe in our narrative falls within the scope of this definition. We will start with relatively innocuous cases of dreamlike hallucinations (“symptoms of schizophrenia”), and we will steadily go in the direction of more extravagant cases — say, (Section 6.5) you entered a deserted mine shaft, and upon exiting, the scene changed, and you are greeted by two levitating humans, bewilderingly staring at you (“symptoms of having lost all of your marbles”).


We are, of course, not claiming that all medical professionals fit one mold. There are many among them who are aware of the fundamental difference between a mystic event and a psychotic episode.

Eventually we will be forced to revisit the problem of properly defining hallucinations. Actually, at one point we will need to face the modified problem — what is not a hallucination? The answer that will be suggested by our narrative will be very few things!

1.2 Types of Hallucinations

There are numerous classifications of hallucinations, depending on the criterion that is applied.

The most common subdivision of hallucinations uses our basic senses of perception as the main criterion: there are visual hallucinations, auditory hallucinations, including auditory verbal hallucinations (perceived as sounds), tactile hallucinations (perceived through touching), olfactory hallucinations (perceived as odors), and gustatory hallucinations (perceived as taste). The first two seem to be the most common.

There are hallucinations that combine some of the above five types. The most interesting and the most intense are the ones combining the first three: seeing, hearing and touching.

Hallucinations — keep in mind that we are, for the moment, using the psychologists’ definition based on the intuitive notion of “reality” — can be induced by meditation or by any kind of suppressing or dulling of the carnal perceptional functions. The simplest — but not the easiest — such method is by repeating ad nauseam a single mundane action: for example, by clapping two stones, as in some shamanic initiations, or by repetitive chanting or praying, as in some religious rites.

The most common spontaneously experienced hallucinations of healthy people happen on the boundary between being asleep and being awake. There are hypnagogic hallucinations happening at the moments of transition from being awake to being asleep, and hypnopompic hallucinations at the moment of waking up. According to some studies, a large proportion, if not the majority of adults, experience at least once during their lives a hypnagogic or a hypnopompic hallucination.4 For example, McKellar (1957) found that of 182 students [in his experiment] 115, or 63.16%, reported hypnagogic imagery, whilst 39, or 21.42%, reported hypnopompic imagery.5

There are hallucinations caused by illnesses, injuries, or by anything that damages the normal functioning of our bodies. The common medical interpretation of the phenomenon is fairly straightforward: sickness causes stress, our mind is blurred, perceptions are impeded, and we are prone to delusions of various types, including hallucinations. It is a rather simplistic attempt to explain away the problem, and it does not account for numerous veridical anecdotes of sick or dying people hallucinating events that had really (!) happened and of which they had no normal knowledge.

A non-pathological — and non-medical — explanation starts with our premise that hallucinations are not that different from percepts of the material world. However, as in the case of deliberately induced hallucinations, some kind of suppression of the basic senses is necessary in order to hallucinate, which is precisely what happens when one is sick. From this point of view, we can say that sickness sometimes enables us to access other realities. In this context, especially prominent are the so-called deathbed hallucinations which deserve special attention (see Chapter 3).

Consuming hallucinogenic drugs, also known as psychedelic drugs, causes, of course, hallucinations. After all, this escaping to other perceived realities is usually precisely the reason why many people take drugs. Both experimental and anecdotal evidence imply that the simplistic explanation that hallucinations in such cases are merely mental plays of deluded minds is false. As we will see there is more to it — so much more that using the neologism psychonauts for some experiencers is rather apt. In many cases psychonauts sometimes access other consensual or shared realities, and consequently their experiences cannot be explained away as random individual fantasies!

Another large group of hallucinations consists of those caused by hypnosis or self-hypnosis. We will cover these too; there are very interesting cases among them.

One such case is described in Da Silva Mello’s book Mysteries and Realities of This World and the Next.6 In an experiment performed in the early 1930s, Ludwig Mayer hypnotized a boy and told him that he was going to be able to talk to his father, who had been dead for many years. A few moments later, the boy opened his eyes, which were full of tears, and asked, “Is that you father?” Then they talked for a short while, when Mayer, “in order to avoid too much suffering for the boy,” brought him out of the hypnotic state. Mayer, of course, saw nothing of the father, and took it for granted that the boy was imagining the whole episode. The boy on the other hand, was adamant in his claim that he did talk to his father. He was so much convinced of the reality of the encounter with his father, that a subsequent counter-hypnotic suggestion by Mayer to bring the boy out from his illusion was not successful — the boy still insisted that he talked to his father. Mayer took it for granted that the boy properly hallucinated and was imagining things that were simply not there. In this book we will take the boy’s side and head in the direction of an alternative explanation: the boy’s spectrum of perception was altered through hypnosis, and he did see the “ghost” of his father.

This will bring us closer to one of our main queries: is the normal reality nothing more than a consensual perception through a kind of huge mass hypnosis or self-hypnosis? If yes, then what exactly is the source of the illusion, and what are the parameters of the underlying phenomenon? Who hypnotizes us? Who exactly self-hypnotizes us? Furthermore, who is “us”; what is “self”?

Very interesting and consequential hallucinations happen during near-death experiences (NDE). Related to these kinds of hallucinations are out-of-body experiences (OBE). Again, there are exquisitely interesting cases of such hallucinations, and many do not allow orthodox explanations. We will devote a chapter to these (see Chapter 4).

Group hallucinations are especially relevant for what we are trying to model, since they are not easy to explain away. It is possible to stretch the scope of conventional psychology and look for orthodox explanations in some trite cases of group hallucinations. The recipe usually combines delusion and suggestibility and looks reasonably at the weak end of cases of group hallucinations, for example cases of small numbers of people seeing a ghost.7 But what about when hundreds of people simultaneously see something that is provably not based on normal reality? And what about interactive group hallucinations, when groups of “real” people have a chat with a group of “unreal” people? And what about groups of people wandering into a world out of the normal time and space paradigm? Should we dismiss all such cases as phony? There is not much of a choice except doing precisely that, if we insist on staying confined within the frames of the orthodox models of “reality”. That is what we will most emphatically not do.

There are waking hallucinations. You are in the kitchen frying eggs for breakfast, and you hear a human voice, but there is no one around. Or, to give a more extreme example, you encounter a full-bloodied replica of yourself, and perhaps use the occasion to exchange a pleasant chat. These types of hallucinations have been reported many times. Psychologists, in their constant quest to classify what they deem to be pathological states of human mind, use the name autoscopy for episodes of encountering oneself. Most of the time autoscopy is associated with out-of-body experiences (OBEs). A larger class of hallucinations is covered by the term doppelgänger — in such cases a double of a living human manifests to other people. If, at the same time, someone sees the “original”, then this becomes a case of bilocation. There is considerable overlapping between these two terms, and we will not distinguish them. There is an abundance of reported cases of these types. Later I will add my own simple case of a doppelgänger to this collection. Waking cases of hallucinations, when experienced by healthy individuals, are harder to dismiss off hand, precisely because the dulling of the physical senses by sleep or otherwise is not present.

On the other end of the spectrum are the feeblest hallucinations, so feeble that they are called pseudo-hallucinations. Pseudo-hallucinations “lack the substantiality of perceived external stimuli.”8 In other words, you perceive something that is within your “inner subjective space,” and you are aware of its illusory nature during the episode. Some psychologists expand this notion to also cover hallucinations that are perceived as external, but are a posteriori, after some deliberation, declared as actually residing in our brain or mind, and only there. In fact, according to many psychologists every hallucination is a pseudo-hallucination in that sense, and if you think otherwise, you are delusional, hysteric, schizophrenic, or mentally screwed in this or that way. The litmus test for being sane is to accept the verdict of the scientific establishment and damn you if you don’t.

In the next chapter we will start our main narrative with minor hallucinations — say, you see-dream-hallucinate a flower that does not actually (sic!) exist. Here is an example of a minor visual and auditory hallucination, ending with an unusual veridical twist:


I was awakened one morning with a vision of a woman’s forearm holding a box, translucent. And, in the box, there was a beautiful white gardenia. And it wasn’t the type of gardenia that we see in this world; it was a spiritual flower. And I heard a voice just as clearly as my own saying, “Take this flower, take this to Mrs. Henry, my mother, and tell her I am always with her.” Now, Dr. Ring, I didn’t know any Mrs. Henry, but I had the habit of going to the corner of the cafeteria [at work] every morning for a cup of coffee and I sat at the counter. And I was the only person there except for a woman that sat at the opposite end of the counter. There was no one else there but ourselves. And I heard the waiter say to her, “Would you like another cup of coffee, Mrs. Henry?” And I said, “Do I dare?” A perfect stranger! I went up to her afterward and I said, “I beg your pardon. Your name is Mrs. Henry?” “Yes.” “May I tell you something?” “Yes.” And I told her what I had heard. She looked at me with stricken eyes, and she said: “A gardenia was my daughter’s favorite flower and she has just been killed in an automobile accident.”9

After covering minor hallucinations, we will progress in the direction of far more interesting cases — for instance, when you wake up with a dreamed flower in your hand. Here is the poet Samuel Taylor Coleridge:

What if you slept?

And what if,

In your sleep

You dreamed?

And what if,

In your dream,

You went to Heaven

And there plucked

A strange and


Beautiful flower?

And what if,

When you awoke,

You had the flower

In your hand?

Ah, what then?

Forget flowers! The story about hallucinations is far more extraordinary. How about you find the pharaoh, Seti the First, in your bed when you awoke? This allegedly has actually happened (Section 8.4). Allegedly? What is it that does not happen allegedly?

Coleridge, by the way, was no stranger to hallucinations; in his case they were likely induced by taking opium. Here is a quote from Romanticism, Medicine and the Natural Supernatural by Gavin Budge: “Coleridge interprets hallucinations as a ‘symbol’ of a greater truth about the immaterial nature of perception, rather than dismissing it as a mental aberration.”10 The quoted statement comes close to my own view.

If we accept our final verdict about what hallucinations really are, then this should be a book about everything. We are forced to stay focused and for a while apply the standard definition as a criterion for hallucinating. This is sufficient and will lead us to where we want to go anyway.

We must mention that the term “hallucination” has been consistently misused as a kind of denigrating label for any experience that does not fit the sanctioned and controlled narrative. Take, for example, close encounters with UFOs and (extraterrestrial, non-human) alien intelligences. There is not a shred of a doubt that the alien phenomenon, extraterrestrial or terrestrial, is, in general, authentic. Not a shred! Yet the experiencers are often labeled as hallucinators or weirdos. Thus, this important issue is cynically relegated to obscurity by the narrative-controllers and their naïve front-stage scientists. Since encounters with non-human intelligent entities are not hallucinations according to our tentative definition of this term, we will not cover them. However, there are cases when phenomena of large-scale hallucinations and non-human intelligences are intertwined; these will be mentioned.

We stay with this subject for a little while longer. Orthodoxy and the social-mind controllers would claim that the universe is sparsely inhabited by intelligent human-compatible beings, and that, as a consequence, we are alone in our corner of the galaxy. They search for signs of intelligent extraterrestrial life by taking distant peeks through sophisticated telescopes or other instruments. Distant? Should we not first settle the problem of the nature of matter? For there is no conventional distance in a real world without real matter.

1.3 Hallucinators: A Brief Historic Overview

Hallucinators — a necessary neologism — are people who hallucinate. Who are they?

Hallucinators are us! It seems safe to claim that the majority of humanity, past and present,11 has experienced some kind of hallucinations. Today, under pressure from those who tell us what is real and what is not, most of us tend to dismiss hallucinations as inconsequential, and in many cases we degrade them to dreams or waking fantasies.

It used to be very different — hallucinations were visions, glimpses into other realities. A part of it was certainly due to superstition. But that is not the most important aspect of the phenomenon. We will argue that it is reasonable to postulate that the perceived reality in pre-materialistic times was objectively much wider. Not very long ago ghosts and fairies were universally acknowledged and socially accepted ingredients of our common reality.

Consider, for example, the Celtic people of the British islands. Up to the nineteenth century their world teemed with various types of fairies. Evans-Wentz in his The Fairy Faith in Celtic Countries, writes: “So firmly did the old people believe in fairies then [early nineteenth century and earlier] that they would ridicule a person for not believing.”12

What caused the demise of the perceived Fairyland? Here is what an old man from the Isle of Man told Evans-Wentz: “Before education came into the island more people could see fairies; now very few people can see them.”13

In Africa socially acceptable clairvoyant seers lasted some couple of centuries longer. When Carl Jung visited Uganda in the 1920s, he met a local shaman, Laibon in the local language, and asked him about his dreams. Laibon’s reply was amazingly similar to the old Manx man’s charge:

He answered with tears in his eyes, “In old days the laibons had dreams, and knew whether there is war or sickness or whether rain comes and where the herds should be driven.” […] But since the whites came to Africa, he said, no one had any dreams any more. Dreams were no longer needed because now the English knew everything.14

Education eradicated superstition; materialistic education eradicated whole worlds and replaced them with a much narrower and more controllable realities. At a point in human history we were told that Fairyland did not exist, and the spectrum of our perceptions obligingly shrunk to match the directive. However, Fairyland doesn’t exist in the same sense that we don’t, as per the wise lama, Kalu Rinpoche.

We are not implying that the fairy-populated realities are superior or better than today’s normal reality. Indeed, in some cases it is tough to prioritize — do we prefer regular contact with demonish incubi to the Inquisitorial burning of thousands of “witches”, including children? We merely postulate that these alternative realities are as much real — or unreal — as the common, approved, certified world.


Certain types of hallucinations have always been ubiquitous. Take for example visual hallucination of dead humans, commonly known as ghosts. These are fairly common today and have been common in the past. Henry More stated in his book The Immortality of the Soul, published in 1642,15 that, “The examples […] of the appearing of the Ghosts of men after death are so numerous and frequent [...] that it may seem superfluous to particularize in any.”16 More’s lament is to be repeated numerous times by many frustrated researchers into the so-called paranormal phenomena.

Going further into the past takes us to outrageous cases. The following also comes from More’s old book — Agrippa [63 bc to 12 bc] was a Roman general and statesman:

Agrippa writes in Cretian [Cretan] Annals how there […] the spirits of the deceased Husbands, would be very troublesome to their Wives, and endeavour to lie with them, while they could have any resource to their dead Bodies. Which mischief therefore was prevented by a Law, that if any Woman was thus infested, the Body of her Husband should be burnt, and his Heart struck through with a stake.17

Now, this should be dismissed as superstition, a relic of the bygone ages. Or should it? The following comes from the book Hallucinations, by Oliver Sacks:

A general practitioner in Wales, W. D. Rees, interviewed nearly three hundred recently bereft people and found that almost half of them had had illusions or full-fledged hallucinations of a dead spouse.18

We are not told what full-fledged means in this context. As we will see, the deeper reality is outrageously extravagant.


Rees also found out that only 28% of the almost 150 hallucinators that he had interviewed told anyone about their experiences!19 There is more than just social stigma and exposure to ridicule that forces people to keep these experiences to themselves. There is also a long and collectively remembered history of persecution.

People who had spiritual experiences of any sort, hallucinations included, have always been — and still are — a danger to the dogmatic religious establishments, and, at times, to ostensibly secular elites who found them more difficult to rule. It is not an overstatement to say that they have repeatedly been exterminated throughout the ages. Seers, spiritual initiates, clairvoyants, and people with second sight, all of them hallucinators galore, were especially targeted. It suffices to mention that many tens of thousands of women were executed in late medieval Europe during the 300-year period of witch-hunts.20

In modern times, a significant segment of the established scientific caste, manipulated by a thin layer of the Illuminati, scorned, denigrated and, indeed, persecuted those people whose perceptual spectrum exceeded the “scientifically” sanctioned one. Hallucinators were in this group















	The work Phantasms of the Living by Myers et al., contains some 700 cases of apparitions, obtained by canvasing 5705 persons, chosen at random.

	In an early study, Rees (1972) found that 13% of bereaved people, most of them aged over 60, had heard the voice of their deceased spouse. The longer the marriage had been, the more probable hallucinations of all types were. Only 28% had told anyone about their experiences.27

	In 1984 or soon after, the National Research Council conducted a study of experiences of contact with the dead by the general public. The results of this poll show that, out of 1473 people with deceased spouses, 67% reported such contacts, while a total of 42% of the general public makes similar claims.28

	According to a poll taken in 1987, 42% of American adults believe that they have been in contact with someone who had died, and 67% of all widows believe they have had a similar experience.29

	Interesting census results regarding contact experiences of people grieving over lost relatives were collected by Dianne Archangel. The participants were first classified as “intuitive-feeling” (those who rely more on intuition and feeling in their life) and “sensing-thinking” (those who use their perception of the material world and judge it accordingly). 96% of the first category reported some after-death contact, and 100% of the second group reported nothing! (See pages 89–90.) This is related to the sheep-goat effect; we will come back to it later.30

	In a poll (Roper poll, 1991) conducted with 5942 people, “11% reported having seen a ghost.”31
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