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“It is ripe time for acknowledging the contributions of the female lineage of early psychonauts to the psychedelic countercultural currents. David F. Phillips has restored Rosemary Leary’s authentic voice with great respect, diligence, and care so that it can tell us her own larger-than-life story of courage, adventures, and feminine values.”
MARIA PAPASPYROU, MSC, 
COEDITOR OF PSYCHEDELIC MYSTERIES OF 
THE FEMININE
“Rosemary Woodruff Leary lived a mythical life—not merely present at many of the defining moments in 60s and 70s psychedelic counterculture but helping to create them—and we are lucky enough to get to travel through these times and spaces with her in this lovingly reworked memoir. Rosemary’s unerring commitment to knowing herself deeply—without taking herself too seriously—makes her a wonderful guide through these pages. I felt I had made a new friend by their close. Her principled commitment to living freely—yet never at the cost of sacrificing the freedom of others—inspires.”
CHARLOTTE WALSH, 
AUTHOR, LECTURER, ATTORNEY, AND DRUG POLICY 
ADVOCATE
“Rosemary Woodruff Leary was one of the world’s great psychedelic pioneers. She worked throughout her life to educate people about the psychedelic experience and was instrumental in helping to orchestrate the cultural revolution of the Sixties. She did this at the expense of her personal freedom, which was compromised for a significant portion of her life. In a world where men often overshadow the accomplishments of women, Rosemary stands out as one of the most important psychedelic revolutionaries of our time—a brave and articulate heroine of highest integrity, sensitivity, and beaming intelligence. Interacting with many of the most influential cultural innovators of her time, she was not only at the center of all the action during the countercultural revolution of the 1960s—helping to orchestrate much of it behind the scenes—she was also an extraordinary writer, brilliantly recording her insightful observations. As a result, this book is at once an invaluable historical document and, although heartbreaking at times, a beautiful work of literature, a page-turning romance adventure story, and a spiritual inspiration. David F. Phillips did an extraordinary job at piecing this book together from numerous sources and reconstructing the memoir as Rosemary had intended it to be. Most highly recommended!”
DAVID JAY BROWN, AUTHOR OF DREAMING WIDE AWAKE 
AND THE NEW 
SCIENCE OF PSYCHEDELICS
“Psychedelic Refugee covers Rosemary’s intimate life with the charismatic Timothy Leary, her public life as a performer in his psychedelic roadshows, their harrowing arrests for marijuana and LSD, and her secret life as a primary player in his prison escape. She also tells the story of her years with Leary on the run in Algeria and Switzerland and her 23 years in hiding from the wrath of the American government for the act of freeing him from an unjust sentence. The Learys’ associations with the Castalia Foundation, the League for Spiritual Discovery, the Brotherhood of Eternal Love, the Weather Underground, and the international Black Panther Party are described in the author’s riveting firsthand account. This is the compelling untold story of an exceptional woman who was a pioneer of the psychedelic generation.”
MICHAEL HOROWITZ, COEDITOR 
OF MOKSHA: ALDOUS HUXLEY’S 
CLASSIC WRITINGS ON PSYCHEDELICS 
AND THE VISIONARY EXPERIENCE 
AND SISTERS OF THE EXTREME: 
WOMEN WRITING ON THE DRUG 
EXPERIENCE

Rise up, ye women that are at ease;
hear my voice, ye careless daughters;
give ear unto my speech.
ISAIAH 32:9
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Rosemary Woodruff Leary

1935–2002
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FOREWORD
Rosemary Woodruff Leary, Psychedelic Pioneer
MARTINA HOFFMANN
with Friends of Rosemary Woodruff Leary
One of the great female Psychedelic Pioneers, Rosemary Woodruff Leary, died on February 7, 2002, at her home in Aptos, California. She was sixty- six years old. Born in St. Louis, Missouri, on April 26, 1935, into a conservative Baptist environment, “Ro,” as she was known to her friends, began her psychedelic journey long before her relationship with Dr. Timothy Leary. In the fifties, as one of the early seekers who prefigured America’s emerging counterculture, she escaped to New York City at a tender age, where she became part of the city’s most progressive music (jazz), art, and literary (Beat) circles and experimented with psilocybin mushrooms and peyote. From here the course of events brought her to eventually become the “accomplice” of “the most dangerous man in America.”
The sheer number of psychedelic luminaries present at her memorial, held on April 20 (2002) in Santa Cruz, gave testimony to the fundamental role she played during the psychedelic revolution and beyond. Among them were Ralph Metzner, Frank Barron, Peggy Hitchcock, Robert Anton Wilson, Michael and Cindy Horowitz, Chet Helms, and many others, including Ram Dass, who was at her hospital bed.
In the nineteen fifties and early nineteen sixties era, because of the pervasive sexism, which obscured women’s intellectual contributions, women rebels were viewed mostly as being muses to their male counterparts. Rosemary Leary soon transcended this role by becoming Timothy Leary’s partner in creating the setting, which shaped LSD experimentation in its formative years. As he described in Flashbacks:
Rosemary and I shared the work too. I was finishing the work of psychedelic poetry based on the Tao Te Ching. Rosemary edited the manuscript. She joined . . . me in preparing the slide shows and tapes we used in our weekend workshops in various cities around the East Coast. We tried to stimulate LSD experiences with sounds, strobes, and slides, as Ralph, Michael, and I alternated murmured narration and Yogi instructions, while Rosemary whispered philosophic poetry, hour upon hour, recapitulating the evolution of the species, taking our astounding participants up the chakras of their bodies. (Flashbacks, pp. 232–33)
Her greatest contribution to the psychedelic movement was surely her consistent refusal to cooperate with federal authorities. She received thirty days of solitary confinement for not testifying against Leary after G. Gordon Liddy 
busted Millbrook in 1966. Then she proceeded to orchestrate Leary’s escape from 
prison in 1970 with the aid of the Weather Underground and planned for their 
subsequent escape to Algeria. Most critically, that same year she refused an 
offer of amnesty from the FBI in exchange for providing names of others who had 
committed illegal acts in the name of freedom of consciousness. This self- less show of bravery was to define the course of her life.
In her own words:
After escaping from Algeria, and suffering through yet another arrest and release in Switzerland, I left Leary, searching for a country that would allow me to find some peace and sanity. What followed were years of adventure and fear in some very far-flung places. I lived underground as a fugitive for twenty-four years in Europe and the Americas, long after Leary was captured again and eventually released from the U.S. prison system.
Because of Rosemary Leary, many founding members of the psychedelic movement lived out their lives in freedom rather than in jail cells. She paid a high price for the freedom of others: not until 1995 could she say, “I have regained my freedom, and I am free again to write.” But she paid this price willingly because of what psychedelics had taught her: that there are truths more fundamental and significant than the laws of men intoxicated with power.
MARTINA HOFFMANN is a world-renowned painter and sculptor and a central figure in contemporary Visionary art. Hoffmann’s work can be found in numerous books, magazines, and other publications, including Stanislav Grof’s Modern Consciousness Research and the Understanding of Art and as a featured artist in the book Women of Visionary Art. She keeps a home and studio in both the United States and France.

EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION
Rescuing Rosemary’s Memoir
How This Book Came to Be
David F. Phillips
For a bird of the air shall carry the voice, and that which hath wings shall tell the matter.
ECCLESIASTES 10:20
Rosemary Woodruff Leary was thirty-five when I first met her in the summer of 1970 in the San Francisco office of attorney Michael Kennedy, where I was working as a law clerk helping represent her famous husband Timothy. She offered me a swig of cherry juice from her own bottle. But that fall I went back East to finish law school, and that same fall she left for Algeria, and I did not see her again until 1983. By that time, having long since turned on, tuned in, and dropped out, I had moved to my family’s former summer house in the small town of Truro, Massachusetts, the last town before the tip of Cape Cod. Rosemary was then living in Provincetown, at the very tip, still a fugitive, and some friends who knew of my long-ago association with Timothy introduced us. We became good friends almost at once after this second introduction and remained very close until Rosemary died almost twenty years later, in 2002. She lived for some years as a welcome guest in my house in Truro, and again later in my house in San Francisco. I was fortunate to have been able to help in the effort in 1994 that worked her free from the threat of prosecution.
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Rosemary Woodruff Leary and David F. Phillips, circa 2000
Early in our friendship Rosemary showed me some chapters of the memoir she was writing. I now know that she had been working on this memoir during the time, after she separated from Timothy in 1971, when she wandered the world as a fugitive with John Schewel, from Switzerland to Afghanistan to Colombia to Costa Rica to her eventual return to the United States in 1976. The need to be able to pack up and leave on a moment’s notice had made it impractical to carry a typewriter with her, but once back in America she was able to use one at a library on Cape Cod, and the book you are now reading began to take a more definite shape.
Very unfortunately, though, Rosemary was not able to work on her book in a patient and orderly fashion until she had a complete first draft. She was chronically, desperately short of money and needed to publish individual chapters, if she could, to bring in some payment and to use the developing chapters as samples for publishers and agents so she could get an advance. She did publish a few excerpts here and there, but she was never able to secure a contract for the finished book.1
Also she made a practice of showing draft chapters to people whose opinion she respected, asking for comments. I was one of those people, and some of my comments on her draft chapters, and the comments of many others too, survive among her papers at the New York Public Library. It would have been much better for her and the book if she had finished a complete draft and then had one skilled and uninvolved editor work with her to refine it. But the widespread farming out of individual chapters to separate reviewers resulted in lots of well-meaning but inconsistent criticism and conflicting edits. Some people wanted more of Timothy in her book; others wanted less. Some wanted closer attention to the chronological details of what happened when others wanted more focus on her emotional state and inner feelings. Some, editing her work like a news article or an academic biography, tried to make her diction more orthodox, perhaps not knowing how deeply Rosemary had read in twentieth-century experimental writing (including James Joyce, Virginia Woolf, Jack Kerouac, William Burroughs, and especially John Dos Passos, whose newsreel-based devices of interpolated headlines and scraps of dialogue Rosemary used freely).
There were two regrettable results of all this. First, irreconcilable drafts 
multiplied until her text became largely unmanageable. And second, I think the accumulated and sometimes inconsistent criticism led her first to doubt her skill and her own voice and finally to get bored with a project that never got appreciably closer to completion. Too many drafts, too many suggestions, too much discouragement—finally there were too many cooks, and it spoiled the broth for her. Eventually she more or less abandoned the project, both because it had grown unwieldy and because, after decades had passed, she was getting tired of dwelling on her past adventures. So the book was never finished, and when she died in 2002, at the age of sixty-six, it remained a collection of disconnected drafts.
When Rosemary died, her brother, Gary Woodruff, inherited all her papers, and also her intellectual property rights.2 In 2016 Denis Berry, who had arranged for Timothy’s vast archives to be placed in the New York Public Library (NYPL), introduced me to Thomas Lannon, the curator of this collection at NYPL’s Archives and Manuscripts Division. He said that NYPL would welcome Rosemary’s papers there, and if Gary agreed they would establish a separate archive for them, distinct from Timothy’s. Gary did agree, and just about all her surviving papers were shipped to the NYPL in sturdy sealed plastic crates.3 You can consult them there today—I reproduce the library’s finding list in appendix D.
At the time of the transfer, the most completely assembled version of Rosemary’s memoir was a thick comb-bound book of photocopies of draft chapters, made at different times. It included one draft each for chapters 1 through 6 and 9 and 10. Some of these drafts showed heavy editing; there were also some fragments of other chapters. We called this book the Blue Binder.
John Schewel, Rosemary’s companion for a lot of the time when she composed 
her memoir, was able to supply me with digital files of a different set of draft chapters, including basic texts for chapters 7 and 8, not included in the Blue Binder. But this draft, too, was not complete or in publishable form. With Gary’s encouragement, and John’s, I went to NYPL in April 2017 to see what other material was available. The Rosemary Woodruff Leary Papers (RWLP) then consisted of twenty boxes (there are some more now), filled with carefully labeled and numbered files. Of these, four boxes were marked as containing material relating to 
The Magician’s Daughter, as the memoir was then informally known from the title of the first chapter. Rosemary had named it that when she sent parts of it to agents, hoping for an advance, but in other places she called it 
Holding Together, named after the eighth chapter of the I Ching.4 The material had been separated out into these boxes, first by Gary and then by library staff, in the expectation that I would be coming to work on them.
There was quite a lot of material from the memoir in the RWLP archive at the library. I found different versions of most of the chapters, sometimes many versions, sometimes fragmentary, and sometimes seemingly complete. I found handwritten drafts and scraps of notes, and isolated 
pages without any sign I could then recognize about where they were to go. I 
powered my way through the four boxes, not stopping to read or analyze very 
closely, but just separating out what I wanted the library to scan for me. If I 
was in any doubt, I ordered scans. I also had the library copy some electronic 
material they had salvaged from Rosemary’s computer, which Gary had saved, and 
some other materials too. In the end I ordered about six hundred pages scanned, 
including some electronic files.
My next step was to read the Blue Binder again, 
and when I did, it became evident to me that the well-meaning edits and 
suggested “corrections” were interfering with the directness and authenticity of 
the narrative. I knew Rosemary’s voice as well as almost anyone living, and the 
corrected manuscript did not sound right. It was like looking at Rosemary 
through a dirty window; the bubbles had been taken out of the champagne. These 
edits (including many of my own) might have been helpful for Rosemary’s 
short-term objective to get the memoir published while she was alive to work on it (although not helpful enough to actually get that done). But they did not serve the new objective, which was to assemble as much of the original as possible, in a coherent form and in her own style and language.
So I decided it would be best to start with a text as close to Rosemary’s original work as could be managed, 
ignoring all the changes, and see if I could get between covers the book she had so much wanted to see published. Gary Woodruff, Kate Woodruff Felton, John Schewel, and Denis Berry agreed with this plan of approach. I began by having the Blue Binder typed up (so I could work with it on the computer), leaving out
all the handwritten editorial changes and restoring the original typescript. Master word processor Will James accomplished this, carefully identifying places where the original was illegible beneath the corrections, and I then checked them against the Blue Binder itself. Will did the same thing again on hundreds of pages of library scans. Removing all the edits, some of which Rosemary had made herself, was drastic but necessary, I felt, in the same way it is necessary to remove the paint from a table before refinishing it. It is not done to harm the table, but to let its true wood be seen.
Then I started in editing the cores of chapters 1 through 10 as gently as I could, beginning with the Blue Binder for chapters 1 through 6 and 9 and 10 and with John’s text for chapters 7 and 8. Chapter 11 existed only in fragments, and there was no trace of any chapter beyond those, despite synopses and outlines and chapter lists by Rosemary ranging from fourteen up to twenty-two chapters (I discuss these chapter plans, and reproduce some of the synopses, in appendix A).5 Rosemary also prepared two detailed time lines covering events in her life from 1965 to 1974. I found them in one of the boxes, and they are so interesting and useful that I have combined them to publish here as appendix B.
I edited these core chapter texts very lightly indeed, correcting spelling and capitalization but only occasionally correcting punctuation, and adjusting word order only where absolutely needed to preserve sense. In particular, I preserved Rosemary’s habit of connecting independent clauses with commas instead of using semicolons or separating them into new sentences. This sounded more like Rosemary, and I let myself be guided by the sound of her voice in my head.
Once I had a basic text for the ten existing chapters, I then went through every other version of each chapter I could find and compared it 
word for word with the basic text, toggling back and forth from one screen to another. This meant I had to read these chapters so many times I was often able to recognize variations in the text just by reading. Sometimes (not always) they were quite heavily marked up—Document 1 here is one example of many that could have been chosen.
Where the material was almost the same, I made judgments based on what sounded better and what sounded more authentically like Rosemary, authenticity trumping betterness where I had to choose. I made all changes in a contrasting font, using Calibri instead of Times Roman because it was different enough to be distinctive but not so different as to be distracting. Where two readings both seemed reasonably authentic, I followed a practice sometimes used in translating ancient texts and kept one in the main body of the work and the other in a footnote so the reader could make a choice. Probably in such cases both versions were Rosemary’s own. If I were actually working with Rosemary to edit this manuscript in the usual way, I might have recommended that she adopt or alter one reading and discard the other. As this is no longer possible, I give both wherever they differ materially. Providing alternate readings allows a closer and more intimate view into Rosemary’s thought process than a single definitive text would have done, and anyway there isn’t a single definitive text.
In many places I found whole sections of narrative not in my basic text at all, and my general practice was to add to the basic text, again in Calibri, whatever additional material seemed to belong to Rosemary’s narrative and add value to the chapter. The result was that by the end of this process most of the chapters were considerably longer than any single previous draft had been, and the story included just about all of Rosemary’s accounts that have survived (or at least that I could find). Rosemary included many of her letters to her family in her draft chapters, and these I have not changed at all.
I reproduce a sample page as Document 2, see here, to show what those interim pages looked like. In the finished version, except where varying readings are offered in the footnotes, I have put all the Calibri into Times Roman so the seams are hidden. In a sense, though, it was arbitrary what went into Calibri. Material was added to a chapter because it happened not to have been in the version I started with, but the version I started with (usually but not always the Blue Binder) was actually no more canonical than any other. Where Rosemary used pseudonyms—Harry for Ralph Metzner, for example, or Gil Baines for Bill Haines—I have removed them and restored the correct names, identifying the first such substitution for each name in a footnote.
I also added a number of footnotes explaining who people were that Rosemary mentioned but did not identify. Aficionados of the Leariad and psychedelic history may know, for example, who Michael Hollingshead was, but that’s not everyone, and I hope Rosemary’s story will have a wide enough audience that these identifications may be useful. I feel comfortable doing this, as in one of her book proposals Rosemary herself said that “footnotes and notes will be used to clarify obscure historical events and persons.”6 I have also used footnotes to identify unattributed quotations, fix the exact dates of events where that was possible, briefly explore certain factual issues where needed to clarify the sense or correct a misremembering, define obscure or foreign words or words in dated slang, and for other purposes. I hope they are not too intrusive—they have helped me keep my own voice almost completely out of the main text. They are intended to be helpful, but if the footnotes get in your way,
just ignore them.
As I worked my way through the scanned pages, I found lists of chapters under completely different titles, with annotations saying that pages of many of these had been prepared.7 At that point, since I had returned to California, I asked my nephew Noah Phillips to go back to the RWLP and check the other boxes to see if any trace of these differently marked chapters could be found there. He combed through the remaining boxes and did find some useful material (for example, the comments of publishers and agents who reviewed portions of the memoir Rosemary sent them), but no other narrative that did not substantially duplicate what was in the four principal boxes.
I adopted three rules early in the editorial process—they were necessary to make the task manageable. First, there were folders of notes and scraps of clippings, and some drafts and outlines in longhand. These were not only difficult to read with any confidence, they would have been very difficult to transcribe and almost impossible to organize and compare with existing typescripts. I decided as a threshold matter that whatever was not typed, Rosemary had not considered finished enough even to circulate for comment. So (with a few exceptions) I did not use or incorporate any of that material. It is still there in the RWLP for others to explore, but it was not possible to include it here.
Second, I did not try to recreate missing material or absent chapters. I limited my effort to preparing an edition of 
what there actually was. A lot that we would have liked to hear about—including almost everything after she and Timothy separated in 1971—is not here. Toward the end the narrative is fragmented. I have published fragments as fragments and left blank spaces blank—it was all I could do with what I had.
Third, I was not writing a biography of Rosemary, although one is needed, and ample materials are available at the RWLP and elsewhere for this work to be done. It
should be done while witnesses to Rosemary’s life still remain and remember. But this book is not that—it is only an attempt to rescue as much of her memoir as she completed and make it accessible to all in a usable form. As her preface, which follows, makes clear, she wanted to tell her story and wanted her own voice to be heard amid the clamor of louder (mostly male) voices. She was for a time at the center of events of great cultural significance, and she was a personality worth remembering for her own sake. This book is an attempt to preserve Rosemary’s story and her voice and her memory.8
Since narrative of the surviving chapters stopped in 1972, before the years of wandering and return, the book as originally conceived was rather unbalanced, like a bird with only one wing. But very fortunately, in 1997 the author Robert Greenfield interviewed Rosemary for his book 
Timothy Leary: A Biography (New York: Houghton Mifflin Harcourt, 2006). He sent her a copy of his notes for her to review, and she kept it.9 
It covers the years the memoir does not, and being in Rosemary’s own voice fits 
perfectly into this work. I am very grateful to Robert Greenfield for allowing 
me to include it as a final chapter. Thanks also to the photographer Robert Altman for permission to reproduce his portrait of Rosemary that closes that chapter.
Ultimately the choices I made in editing this text are my responsibility—someone had to make the choices. I am grateful that Rosemary’s brother Gary Woodruff, her niece Kate Woodruff Felton, and her companion in exile John Schewel trusted me with this responsibility. 
I have done the best I could with it. They all agreed to my suggestion for the 
reworked title. I have reconstructed the preface, published here under her name, from various versions she wrote to accompany manuscripts sent to agents and publishers. The original plan for the book included an introduction by Laura Huxley, but if it was ever written I have not found it, and she died in 2007. The chapter titles (except for chapter 12) are all Rosemary’s—appendix A shows some of the changes the chapter titles went through before she settled on these. The epigraphs to the chapters and the general epigraph here, are all Rosemary’s.
I want to express my gratitude to Thomas Lannon, Assistant Director for Manuscripts, Archives and Rare Books at the New York Public Library, and the staff of the NYPL Archives and Manuscripts Division, both for making my work at the library (and also my nephew’s) as easy and efficient as possible and for their service in operating and maintaining this priceless and irreplaceable resource. Additional thanks to the staff at Inner Traditions: the acquisitions editor, Jon Graham; project editor Mindy Branstetter; editor in chief Jeanie Levitan; production editor Eliza Homick; sales and marketing representative Ashley Kolesnik; editorial assistant Patricia Rydle; copy editor Elizabeth Wilson; and to my agent Kristin Moeller, and Bill Gladstone, of Waterside Productions, and to Michael Horowitz (again) for making the necessary introductions. Special thanks to Stephen F. Breimer for his generous guidance in placing the manuscript.
Thanks also (again) to Robert Greenfield, not only for his contribution of a final chapter but also for his deeply researched Timothy Leary: A Biography, 
which I found immensely valuable for understanding the chaotic kaleidoscope of events in Rosemary’s life when she was part of the Leariad. Thanks to Michael Horowitz for his Annotated Bibliography of Timothy Leary (Hamden, Conn.: Archon Books, 1988), which helped me identify the threads of Timothy’s writings that Rosemary included in many places in her book, and for other help generously given. Thanks to the late Art Kleps 
for his boisterously entertaining and idiosyncratic memoir Millbrook: A Narrative of the Early Years of American Psychedelianism, 3rd ed. (Austin, Tex.: Original Kleptonian Neo-American Church, 2005), which made a lot of that period and its personalities clearer to me; and thanks to his daughter Daphne Kleps and the Original Kleptonian Neo-American Church for permission to reproduce from it the map of the Millbrook estate that appears here. Thanks again to Will James, this time for his microscopically precise copy editing. And deep thanks to two departed friends, without whom neither my long friendship with Rosemary, nor this edition of her book, would ever have happened: Michael Kennedy, who introduced us for the first time in San Francisco in 1970, and Judy Given, who introduced us for the second time in Provincetown in 1983.
I would also like to thank (in alphabetical order) Annette Barbasch, Denis Berry, Alex Best, Katherine Forer, Eleanora Kennedy, Adam Phillips, Noah Phillips, Andrew Jay Schwartzman, Gerald Stiebel, and (as always) the San Francisco Public Library for their contributions to this project. Honor, praise, and gratitude to Sri Lord Ganesha, blessed be He, the great god of India, Patron of Literature and Learning, Who for this as for all my books has been my Inspiration and Scribe.
SAN FRANCISCO MAY 2019
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Document 1: Sample page with longhand edits
 
Document 2: Sample page, transcribed, with editorial revisions in Calibri font (footnotes omitted)
Roadman spoke of the purpose of the gathering. Two children were sick, their mother and father were sponsoring the meeting. They spoke briefly, welcoming us and our desire to pray with them. We smoked the cigarettes and Fireman collected the remains, placing them on the altar. Roadman poured peyote tea; it was handed around the circle. He explained his way for the ceremony and the sun-wise path we would follow when passing the prayer drum, eagle fan, sage, staff, and rattle. Sunwise all the instruments would go.
An old woman seemed to be complaining of our presence. Roadman talked quietly to her and she seemed to agree. A young couple across from us smiled their amusement; we exchanged smiles. They were Native American, beautiful, young, and obviously experienced peyote takers. Two small, bundled children were curled behind their mother next to Drummer. We had not yet drunk the tea.
We were eight from Los Angeles. Long-haired Anglos in cowboy boots with turquoise beads purchased that afternoon in the pawnshops of Gallup. Red-eyed men had leaned tipsily 
against the lampposts. Police in county cars patrolled the streets, keeping a 
watchful eye on every Navaho man reeling tipsily from doorway to lamppost. Now, deep in the reservation, we sat in the hogan with the peyote church members, short-haired, hard-working people in sober clothes, neatly pressed jeans and plaid jackets.
Roadman prayed while Drummer played. We drank the tea. It was not bitter. Roadman spoke again in English. He prayed for sons lost in the wars, for those who drank whiskey, for those who did not know the Road, or who’d lost it, following the white man’s way, forgetting their fathers. He prayed for those in jail, arrested for bringing peyote home, for understanding and good will between all people, for the sick children here with us, for all children, for all beings. His prayer ended.
Drummer spoke while Roadman drummed. The peyote buttons from the altar were passed around the circle. They were much less bitter than I expected. Drummer spoke with his drums, the air hummed, the sound was oceanic. Cedarman placed sage on the fire, then passed the prayer instruments in our direction. One of the group attempted to sing but truth stopped him. Left hand, right hand, we handed sage, staff, fan, and rattle, those with songs sang them. The young couple had many songs. The drum went round again. The peyote came: it was sweet, it was sweet. All prayed, sang aloud. I wept not unhappily.
In the middle of the night, Fireman spoke in his native tongue; I understood him. The fire flamed with his words, they were strong and full of courage.
Water Lady opened the door and passed the water gourd. We tasted water for the first time in many hours, then left the hogan. Everything outside in the still dark night was changed.
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PREFACE
Fugitive in Exile
Rosemary Woodruff Leary
When you strike off on your own, leave some trace of your passage which will guide you coming back, one stone set on another, some grass weighted by a stick. But if you come to an impasse or a dangerous spot, remember that the trail you have left could lead people coming after you into trouble. So go back along your trail and obliterate any traces that you have left. This applies to anyone who wishes to leave some mark of his passage in the world. Even without wanting to, you always leave a few traces. Be ready to answer to your fellow men for the trail you leave behind you.
RENÉ DAUMAL, MOUNT
ANALOGUE
fugitive 1. n. someone fleeing from punishment, danger, pursuit, authority, etc.
2. adj. in flight, running away; liable to change, not durable, a fugitive color; (of literary compositions) scattered, occasional, ephemeral.
The history of a life does not always end with the final passing of that life. The memorabilia linger for a time; a great disorder of unpaid bills, half-legible letters, and mysterious writings often remain for others to clear away.
It was with that heap of paper in mind that I looked into my old leather trunk, full of photos and the chapters of an almost forgotten memoir I had begun to write long ago, by kerosene lamp and candlelight in Asian hotels, unheated European farmhouses, and a South American jungle hut. I was trying then to understand the process that had led me into exile and my life as a fugitive from my homeland.
I was a fugitive from my past and from authority. For over twenty- four years, ever since I put on a wig and borrowed a dead child’s identity, I had pretended to be someone other than my mother’s child.1 That I was successful at this for so long was not due to any special skill or ability on my part, but rather to the growing indifference of the law, and how well my disguise came to fit. But the law was always there and the past kept me someone else. With time I became the person I pretended to be, with weight as a costume, and age as makeup. Ms. Everybody.
As a fugitive, the realities of the past intersected the present, with the continual threat of capture and prison. At the time, I often thought how sweet it would sound to hear someone call me by my real name. Now that I am free I can finally tell my story.
Books have been a passion of mine since childhood, and my personal adventures were inspired by all that I read. Nancy Drew proved to me that girls could be smart.2 Jo March taught me that girls could be noble, true, and write our way into life.3 From 
Forever Amber, which I read as a child by flashlight under the bedcovers after everyone else had gone to bed, I learned that bad girls had affairs, yet continued searching for true love.4 Much later, with Aldous Huxley’s
The Genius and the Goddess5 I learned that it was possible to find one’s way home to Olympus “by the road of sensuality.” From Alexandra David-Néel and Madam Blavatsky I learned that travel in search of a spiritual truth was ennobling and difficult.6 Orage taught me that love could have no boundaries and Gurdjieff that tricksters were fascinating.7
At the same time I discovered that once the journey had begun there was no turning back. One can rarely go home again, but I learned that being on the road wasn’t such a bad place to be.
In 1952, I left St. Louis at seventeen as an air force officer’s wife bound for an isolated desert base in Washington State. During the 1950s, while the McCarthy hearings were frightening Americans about Communism, I was living in New York City.8 I did walk-on parts live on television, I was an interior decorator, beatnik stewardess, and had countless other personalities. I married a jazz musician, and every night I would wait for my husband in one of the jazz clubs to finish his gig. Then we would go up to Harlem for breakfast in one of the after-hour clubs.
In 1964 I met two former Harvard professors who were experimenting with LSD.9 When American culture was in the midst of a rapid and radical cultural metamorphosis, I was married to the controversial and charismatic spokesperson for the psychedelic movement, Dr. Timothy Leary.
As a result of this marriage and my rebellious spirit, I found myself in the center of the whirling action and witnessed much of the revolutionary cultural transformation. I became a stepmother, seminar instructor, chatelaine of a sixty-four-room mansion, League for Spiritual Discovery guide, and light show artist in the psychedelic theater of the nineteen sixties. In this memoir I have tried to describe what happened, how it felt to be there.10
At the celebrated Millbrook estate in upstate New York, Timothy and I explored the positive potential of psychedelic sacraments, and played host to an endless stream of influential and talented artists, scientists, writers, musicians, and spiritual teachers.11 Millbrook was an early example of the New Age communities and human potential movements, and LSD was a shamanic gateway into expanded realities of creativity, spirituality, and ecstasy.
It was a time of enchantment; there were moments of radiant grace. But the party ended when we were busted during a midnight raid, led by Watergate mastermind G. Gordon Liddy, who jailed me for a month for contempt of court.12 A marijuana charge later sent Timothy to prison; I helped him escape with the assistance of the Weather Underground, and we fled to Algeria together.
Ironically, after leaving America, we ended up captives again, held this time by Eldridge Cleaver and the Black Panther Party in Algeria. After escaping from Algeria too, and after another arrest in Switzerland, I left Tim, searching for a country that would allow me to find peace and sanity again. What followed were years of adventure and fear in some very far-flung places.
I became a fugitive on four continents, and a refugee. I lived underground as a fugitive in Europe and the Americas long after Timothy was captured again and eventually released from the prison system. After having had no contact for over twenty years, he and I reconnected once again at the end of his life and I was, as he wanted me to be, witness to his death.
Recently I have regained my freedom, and now I can tell my story. With the law finally appeased, and the optimism that has become my survival trait, and time running out, I have written this book to document what I experienced.13The Magician’s Daughter is a memoir of chaotic times. I have attempted to make it a comic and provocative look at the spirit of the times.
ALTERNATE ENDING
It was a time of enchantment. There were moments of radiant grace, knowing that we were all in this beauty together—the beauty of this earth.14 Suspecting sacrifice as a wrong idea, we knew the unity transcending generations. We were Indians, cowboys, settlers, with tepee fires and tribal ways, seeking doors to Eden. We were city guerrillas, urban warriors, priestesses, pirates, prophets, utopian visionaries, mystical anarchists, revolutionaries, and outlaws. We were yogis and shaktis. And there was the down side too: the wars went on, and there were children following “smiling men with bad reputations.”15
We wanted to be armed with wit, militant with intelligence, realizing the vision of the harmony of all things. We wanted to be able to define ourselves in terms of the above—the eternal human.
The book, which seemed never finished, never-ending, began when I was in exile. Now it is being completed when I am finally home again, with the hope of leaving my past in good order for those who care to know it—for history, for lessons learned, for journeys taken.16
ROSEMARY WOODRUFF LEARY
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ONE
The Magician’s Daughter
Learn therefore, O Sisters

to distinguish the Eternal Human

That walks about among the stones of fire in bliss & woe

Alternate, from these States or Worlds in which the Spirit travels

This is the only means to forgiveness of Enemies.
WILLIAM BLAKE, JERUSALEM
The adverse aspect between the planets Venus and Neptune is very serious and unfortunate, affecting the whole of the emotional life, these two planets representing personal and universal love respectively; and the conflict between the two means that you need to purify your love nature from the selfish element, seeking to make that which is personal universal. There is a dangerous side to this aspect, and that is the tendency it brings to fall completely under the sway of the senses. You yourself will know if there is any fear of this in your own case, but if so you should battle against it with all the strength of your nature, for when evil, the effect of Neptune is most insidious. Avoid all narcotic drugs as you would the plague.
ALAN LEO, THE 
KEY TO YOUR OWN 
NATIVITY1
My father plucked pennies from my ears, dealt cards to choose and remember, placed back in the deck they’d appear next in my hair, four kings in a row beside them.2 His finger was a wand to be watched carefully, it created invisibility. He is slender, elegant in tails with slick black hair, smiling at the costumed girl beside him. He holds a rifle, there’s a hole in the Ace of Spades. The photograph calls him Victor the Magician.
He was the last but one of ten, raised in southern Missouri. Tales of Indian blood, land grants, but he didn’t really know or care, leaving to older sisters the heritage of dried-up farms and family pride, tribal ways, and close-knit kin.
My aunts were missionaries and I the little heathen, with Bible verse and Baptist hymns to save me from the devil sins of cards and dancing. They were relieved to have someone to save. I was counted among the saved one Sunday. The minister wore fishing boots, said a long prayer while he dunked me in the pool behind the pulpit. The choir sang “Washed in the Blood of the Lamb.” A trick painting of Jesus hung on the wall, his eyes opening and closing to my questions. I wanted religion and a place to belong to, but Sweet Jesus set me free from Bible class and religious aunts.
Even at seven I knew there was something more than what everyone was telling me, and one bright day I got a glimpse. It was a shining moment, with an energy that hovered in the air, so strong and real. I suddenly realized that I was a part of everything. I was walking on a leafy street near my house, and everything was illuminated in gold. Time stopped. It was only a moment. I promised the presence that hovered near me in the air that I would remember. That night in my dreams I flew above lampposts and trees, though it was frightening to be so high.
There were summers full of mint, matching my growth against the corn, a seat on the gray swayback mare safe from the mean old rooster that pecked around the barn. Silky dust against bare feet, feather beds, gourd water cups, kerosene lamps, fresh warm milk, the smell of honeysuckle and clover, streams with cottonmouth snakes slithering from logs. Heat lightning and thunderstorms sent Mother under cover; I’d be out dancing, washing my hair under the summer’s shower. One autumn a hog killing, chipped enamel basins full of blood, high-pitched squeals, thick smoke in the air.
The dry delicate touch of my blind uncle’s hands, he said I was pretty. My city grandfather’s long stained fingers turning the package of Camels to show me the hotel in the desert. The smell of my country grandfather’s Sunday suit, mothballs and pipe tobacco. They all died the same year; I wore the same yellow dress to the funerals.
Lonely, rebellious, and inventive, I lived in my own world, for the rules of the other made no sense to me. I mythologized everything. I wanted things to be grander than they were in my own little neighborhood, 
in my little home. Living in St. Louis, a city that had long since turned its 
back on the River that for centuries had been part of its history, I loved the idea that there had perhaps been French fur trappers in my family. Names like 
Maupin led me to muse on handsome, burly Frenchmen making their way down the Mississippi, set on the world’s greatest adventure.
Cold city winters; chapped, skinned knees; a tin lunch box with hot chocolate. Icy salted streets, snow ice cream with vanilla. Daddy left for work on the levee wearing mittens and two pairs of pants. Magic was a part-time thing, couldn’t make a living. He’d only do his tricks for me, said his fingers had grown too clumsy. Saturday nights I was the performer down at the family tavern. The bar cleared of glasses and foam, I’d toe dance or do backbends.
—Fine little acrobat you’ve got there, ought to be in pictures. Have another beer?
—No thanks, daughter’s got Sunday school, the wife’s waiting.
—What about your daddy’s still, that time you outran him?
—Little pitchers got big ears, nope, he’s got a turkey farm down in French Village, doing fine, going on seventy.
Mother made costumes for my dolls to match the ones I wore in recitals and on the river boat with my tap dance group. They were usually red, white, and blue—our dances were done to military airs.
Coffee tins full of grease saved for the butcher, stomping on cans, collecting paper, war bonds, and “dirty Krauts.”
—Our next door neighbor’s German.
Hula skirts cut from the family funnies, dance recitals, the morale of the Boys Over There.
—Uncle Howie’s fighting Nazis.3
Or so we thought until a coded letter arrived, with the old joke about Prince Albert tobacco and the word 
Dad underlined. It was figured out that he was in the Prince Albert Islands near Trinidad.4 My father’s job at the railroad yard was considered too important for him to be drafted.
ROOSEVELT DIES5
—Grandpa cursed him to it!
A neighborhood girl surrounded by aunts, uncles, and cousins in a four-family apartment. I was unaware of there being any wrong side of town.
I was a good Indian-ball player, fast and skinny until timid breasts appeared.6 Nothing fit and everything was awful. My baby brother was born,7 and I became a babysitter on permanent duty. My parents sent me to Kentucky to my father’s youngest sister. She taught me to curtsey and make bouquets of flowers from paper doilies to present to her friends when we went calling. I spent the summer as an only child reading Shakespeare and listening to 
The Mikado on tin-pierced records.8 I never wanted to go home again.
Then I was in love with the boy next door, his dog, the Catholic Church, movies, radio serials like 
Our Gal Sunday, anything with heroines.
Can this girl from a little mining town in the West find happiness as the wife of a wealthy and titled Englishman?9
I lied about my age to get my first job, popcorn girl, then cashier, at the local movie house. I was tall and looked older than my age, thirteen. The manager of the movie house called me 
quail bait. I didn’t understand. The high school hero about to graduate asked me to the prom. From then on I was going steady.
My grandmother moved in with us, and I lost my room. We moved to the suburbs, I got the basement and a radio and some privacy.
Lawdy Miss Clawdy!10 Rhythm and blues on the late-night radio taught me to dance not like a white girl should. The Gospel Hour at midnight taught me what those old hymns should really sound like.
Then bored with proms, sorority meetings, cheerleading, who’s going to Korea. Out of school at fifteen, regretting it later, working. Given a diamond ring, the pleasures he promised, under a tree by the river, bitten by mosquitoes. Sixteen. Full of a long summer’s waiting till he finished pilot training and we could be married. Buying silver on time, rapt in my dreams, writing him letters. Tired in the mornings walking to work past the whores in the doors of the old levee houses.
Married wearing pink,11 a friend sang “Because You Promised Me,” my hand shook for the ring. My father rose to steady me.12 Honeymoon in Las Vegas where gambling claimed him. Slept most of the way to my new home, an air force base in the West.13
I was uncomfortable with the major’s wife and officers’ club dinners. 
Unwilling to learn bridge or patience. Beaten when I answered back, swore, or 
got angry. Plagued by desert winds and cowboys riding eastwards. Protective of my budding self, running back to St. Louis pregnant, seventeen. Four days on the train and I was home.
—I can’t believe Brad would hit you, what did you do?
His lower blows unmade the baby.
Daddy is scared, holds my hands when the pains come faster. Blackhabited nuns go round in squares, ether fills the air.
—You bad girl, what did you do, you’re losing the baby.
—The baby died, she’ll live to have another.
—I called the base. He said you’d made your bed. He found your wedding ring in the sugar bowl. Oh, Ro!
With my girlfriend in her daddy’s Cadillac we’d cross the bridge to East St. Louis blues on weekends, roadhouses, nightclubs, anywhere there was music—better live than on the soul stations. Back at dawn, listening to gospel on the car radio, we’d lie to each other’s mother.
My mother had cancer. My grandmother told me it was my fault because I was such a bad girl. I met a thin, glib tap dancer, the third of a famous dancing trio, followed him to the City.
CHINATOWN . . . WALL STREET 
. . . STATUE OF LIBERTY . . . AIR-CONDITIONED 
RIDE . . . UPTOWN . . . DOWNTOWN 
. . . GET YOUR TICKETS 
HERE14
Billboard Camel sailor blowing down on sidewalk preacher.15
—Beloved, believe not every spirit . . . there are many false prophets here among us.16
—Hello, surprise, you said you wanted me near. My family’s moved to California and there’s no more home to go to.
But he had a wife, kids, didn’t want another.
—I’ll call some hoofers I know, they might let you stay.
They did.
—Listen, I’ve got a john coming at midnight, you can take the dog to the hairdresser; it’s open all night. I want him dyed shocking pink. How old are you, anyway?
PRIVATE ROOM EXCHANGED 
FOR EVE BABY-SIT 
WEST END AVE
—Good morning, Walruses Handbags. No, Mr. Rose is not in.
—Why don’t you try modeling? You got the height.
—Pull in your cheeks, lift your chin, that’s it.
—Two pastramis on rye toast . . .
—I can make you the best known face in New York.
. . . and an egg salad on whole wheat.
Dear Family,
New York is so exciting! I’ve taken a part-time job at a restaurant, I wear a cowboy hat and say Howdy! I’m doing a Toni commercial next week, I’m the Easy to Wave Girl.17 Don’t sneeze or you’ll miss me. Write me at the Alperton House for Women.18 No men allowed except for the ancient elevator operator.
LOVE
Later, with Mat Mathews, a jazz accordionist from Holland who’d learned to speak English in Harlem, I lived at a musicians’ hotel off Broadway. We had breakfast from a paper cup and dinner at Charlie’s Tavern.19
—Lady wanted me to go on the road.
—Hamp’s whole band lined up to get vaccinated, everybody’s sleeve rolled up.
—And Mingus threw the guy off the balcony.
—Bird won’t play there anymore.20
—Ely, Nevada, where is that at?
It was a little mining town between Reno and Las Vegas.21 Broke short-order cooks, hustlers, cowboys, miners, Indians, whores. Three civic leaders died in a plane crash. Their widows kept the bingo parlors, cribs, slot machines going. The bus station burned down—no way out. Justice of the peace married us. Two weeks with a funny hat trio playing to drunken potato farmers, and we had the airfare back to New York.
PERRY STREET WEST 
TWO & HALF KITCHEN 
FIREPLACE FURNISHED
—You paid your dues, man . . .
—I’ve got to meet some cats uptown, don’t wait up.
Lonely, I met Charles, a different kind of musician. He smelled of pipe tobacco and ripe experience, the scent of my grandfather.
December 12, 1958
Dear Family,
It’s snowing and the streets are white and quiet. I like this neighborhood. There is a Puerto Rican church next door; I hear all the old Baptist hymns in Spanish. There are pushcarts selling everything. I buy vegetables from an old woman called Apple Annie. She uses a baby carriage as her store. Charles is working on a new symphony; he has dedicated it to me. It is called Chief Crazy Horse. Our life is very simple. I bake bread and read everything from A to Z in the Tenth Street library. Mat is divorcing me so he can stay in the States.22 I know you don’t approve, but please try to understand and don’t worry.
LOVE
—You boil them up and drink the juice. There’s a nursery in Texas that will send them through the mail.
—And so I said to my mother, “I’ve just eaten some mushrooms,” and she said, “what’s the matter they’re poisonous or something? You look green.” I couldn’t stop laughing.
—Everyone is on the blacklist, no one is working.
—Did you hear Art Tatum died?23
—Come on over, Kerouac will be there and Aram is bringing his movie.24
—I saw him look at you, do you think I’m blind?
January 30, 1959
Dear Family,
I’ve moved to the Chelsea Hotel.25 If Charles calls please don’t tell him where I am. He is a fine man but perhaps there is just too much difference in our ages. I might come home for a while. Please write.
LOVE
I ran away again, this time from loving a married man. I put on a uniform and joined an airline.26
—Havana was really great as a layover. You have to work too hard now that it’s a turnaround.
—Bring me another coffee will you, hon?
—Good morning. Welcome aboard Flight 111 to Havana, Cuba.
PLEASE FASTEN YOUR SEAT BELTS AND OBSERVE THE 
NO-SMOKING SIGN WHEN IT APPEARS. BREAKFAST AND COMPLIMENTARY DAIQUIRIS WILL BE 
SERVED SHORTLY AFTER TAKEOFF.
THANK YOU.
—Never mind what the captain says, bring me another drink.
—You know they call you the Beatnik Stew?
—She bumped me off that flight so she could fly with her boy- friend; they lost three engines over the Gulf. They never found the wreckage.
—I don’t care if you’ve flown ninety hours and you’ve got the flu, you’re scheduled on this one.
—Screw crew scheduling, call in sick.
—We went to Puerto Rico and all we did was take cocaine and read Faust to one another.
—Goethe or Marlowe?
—Brett says he’s into Wittgenstein. He’ll be teaching him next spring.
—Nica showed me how to use the I Ching.
—Ouspensky is far out, but you ought to read Orage.27
—Jerry brought back the entire bush! I think they just went out to the desert and pulled up the first likely looking plant.
—Two hundred dollars for a pound of this?
—Maybe we can bake it, have you seen the Alice B. Toklas Cook Book?28
—Peggy Glanville-Hicks used the letter and they sang “I’m Sending You Some Majoun Candy.” Charles told me that story years ago.29
March 10, 1961
Dear Family,
I really like working at El Al, especially when there is an Orthodox group leaving for Tel Aviv, everyone is crying and singing. I did a publicity poster. It says Willkomen in Zürich, they think I look Swiss. I’ve taken a lease on an old sailmaker’s loft at the foot of Manhattan; there is so much space and light. I can see the Statue of Liberty and a glimpse of the ocean. Tugboats dock in front of the building; the cooks wave me aboard for a cup of coffee. In the early morning the street is full of seagulls, so strange to walk among knee-high birds. My few neighbors are artists. We meet at a fishermen’s luncheonette called Mary’s Rest. She looks like the duchess in Alice but feeds me double portions of everything. Perhaps I’ll see you at Xmas.
LOVE
—Monk’s at the Five Spot, Trane’s at the Half Note, Miles is at the Vanguard. Who do you want to hear?30
—Amphetamine makes you crazy; I don’t care if it gives you visions.
—Subways underground while missile crisis sent those who could to Mexico or overseas.31 I spent all my salary on taxis.
—Harry Smith’s movie is really incredible.32
—Did you see the version with Charlie Parker’s music?
—He wants me to go on working so he can write a play.
—They sold the company to IBM.
—With Leary and Alpert at Harvard, Ginsberg went there, Huxley too.33
EAST NINTH STREET 
HI CEIL FIREPLACE 
THREE FLIGHTS GARDEN 
VIEW PRODUCTION ASST 
TV STUDIO ATTRACTIVE HARD 
WORKING CONGENIAL RESPONSIBLE 
PROPS, CASTING FOR COMMERCIALS
—Backward flip on a trampoline with a girdle on, she’s got to be a champion.
—The noodles are supposed to pour out of the egg, not fall in a clump.
I was at lunch with fourteen ad executives talking about their soup commercial when Kennedy was killed.34 Who would absorb the cost of the day’s unfinished commercial: union or management? I was fired before it was resolved.
—No, I don’t hear voices. I’m just depressed.
—Ira Cohen came back from Morocco with a whole briefcase full.35
—One more summer in New York and I’ll die.
—LSD in a sugar cube? What does it do?
—It sounds beautiful, Kate, how long before you come down?
ROSEMARY’S LETTER TO HER FATHER
Jan 28, 1973
Dear Daddy,
I believe that the book called The Magician’s Daughter will begin this way.
“My father’s hands never beat me but plucked pennies from my nose, dealt cards to choose and remember. Placed back in the deck, they’d appear next to my ear, four kings in a row beside them. His finger was a wand to be watched carefully, creating invisibility. He was slender, elegant in tails and slick black hair, smiling at the costumed girl beside him. He stands with a rifle, there’s a hole in the Ace of Spades. He knew magic words but wouldn’t tell them. No one could beat him at sleight of hand, he’s learned from a master. People would come from miles around to watch him but he couldn’t make a living at it, there was a depression. Handbills called him Victor, the Magician.”
I hope you like it.
Happy Birthday
Love,
Ro
INTERLUDE
[image: image]
Editor’s Note: Rosemary’s First Acid Trip
This recounting of Rosemary’s first acid trip was found among other fragments in a file containing elements that became chapter 5. But it clearly belongs just after chapter 1, which ends with her discussing with Kate the idea of taking some acid on a sugar cube. The title “Generatrix” and the date are Rosemary’s. In January 1965 Rosemary was 29.

Generatrix
January 1965
She divided the sugar cube.
I lay on the floor looking up, waiting to feel for the first time the effects of LSD. No taste, other than the sudden flow of saliva, sugar dissolving in my mouth.
Candles, incense, fire. Wait.
Skylight pulsing, white frame, dark night, a touch of red with every heartbeat. How my heart beats.
Absorbed by the patterns till intensity seems moronic.
Kate lay beside me, a gentle smile on her face. The fire, now dense, layer upon layer like paint applied in countless strokes.
Flames spiral close with indrawn breath. Exhale. They retreat a bit as do flowers, walls. It is not a pleasant sensation, exactly. The flowers look wise. The skylight is suddenly very distant in a vaulted chamber filled with overlapping times.36
I feel longer, my body extending, a serpent, stretching across the room. Carpet soft beneath me. I must see on the other side.
A shrine. Before the candles, head bowed to the floor. I thrust up, find balance, look deep into the painted eyes. Her many hands wave flowers, skulls, bells, weapons. Her eyes upturned, crescent moon cradling the sun.
Armed and militant. Dancing upon the lovers, flailing the abyss.
Mother.
Kali.37
Generatrix.38
I want air.
We pass through the door out into the dawn; sparkling, crisp day,
“Where to, ladies?” A taxi.
“To the end of the island.”
A right turn onto a road straight and clear, a tunnel with blue sky above the not too distant sea.
We stopped before a dock stretching into the river. Far from the city sounds the distant shore, a dream of towers.
A glimpse of the Statue of Liberty. She. Seagulls wheeled above us. Laughing gulls tipped with black.
Golden wings tracing webs in the skylight of the sun. I go with them. High above the two shadows on the dock, flying. Kate calls. Clouds, cold sea breeze.
We are tired and hungry.
Under the span of the East River Drive, a van with a sign in the window.
PLEASE HELP KOREAN 
STUDENT MEDICAL STUDIES, 
BRING HEALTH AND 
SANITY TO THE WORLD. THANK 
YOU.
Across the dark caverned street, a truck flash-filming whoever stops to read the printed sign.39
We hailed a cab, wanting oatmeal and hot coffee.
Sunday Times in the brightly lit restaurant.40
U.S. BOMBS NORTH VIETNAM 
RETALIATION FOR VIETCONG ATTACK
AT U.S. INSTALLATIONS.
Spongy wastelands. With milk and honey, steamy swamps, molten rivers.41 Dinosaurs in my porridge.
My stomach says I cannot eat yet.
“What’s the matter, you in love? Why
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