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“Jim’s humor, honesty, and healing are brought together exquisitely in The Dreaming Circus. As a Vietnam veteran, war correspondent, writer, and spiritual seeker, Morris embodies the spirit and essence of a true warrior of the heart. His journey to integrate the wounds and scars of 
life into art and beauty is an inspiration to all warriors learning to turn trauma into triumph and inner turmoil into transformed peace.”
HEATHERASH AMARA, 
AUTHOR OF WARRIOR GODDESS 
TRAINING
“As a new generation returns from war, they are already struggling to process what they saw, what they did, and what it means. Jim Morris has the wisdom to pass on that can make this transition less difficult. The Dreaming Circus is his finest work yet, detailing his experiences in Vietnam and the journey back home. Filled with introspection and parallels to contemporary conflicts, it is part memoir, part instructional guide, and a book that I will be recommending to friends, peers, and former teammates.”
JACK MURPHY, ARMY 
SPECIAL OPERATIONS VETERAN, 
JOURNALIST, AUTHOR OF MURPHY’S LAW, 
AND COHOST OF THE TEAM HOUSE
“The Dreaming Circus is a trip! Jim Morris is a visceral 
writer, and the level of adrenaline is so real that you’ll have to remind 
yourself that this is a book! Stories of the Vietnam era, of coming alive in our 
world, right to this present moment, convey the stress, the mess, the passion, 
and the strange synchronicities of a life lived to the limit. His journey into 
light, into reconciliation with the chaos and catastrophe that are rings in the Dream Circus, is honest and pure. This book will touch you with its honesty, and ultimately, as a story of healing, it will inspire you!”
FRANCIS RICO, SHAMAN, 
TEACHER, AND AUTHOR OF A SHAMAN’S GUIDE 
TO DEEP BEAUTY
“Wounded by life and again by war, Jim Morris’s rich and compelling narrative takes the reader on his journey through time and space to find himself and understand his place in the universe.”
MARVIN J. WOLF, COAUTHOR OF
ABANDONED IN HELL
“To be a great storyteller you must have lived some great stories. The Dreaming Circus is both the tale told and the adventure behind it. Jim takes the reader into a mysterious, beautiful, ruthless dream that he lived as the prerequisite to casting the spell that’s become the Dreaming Circus invitation. To join Jim and his cast of characters, compadres, challengers, and shape-shifters into the elusive reality of our mind’s landscapes is a true adventure. We are worthy of great adventures, and Jim has opened the door to one that you’ll be fortunate to say yes to.”
LEE MCCORMICK, 
SPIRITUAL TEACHER AND COAUTHOR OF SPIRIT RECOVERY 
MEDICINE BAG
“Jim Morris is a spiritual warrior in the truest sense of the 
phrase. Unlike most modern spiritual seekers, he comes from the actual world of 
the warrior, having served several tours in Vietnam. After a good deal of floundering and suffering, he enters the spiritual path, which he pursues with the same intensity and commitment that he brought to his service in every aspect of his life! Morris’s story makes a fantastic read—wild and fun early on, given depth by the unflinching and honest undercurrent of pain, confusion, and heartache that goads him to search for something more, something that explains and guides and has the power to transform. What he finds—his teacher and his community, his path—is full of heart and does transform him in ways that are just as wondrous and wild as anything experienced in youth. You expect the story of someone’s spiritual journey to be inspiring, and his story is both engaging and entertaining. It is joyfully hopeful as well.”
MELISSA TOWNSEND, AUTHOR, 
ASTROLOGER, PSYCHIC, AND ARTIST
“Through the pages of this literary gift, we are invited to tag along through tales of Jim Morris’s well lived life and cheer on his warrior spirit as he discovers, embodies, and masters essential truths.”
GINI GENTRY, FOUNDER OF THE 
GARDEN OF THE GODDESS RETREAT 
CENTER AND AUTHOR OF DREAMING DOWN 
HEAVEN
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AUTHOR’ S NOTE
Why I Wrote This Book
I had to write this book, but publishing it was a matter of debate. On the one hand, it might be a public service. On the other hand, it might be merely an exercise in ego gratification. On the other other hand, it might be both.
Those who might find it useful are combat vets for whom readjustment to civil society proves difficult, which is to say all of them, also only sons of single moms and single moms of only sons. It would perhaps be most useful to someone seeking a spiritual path or someone who knows he or she needs something to cope with a confusing and unsatisfying life.
This is not a prescription for the path you must follow but a recommendation that you find a teacher and a community that feels like the right next step. My most ardent wish is that some ex-GI will read this book and say, “If this guy can find a path to happiness, then surely there is one for me.”
A note: In this book I have used some people’s real names, for some only nicknames, and for others I have used pseudonyms, as seemed appropriate.
All this stuff actually happened, but this is just the way I saw it. I make no pretense of objectivity.

Prologue
We were walking along the rim of the continent, overlooking houses on the steep hill below us, then the Pacific Coast Highway, beach houses, the beach, and the ocean blue and shimmering, the sky clear and cloudless.
Lola was a baby then; my friend Lee McCormick, her father, pushed her carriage. With us were his three-year-old daughter, Bella, and our friend and teacher Ted Raess. Ted is a honey bear of a man, one of don Miguel Ruiz’s early apprentices, a quiet teacher who imparts more by presence than words.
We walked to the end of the street, to a one-lane dirt track on the brushy hillside. To the left, the ocean stretched to an indeterminate haze on the horizon; it was difficult to tell where the sea left off and the sky began.
After three decades of reading about Toltec shamanism, I had contacted don Miguel’s publisher for an interview. That interview led to a trip to Teotihuacán, the ancient Toltec city in Mexico, where I met Lee, and, as we were fairly near neighbors in Los Angeles, to a friendship.
Some of don Miguel’s students had read nothing but his book The Four Agreements. I think it amused my Toltec teachers that I had read all that stuff and advanced so little. “Do you know about healing plants?” Ted asked. He referred to herbal medicine, practiced in Mexico by curanderos, shaman healers. Don Miguel’s mother was a curandera, a famous one.
“Nope,” I said. “It’s been a literary journey for me.”
Lee was writing a book of his own experiences, later published as Spirit Recovery Medicine Bag, part one. I was editing it, a chapter at a time, as he wrote. He’s led a fantastic life: grew up on a cattle ranch in Florida, punched cattle in the morning, surfed in the afternoon, smoked dope and played guitar in the evening. He grew up a cowboy surfer, country-and-western performer, and raging cokehead.
That led to his recovery journey, which did not begin well. He didn’t like the way the recovery business was handled, as it involved a lot of shame and denial. What he wanted was to replace dependence on drugs and alcohol with a form of wisdom that led to an effective and satisfying life. He had found it within the pages of The Four Agreements.
“You pick a title for your book yet?” I asked.
There are advantages to poor hearing, and mine sucks from airplane engines, explosions, rifle fire, and, later, big speakers. He said, “Eagle and Serpent,” a title fraught with mystical significance in Mexico. But I heard something else. “Did you say 
‘The Dreaming Circus’?”
“No,” he said. “‘Eagle and Serpent.’”
“Great! ‘Eagle and Serpent’ is yours, but ‘The Dreaming Circus’ is mine.”
We walked a little farther. Lee looked down and carefully examined the dirt in the road. Bella stopped beside him, squatted in the fluid way children do, looked at it closely. “What are you looking at?” she asked.
“Butterfly tracks,” he replied. “You can just see them in the dirt.” She examined the dirt carefully. “I see ’em,” she said.
I smiled. “They’re easy to spot when you know where to look.”

PART ONE
Disorder after Stress
The way of the warrior has been misunderstood. It is not a means to kill and destroy others. Those who seek to compete and better one another are making a terrible mistake. To smash, injure, or destroy is the worst thing a human being can do. The real way of the warrior is to prevent such slaughter—It is the Art of Peace, the Power of 
Love.
MORIHEI UESHIBA, FOUNDER OF 
AIKIDO
Vietnam is what we had instead of happy childhoods.
MICHAEL HERR, DISPATCHES
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It’s Always Halloween in Vietnam
It was more than a hundred degrees outside but cool in the bar of the Special Forces Officer’s Club in Nha Trang, Republic of Vietnam, where I sat nursing a single malt scotch after a day at the office filled with both anxiety and boredom. I had not come back to Vietnam to work in an office. I had come to run as many patrols as possible before being promoted to major, which would probably end running patrols forever. Instead, I led a twelve-man publishing empire, putting out a magazine and writing press releases. I could get shot at as much as I wanted but always as a straphanger, not a commander, as a gunslinger with a camera.
The guy sitting on the stool next to me didn’t look happy either. A lot of people phase through the headquarters; I’d never seen him before. “What’s up with you?”
He looked at me with haunted eyes and said, “I killed a four-year-old boy yesterday.”
“Gee, that’s tough.”
He shrugged. “Kid had a grenade.” He sat rigid, eyes pleading.
I understood. Four years before I had led a patrol to find the people from a village of Montagnards kidnapped by the Viet Cong. We surrounded three loincloth-clad Bahnar Montagnard teenagers, members of one of the main tribes of Vietnam, to ask them if they’d seen or heard anything about the villagers. We had them surrounded on three sides. The fourth side was a shallow river more than a hundred feet across. No one would try to escape that way.
But these boys did. They ran into the water. The patrol was made up of Americans and Jarai Montagnards, another tribe that frequently fought with the U.S. military. My two Americans fired warning shots over the teenagers’ heads to make them stop. The Jarai had been skirmishing with the Bahnar for almost a thousand years. They didn’t know about warning shots. When the Americans fired, they fired directly at those kids. I ran into the water after the boys, screaming “No g’pow! No g’pow!” G’pow is Jarai for “gun.” I didn’t know how to say no in Jarai. I couldn’t catch them with all my gear pushing against the water. I could only hope the troops would raise their fire to avoid hitting me.
That may have helped two of the teenagers to get away, but one of them was hit and blood ran down his back from a scalp wound. He reached the far bank, walked up to a lone tree, and collapsed.
Our Montagnard medic’s can of blood expander had aspirin in it. We put a pressure bandage on the kid’s head, but he’d already lost a lot of blood, and a pressure bandage won’t completely stop a head wound from bleeding. A bullet snapped over my head, as a gunshot popped from back across the river. We got down. I took a squad out of sight and around the bend and then across, but the shooter was gone. Again, we crossed the river. I stood there, stunned at the stupidity of it, and watched that boy die.
I was ten years getting that kid out of my dreams.
So, I understood the haunted captain.
We didn’t talk.
My mind went back to the problem at hand. I’d pulled six months in a staff job in Pleiku, had six months left in Vietnam this tour. My colonel in Pleiku had agreed to give me command of an A detachment. Like every soldier in Vietnam, I had my plan to win the war. Those ranged from “hearts and minds” to “pave the place.” The only thing they had in common was that they were both better than what we actually did.
I was an extreme hearts-and-minds guy, with an important proviso. “Be nice to the goddam people,” as one colonel put it, and once you’ve made friends, find out what they know. Villagers have a lot of information that could be combat effective, but most of the time we were too stupid to ask. My dream was to command a team, build an intelligence net, and kick ass. I had done it before as second in command and wanted to do it again as the boss. Called to Nha Trang to do a staff study on FULRO (Fronte de Lutte des Races Opprimees), the Montagnard separatist organization, I ran into the colonel for whom I had been information officer years before on Okinawa. He told the current commander that I was the best IO in the army. I never made it back to Pleiku.
But this evening I received an offer that was a possible way out. SOG, the top-secret Studies and Observation Group (tip: when the name of a military organization seems to mean nothing at all it’s probably cover for an intelligence operation), had put out a request for captains to volunteer. It wasn’t an A team. I’d be running an operation, but the concept wouldn’t be mine and no intel net. Was this half a loaf better than none?
Sitting next to the haunted captain, looking down a long, red-lit hallway leading to the slot machine room, the light shifted redder and the hallway got three times longer. I stepped out of time and knew, with absolute certainty, that if I volunteered for SOG I would die. So, I stayed on as IO.
Years later, I told that story to a former sergeant who had run SOG recon. He said, “Yeah, that was when they wanted captains to form hatchet teams for Laos.”
“So, what happened to those guys?”
“They all died.”
In Vietnam every day is Halloween. Spirits are palpable. I had experiences there that clearly demonstrated the clockwork model of the universe is inadequate. Once I jumped to the left just as someone shot at me. I felt his eyes. He hit my right shoulder, but that guy must have had a perfect sight picture when I jumped. Another time we were fired at from concealed positions. I was sure I knew where they were and fired at that place to hold them down while some of us ran from a B-52 crater to the shelter of a line of trees. I have no way to prove I knew where they were, but the minute I put my rifle down to help the last two guys climb the dirt bank I stood on, I got shot in the right forearm.
My twelve-man IO section put out its own magazine, wrote press releases by the ton, and escorted TV reporters around to A teams. My office was on the second floor of a separate building in the headquarters. I had a typing desk shoved into the corner of my corner office, with two big louvered windows overlooking the sidewalk that led from our EM (enlisted men) club to the headquarters. I’d sit in that corner, working on a story, and some guy I’d known years before on Okinawa would come walking down the sidewalk. Immediately, everything I knew about this man would flash through my mind, his reputation, the names of his wife and children, everything. Time after time they would stop dead in the middle of the sidewalk, look around, shrug, and move on. This happened so often, I went outside and looked to see if it was possible to see inside those louvered windows. It was not.
So, I knew there was more going on in the world than Western civilization believed possible. But I had no idea what and plenty else to worry about.
Finally, I went into the A Shau Valley with Project Delta and got shot in the arm badly enough to be retired of wounds.
I had no religious faith, but I’d had faith in the United States. I grew up thinking we were automatically the good guys and anybody we chose to fight were bad guys. I was a red, white, and true blue superpatriot. John Philip Sousa played perpetually in my head, along with a lot of nasty rock ’n’ roll.
If you suggested I had PTSD, I would have hit you. Yet I lived a disordered life after a long period of traumatic stress. That sounds suspiciously like post-traumatic stress disorder. This is not a book about the war but about reaction to it and recovery from that.
Just before I graduated from college and received a reserve commission, in January 1960, I had what can only be described as a crisis of conscience. I had grown up during World War II, which started when I was four and ended when I was eight. I grew up on a steady diet of WWII propaganda. The news was censored, the soldier glorified.
My father had served during the Depression and loved the army. He made sergeant in one hitch, unheard of in those days. My first stepfather was killed bombing Hamburg, and my second had been an air cadet. The official position of our society, or so it seemed, was that the fullest expression of manhood was to serve in the military. And I was on fire to prove myself.
On the other hand, war is obviously insane, and the first thing mankind should do to ensure its own survival is end war. Was it then incumbent on me to set the example by refusing to serve? What would happen if I did? Well, nothing. The world would go on as before.
And if it was going to happen anyway, I wanted my share.
I got it.
I was in the active army for seven years, four in the reserve. I served three tours in Vietnam, two temporary duty (six-month) assignments and a one-year tour. The only one I finished was the first. On the subsequent two, I was wounded and evacuated.
My proudest boast is that when I was on a team none of my guys got killed or seriously wounded on any patrol I planned and led, and that includes my Montagnards as well as my Americans. A lot of that was luck, but skill was a factor. It wasn’t because we held back either. We were always on the trail, and we spilled a lot of blood, just not ours and not civilians’, at least not deliberately. Every time I got shot, I was straphanging on someone else’s patrol.
I did lose two Nungs—the Nungs are a tribe of Chinese mercenaries— leading an assault, but I was a straphanger on that patrol, not in command. Still, those deaths have weight. I didn’t know those guys; they were not my troops, but they weren’t extras in an action movie either. They were real people with families, and they died because they went with me as I charged an ambush. I feel no guilt but certainly regret. Not my only regret either.
I left the army at thirty-one, in January 1969, from a hospital, with a crippled right arm, missing a testicle, with a lot of attitude, erroneously certain I had eaten all the shit I was ever going to. I was, however, not so careful about dishing it out.
When the U.S. bailed on the people it had sent me to save, all that patriotism died. The U.S. toyed with those people’s lives for a decade and a half, and then casually abandoned them when the going got tough. I love my country but have no faith in our government or our so-called exceptionalism. We’re just another bunch of clowns in the stream of history.
When I retired from the army, I had done all the right stuff. I had gone to college, joined a fraternity, got married, took ROTC and got a commission, fought in the war, got shot full of holes, and saw everything I had repeatedly put my life on the line for abandoned by the people who sent me to do it. The basis on which I had built my life was destroyed.
I’ve always got a book or two going. When I heard that one of my favorite authors, Tom Wolfe, had written a book about another of my favorite authors, Ken Kesey, I grabbed it up. Didn’t know what it was about, but I liked the title, The Electric Kool-Aid Acid Test. I’d been aware of the hippie movement before, of course, but that book really opened me up. One thing I noticed, which nobody else seems to have, is how many of Kesey’s group, the Merry Pranksters, were ex-GIs, and not just ex-GIs but former combat arms officers. Babbs had flown marine choppers in Vietnam, Hassler was an infantry officer at Fort Ord, and I had known Stewart Brand, the Whole Earth Catalogue guy, as a lieutenant at Fort Dix.
Doing what I was supposed to hadn’t worked out. So, I did what I wanted. I got divorced and remarried and divorced again, took up skydiving, and ate a lot of 
LSD. Those two do not combine well.


[image: image]
Turn On, Tune In, Drop Out
I pulled into the parking lot and checked the address written on a piece of torn paper napkin. Zoltan had said it would be an old house, and he wasn’t kidding. It looked like something out of Charles Addams. Near the university, there were a lot of old places like that, partitioned off as student rooms and apartments.
I got out, walked to the porch, and rang the doorbell. An old-style mailbox by the door was inscribed “PZS Laszny.” Count on a dude like Zoltan Laszny to have three first names.
There was a sound of light feet moving on the stairs, and the door opened. “Hi!” Zoltan said, smiling, a small man with a full beard and an impish grin. “Dinner’s about ready. It’s going to be a long night. It would be a good idea to have something in our stomachs. We’ll drop first and then eat.”
“OK.” I followed him upstairs to his apartment.
Zoltan went into the bathroom and came out with a medicine bottle. We sat down at the table in his big kitchen. The floor slanted just a little. It was covered with cracked and eroded linoleum. An old gas stove dominated the room.
Zoltan opened the medicine bottle and shook out the contents, a small bundle of aluminum foil and some capsules. He carefully opened the foil. “This is sunshine,” he said, “absolutely the most incredible acid ever pressed. I bought ten tabs of it a year ago, been nursing it along ever since.”
He extracted a tiny orange tablet from the four that lay on the foil. “A whole tab will wipe you off the face of the earth. I’m going to halve this for you.”
I felt a twinge of doubt. I didn’t want a mediocre experience.
Zoltan read my face easily. “This is incredible stuff.” He cut the tablet in half with a paring knife.
I shrugged. “Do I just swallow it?”
Zoltan nodded. “Or let it melt on your tongue. You’ll come on a little quicker that way, but it really doesn’t matter.”
I picked up the tiny half tablet and put it in my mouth. It had no particular taste. Zoltan put the other half tab back in the foil. “Get all the little crumblies from where I cut it,” he said.
There were a few specks of orange on the tablecloth. I touched them with my finger, and they stuck. I licked my finger.
“Are you taking any?”
Zoltan nodded and picked up a gelatin capsule with a whitish powder in it. “I’ve been saving this organic mescaline.”
He popped it into his mouth. “Now for supper,” he said. He got up and went to the cabinet.
He wore a wine-colored soft cotton turtleneck sweater and tan cord slacks, old clothes chosen with care. Those, and his wide harness belt and beat up mountain climber shoes, had a quiet, freaky elegance.
Zoltan came back to the table with a platter bearing a huge hunk of meat. “Big meat eater,” he said. “In school I was so poor I used to dream of meat. To this day I will not allow peanut butter in my house.”
Zoltan cut a chunk for each of us.
I was not hungry. I felt the same tingle of anticipation and fear as before my first sex or my first firefight. “What are we doing tonight?” I asked, as Zoltan gave me a fork, a chunk of 
lettuce, and a slice of bread.
A puckish grin curved under his werewolf beard. “Oh, for your first trip I think we should do the traditional things, play some music, go to the supermarket, and look at the fruit. Maybe later we’ll come back here and drink Kool-Aid, then go for a walk in the park.”
I laughed, but it was grating. “Sounds like a big thrilling evening.”
“Wait and see,” Zoltan said.
I looked around, a little bored, waiting for something to happen. There was a sketch on the wall over the kitchen table, but all I saw was a tangle of 
lines. It didn’t mean anything. I ate the meat.
Wiping my mouth, I leaned back in my chair and looked at the sketch again. “Uh-oh!”
“Something the matter?”
The pattern of swirls and meaningless pencil strokes had resolved itself into a line drawing of a girl standing beside a chopped Harley. How could I have missed that? “I think something is starting to happen.”
Zoltan grinned. “That’s very nice for you.”
I looked away from the drawing. The linoleum leapt out, a sharp geometric pattern in reds, blues, and yellows, the edges clear and precise: squares, circles, and box-shaped patterns. The worn spots were chasms. Like the Land of Oz from the air.
Zoltan got up. His voice seemed to come from a great distance. “I’m going to call my friend Shelley and see if she’s got any new music. I only have a few records, and those are pretty old.”
I nodded and floated to my feet, knees feeling like they were going to hit my chin. I drifted along behind Zoltan, down corridors hung with nets filled with corks, weird glass globes hanging from the ceiling, light emanating.
I wandered into another room, a huge room. Big typewriter on softly glowing wooden desk in a corner. The wood had extremely fine grain, gorgeously carved in clear straight lines. Beautiful desk! The typewriter—magnificent piece of machinery designed to produce words. Amusing ideas and pictures through words. Poor pictures of ideas.
Zoltan sat cross-legged on the floor maybe a hundred feet below and talked into a telephone. Clearly and with precision, he said, “Moz gwerv na zip y graz na froz broz.”
How obvious, I thought, to phone someone to tell them that. Everybody knows that.
Swiftly as an eagle, I turned and came upon a quilt on the wall beside the magnificent desk. It was made from materials of many colors and textures. I marveled at the nubbiness of the nubbies and the oranginess of the oranges. I was awed by the great redness of the reds and the deep rich blueness of the blues. And here was a small piece of cloth in a pattern that looked like . . . Oh, yes! My God! It’s paisley! Deep swirls of rich swirls within swirls diving and swimming like little sperms playing in a vat of harlequin semen. Lookat them little mutha fukkahs go!
“Graz a whoz murb!” Zoltan said from behind.
I turned and concentrated, real hard. “Huh!”
“Shelley’s going out with us for a while. We’re going to go get her now.”
I nodded. Sure, I knew that. I’d always known that.
Zoltan whirled and headed off down the hall—small, bouncy, sure, magical.
Narrow steps, about a thousand feet down. We descended old castle steps, vampires in the crypt. Dim light at bottom of the steps. Reached the bottom finally. Glass pane in the door and we were out in the night.
I jumped off the steps and floated to the ground.
Beside the porch an astonishing growth shot out of the ground, delicate filaments fanning into the night, green and feathery. We boarded Zoltan’s spaceship, parked on this synthetic rock. The magic of technology washed over me as we got in his enchanted device.
Motoring down the street through great swirls of light and more light and light again, swimming by in pairs. I am Gworp, an Alpha Centaurian scientist looking through the eyes of the captive alien on Earth.
“Greek a vishnab mahoon corg,” I said. I nudged Zoltan in the ribs.
“Right!” Zoltan said and laughed. And I knew that he knew.
I was pressed up against the wall, looking at the Princess, the cascade of blonde glory around her perfect face. She spoke and I heard bells ringing.
“What?” she asked.
“I said it’s his first acid trip,” Zoltan said slowly.
I was grinning and had been for some time because my cheeks were starting to charley horse. Surreptitiously, I felt the brick wall in the lobby of her dorm. It was most amazing. The smooth parts were so glossy in their smoothness but nonetheless raised in spots by little bumps. Suddenly, I understood about bumps and the roughness of the mortar, installed by magicians, maybe that very hour, so I could learn these secrets.
“Oh, yeah, sure,” Shelley said. “He sure looks like it.”
Back in the car, riding. Zoltan said Shelley used to live in California and doesn’t trip anymore.
“How come no more trips?” I asked, lights swimming by outside. Another spaceship glided up beside us, and a fellow who contained within his being the essence of all the insurance salesmen in the world looked over at me. I smiled and he flinched back. His chromium spaceship accelerated into the void.
“It got so my trips were having me,” she said sweetly, bells ringing. She was a madonna, glorious beyond description.
“How often you trip?” My voice hung in the air and the words dripped off like Dali’s watches.
More bells. Smiling, the Princess was smiling. “Every day for about three years. All the time I was in high school.”
“Holy Christ!” I said in amazement. “How did you get through?”
She shrugged. “Search me. They just passed me through and sent me on.”
“You sat in class and watched the desk melt?” I couldn’t get over it.
“I went to the beach a lot.” She laughed, more bells, higher this time, bells and bells and bells and bells.
I got a quick flash of Shelley, her gorgeous young body in a bikini at the beach, head packed with nothing from the school she had not attended, looking at each of the individual 1,456,571,930,444,582,254,403 grains of sand, all melting and swimming before her, and the ocean with each wave lapping in its own existential rhythm. Every time I saw the ocean, I knew about God anyway. How would it hit you if you were tripping? It would be like God taking off the top of your head and taking your brain out and rolling it around inside all that Godness, putting it back, and then you would know about God.
Zoltan pulled into the parking lot of the grocery store. Warp and swirl of light in the big plate glass window. Inside men moved in white aprons. Each one had his own individual face and in each face was reflected his life story. Most told of a wife and a couple of kids, a small house in the suburbs. But in some there was a reflection of war or other violence, or of a more subtle or more difficult love. It was all there in each man’s face, in the size of the pores and the turning of the mouth. It was all there in the way they walked, the wrinkles over their eyes, the way they looked at you.
We went inside. I caught a reflection of myself in the glass door and hated it. I was still wearing gray suit pants from the office, old loafers with high black socks, a white shirt, and my army field jacket with the patches taken off. This was unutterably depressing. I am going to have to get some more interesting clothes, I decided.
Inside, colors from cans and packages leapt out, overwhelming walls of beauty. I followed Zoltan along, with Shelley behind. I was sure other customers were looking at me, that my face was melting and wavering for them, just as theirs were for me. We came to the fruit display, and I flashed on the oranges. Tiny serrations in the orange peel were wriggling, melting into the orange and coming back out again in the most astonishing way.
I looked at Shelley and her face slipped around like a TV picture on which the horizontal control needs adjusting. Her mascara ran inside her eyelids and back out and her blonde hair shimmered in the light. I loved her. I grinned and giggled. “Oranges,” I said.
She looked at me, smiled, and said, “Sure are.”
Zoltan whipped out a paper bag and filled it with oranges.
I sidled up beside him and pointed. “This is sugarcane. Real good. Get some.” I’d never seen them in cellophane before.
We went through the checkout aisle. I was grinning like an idiot.
The guy at the cash register looked at me funny. I didn’t know why. His face changed color like a Seeburg jukebox.
Back in the car.
Back at Zoltan’s.
Zoltan eating sugarcane in the kitchen, face moving in quick jerks, like under a flashing strobe light. His voice came from a long way off, saying, “This is the most fibrous substance . . .” I laughed, for I knew how fibrous it is. It is the most fibrous substance.
Sitting cross-legged on the floor in Zoltan’s living room. Record on player. One candle burning by the record player. The record was Magical Mystery Tour. I had never heard it. Came out while I was in Vietnam.
The song was “Strawberry Fields Forever,” which I quickly grasped is a description of an acid trip, this acid trip, and every word made perfect sense and always will from now on.
Let me take you
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’Cause I’m gooooo-wwwinggggg tooooo
Strawberry fields
Nothing is real
And nothing to get hung about
The world is a strawberry field, and nothing is real. The very grass itself seems made of plastic; time is compressed and extended both. Time is banished. You can be anything and anyone at any time and it is all
Strawberry fieeeeeeee-ulds forrrrrrrr-ever!
Lasnzy rolled a couple of joints, and we did them. I couldn’t see that they had any perceptible effect, but it was a nice social thing to do. Then the Jefferson Airplane was on, and I could follow each and every individual instrument through the bleeps, snarls, and squeals of the electric guitars, the throb of the bass, the driving intensity of the drums, and Grace Slick’s and Marty Balin’s shouting voices.
Zoltan handed me an orange.
It was huge and glowed with the intensity of the sun. The darkness of the room was the blackness of space, and the candle was a big candle. Zoltan, Shelley, and I were godlike creatures. I held the orange in my hand and saw it. For the first time I grasped the primal process by which this thing grew and came to my hand.
“Holy Christ!” I said, slowly and in wonder. “I have discovered the orange. I am the Christopher Columbus of the orange.”
I was on a spaceship approaching this massive planet.
“Bridge!”
“Roger!”
“Prepare to put her in parking orbit. Away team stand by.”
“Aye, sir.”
I looked at the monster fruit glowing in my hand. I was going to rend it. Gleeful idea, hideous, beautiful. I was going to tear the peel off. I was going to break it into segments, and I was going to eat it!
But first I had to check carefully to ensure that it was uninhabited. I rolled it over and over in my hand. There was no one on it. There were no clouds, no seas, no cities, just ranges of 
low soft orange mountains separated by canals of the most fascinating . . .
My fingers pierced the skin and dragged back the peel. Inside, waving, were irregular rows of soft pulpy white rind; slowly, slowly they receded and waved as they went, softly beckoning. They had always been there. I had peeled hundreds of oranges and never seen this.
The soft pulpy filaments waved and then the peel was off. I held the segments in my hand.
Rip! I tore the orange in half, and there was more pulp; a chain of soft diamonds ran down the center. “Ohhhhhhh!” I gasped and tore off a segment of orange, saw a drop of juice run down my finger, felt the burning trickle of citric acid. There was a soft deep golden light streaming through the orange slice, veined light, a citrus cathedral. My eyes followed the juice as it coursed down my finger, slowly, sensuously. I licked it, and the flavor became my universe.
From a long way off, light years off, centuries off, Zoltan said, “Look at this!”
He picked up a piece of orange peel and held it between his fingers, orange side out, maybe two inches from the flame of the candle. Zoltan squeezed. The oil in the peel squirted, shooting a long bursting tongue of flame.
“Oooooooooohhhhhhhh!” I said again.
“Head trick,” Zoltan said.
Zoltan rose and went somewhere.
“What do you do?” Shelley asked. The bells again . . . but what does her question mean?
“Huh?”
“What kind of job do you have?”
Oh yeah, this thing I am doing now isn’t permanent, and there is this other guy I share the body with who has to go out and get that green stuff that you get stuff with. This concept seemed ridiculous: that I would go out in the morning and make words and then they would give me green paper and with this paper I could get food and shelter.
What have words to do with food?
What have words to do with life?
There is something not right in this.
“Uh!” I said, trying to frame the concept. “I go in and work at a typewriter. Try and make words, get people to want stuff they don’t need, or think they need stuff they don’t want. Y’understand?”
Shelley shook her head no.
“Well, I make words and we put ’em with pictures, and we print the pictures on paper, or sometimes we make little movies and put ’em on television. Y’understand?”
She shook her head again.
I shrugged again. “Oh, well, fuck it. It don’t make no difference anyway.”
Shelley announced that she had to go home and get some sleep. I had thought it was about eight o’clock, but the clock said after midnight.
After taking Shelley home, we went to a shopping center, parked the car, and walked around looking in shop windows.
I had much better control. But I still loved the colors and smells, the feel of the night, and my clarity.
But I was sure there was a flashing red neon sign over my head that said “Dope Fiend!”
A police car drove by, softly glowing white in the light. The two cops inside paid us no attention whatever.
“Wow!” I said in wonderment.
Zoltan grinned. “It doesn’t show, y’know. If you had a bushel basket full of hair and forty pounds of beads and were hanging upside down from a streetlight, you might get in trouble. Otherwise, they don’t bother you.”
The sidewalk was doing weird stuff. Tiny silicone fragments in the concrete sparkled and glittered under the streetlights. I saw patterns in the concrete, oriental rug patterns. But they kept changing. The displays in the windows were richly gorgeous.
“Y’know?” Zoltan began.
“Huh?”
I strode like Beowulf. Zoltan’s walk, on the other hand, was light, brisk, swinging, self-assured.
“Y’know, if it’s this much fun to just do simple stuff like walk around and look in store windows, think how much fun it must be to do something really exciting.”
I knew exactly what he was talking about. But skydiving was dangerous enough without doing it when you weren’t together enough to tell someone you made your living as an advertising copywriter. “You thinkin’ what I’m thinkin’ you’re thinkin’?”
“Free falling,” Zoltan announced.
“Too dangerous.”
“You think so now,” Zoltan said, “but think about it. You get better control of your trip every time.”
I shook my head, but the thought would not leave. My God, a thirty-second delay on this stuff, and you’d feel like you were flying around up there for a week. You could just lay out there and watch the trees go by.
We crossed the street and went into a park.
Woods all around. They seemed as deep and mysterious as the woods in “Hansel and Gretel,” or the jungle south of Cheo Reo. I thought about going back in the army on this stuff, seeing those square boxy military vehicles, saluting, GI haircuts—sides like peeled onions, tops like divots. But on the other hand, combat, the deliciousness of it. Charging, tigerstripe camo suit and floppy hat, M16 on rock ’n’ roll, so synched with the great cosmic whatzis that no bullet could hit you. Unless it was supposed to, and if that was the case, what was your complaint?
I was in a new phase. I had been so ripped before that all I could do was stand there, gaga at every passing bright-colored thing. I was much more in control now and could think pretty well, but still I felt the roaring in my soul.
I remembered having read about instant psychoanalysis with LSD. I decided to check out my hang-ups. I walked into my soul, twirled and examined my neuroses. The first was my death-wish hang-up. Did I do dangerous things because I had a secret desire to die? But you have no secret desires on acid. My desire was to live so that each second achieved maximum potential. That’s why I did dangerous things because they made my life exciting and fun.
Zoltan and I walked through the woods in silence. “Let’s go have a chat with the desk sergeant at the police station,” I said, grinning.
Zoltan grinned and nodded. “You’re on.”
We swung off through the brush, back across the street, down two blocks and over one, and there it was.
It was just a little two-story gray brick building, but it loomed before us, an ominous fortress. My conversation would not be coherent to a straight person yet.
“Not going to work,” I said to Zoltan.
Zoltan shook his head. “Not yet anyway.”
Merry as elves we swung off down the street.
“That’s a nice property of this stuff,” I said. “You know what you can do on it.”
Zoltan nodded. “Reckon you could jump on it now?”
I thought for a moment. I tried to pull my head together, wondering if I could maybe do a hop and pop, get the chute out right away. I shrugged. “I dunno. Maybe if we took only a half and waited until we were past peaking.”
Zoltan nodded.
We walked for hours. We passed an old car, parked at the curb, empty but running. It expressed the futility of a civilization that had invented all these marvelous things that could not fulfill one. It just sat there throbbing, this old car, rrrrrrrr-rrrrrrrr-rrrrrrrr. Zoltan and I cracked up. All that power going nowhere.
Half a block down the street, we found one with the lights on and cracked up again.
Zoltan glanced at his watch. “I have some friends in this neighborhood. You want to drop in on them?”
I shrugged. “Will they be up this late?”
“Sure, they’re freaks. They’ll be up ’til the sun comes up. Then they’ll probably sleep all day and get up around five o’clock.”
I shrugged again. That kind of existence seemed depressing to me, but Zoltan was the guide.
We approached a house, which, if anything, topped Zoltan’s for Victorian ugliness. It was surrounded by old cars on the street, under the trees, in the weedy driveway. We went inside. It had been partitioned into apartments like Zoltan’s. On my right were double glass doors, which had probably at one time led to the dining room. They had been covered with brightly colored contact paper for a stained-glass effect. The aura was simultaneously one of opulence, depressing filth, and almost overpowering evil.
At the top of the stairs, we went down the hall and knocked. Inside a voice said, “Yeah!”
“S’me!” Zoltan called.
The door opened, and a tiny gnome-like man in striped bellbottom trousers with a moustache and a Donna Reed hairdo peered out. He looked at me suspiciously and then at Zoltan.
“C’mon in,” he said.
We went inside, and Zoltan introduced him. His name was Bob. There was a blonde chick in a short nightgown whose name I didn’t catch. I stuck out my hand, and Bob took it, hooking his thumb in mine, wrapping his fingers around my palm. I quickly switched my grip to conform with the freak custom.
I looked around the room, pleased to see it was obsessively neat, considering how small it was. There was a large poster of Dennis Hopper and Peter Fonda on bikes, in Easy Rider costume. Hopper, whom Bob slightly resembled, was flipping the bird in the general direction of the camera.
I felt claustrophobic in the room.
I found myself sitting on a rattan chair, and shortly the young lady in the shorty nightgown appeared with a huge multicolored all-day sucker, which she put in my hand. I licked it and glory burst inside my mouth. The colors were soft and lustrous. I took a couple more licks and then just held it. Too much glory was becoming a bore.
Bob sat in a sling chair on the other side of the room, off on a long rap about how he liked to clean house when he was tripping, which I could understand, because you’d really be careful about it and have a terrific sense of accomplishment.
“Bubbles are great too,” Bob said. “Blowing bubbles is lots of fun. They’re really beautiful.”
The more Bob talked about that, the more Zoltan’s idea to skydive seemed like the thing to do. I was goddamned if I was going to commit a felony just to blow bubbles. I thought about the iridescence of the bubbles. Well, maybe just once.
Somehow, with no transition that I can remember, the girl was talking about Ouija boards. She had the most worried look. “It said I was barren,” she said. “Me and my girlfriend didn’t know what it meant. We had to look it up. It meant I couldn’t have any kids.”
I nodded as it dawned on me that this young woman was probably the stupidest person I had ever met.
“Ouiji doesn’t like me,” she went on. “He said I would die in a fire in Chicago when I was twenty-five.” She sat on a windowsill next to Bob, oblivious to the fact that her left breast hung exposed. She left her mouth open between sentences.
I felt extremely sorry for her because I was quite certain that everything the Ouija board had told her was true.
“I put the board up in the attic where he couldn’t get out,” she said.
I was holding a Coca-Cola, but I had no idea where it came from.
“My dad . . .” I was having a hard time tracking, trying to keep what I was saying straight. Extracurricular thoughts got in the way. “Uh . . . my dad had a . . . uh . . . experience with a Ouija board. My grandfather had died . . . uh . . . in a hospital, you know, and my dad, he’s an old mystic, and he heard about these two ladies, run a gypsy tearoom”—I was doing all right, now that I was on the story, if I could just keep it going to a conclusion—“and he heard they got a lot of good stuff from a Ouija board.
“So anyhow,” I was nodding in my chair and my eyes kept wandering, trying to concentrate, but I kept looking at the colors in the all-day sucker. “My dad, he’d always wanted to make contact with the dead, you know. So, he got these old ladies and the Ouija board, and soon as their fingers touched it, it started jumping around.”
They all looked at me dubiously. I wasn’t telling the story very well, and I didn’t look trustworthy to them, I supposed, in my short hair and gray pants. “Ouija board said it was the spirit of my granddad and that he hadn’t died a natural death. Been murdered.”
I had them now, if I could only keep it together long enough to finish the story. They were all looking at me.
“Ouija board said the guy who did it was named . . . Attebury, and he was an attendant in the hospital.
“My dad hadn’t ever heard of this guy, but he decided to check and see if there was anything to it. He called the hospital and asked if they had an attendant named Attebury. Sure enough, they did.”
Now I had their undivided attention. They all looked at me like I was Rod Serling and this was The Twilight Zone. “Anyway, he went back to the Gypsy Tea Room and asked the Ouija board what to do about it, and the board said not to do anything. It was being taken care of. Couple weeks later, Dad decided to check it out further. He called and asked to speak to this Attebury. Lady at the hospital said Attebury had died two weeks before.”
The hair was rising on the backs of their necks. I could tell. The hair on my own head had risen when Dad told me the story.
Finally, Zoltan broke the silence to ask, “What’d he die of?”
I shrugged. “You got me.”
Another person was in the room. He wore bellbottom jeans, old and dirty, and a formerly white T-shirt with the male symbol, circle and diagonal arrow, painted on the shirt in what appeared to be liquid shoe polish, which told me where his hang-up lay. He wore suspenders and had a sort of skinny Hebraic face with a curly beard and hair that stood out electrically.
This person was incredibly scrawny but somehow contrived to heave himself across the room, belly first, scratching his navel, belching, holding a beer in his other hand. He said something that began “we wuh smokin’ a liddle opium . . .,” as though smoking opium conferred status. Apparently, dope was a macho thing to this dude, who looked like a weird Groucho Marx. He oozed the essence of some loose kind of evil and sent this essence flashing across the room in palpable waves.
I suddenly understood the dichotomy of dopers, those using it to live and those using it to die. I was in a room full of diers, and it freaked me out. Groucho Marx was going to die. Stupid was going to die. Bob didn’t seem to have the disease, but he was a borderline case. I had known this kind before in combat. They could get themselves killed and take you with them.
Others were there now, a very fat redheaded girl with an air of sadness. And others, no better than Groucho and the redhead. I liked Bob and Stupid all right, but my claustrophobia was mounting. Joints started passing around, and I didn’t want to hassle with a joint. I thought dope as an experience was fine, but I didn’t want it to be my life. I felt cramped and closed in, and I hated and feared this place.
I looked at Zoltan.
We were on the street, and I breathed great drafts of clean air. The trees sighed over us. The streetlights had a silver aura, and the Gothic buildings of the campus glowed in the light, a fascinating play of shadow in their crevices.
“That place was a bummer,” I said to Zoltan.
Swinging off down the street again, Zoltan concurred. “It was getting pretty heavy in there. I was glad to leave.”
Zoltan gave me a searching look. “Was that true?” he asked. “That story you told?”
I shrugged. “Dad told it to me for true.”
We had been tripping for ten hours. I realized with regret that the Disneyland world of acid was fading, and the world of advertising agencies and monthly payments was coming back. Desperately, I tried to burrow back into a psychedelic thought pattern.
We turned down a quiet street, toward where his car was parked. We walked quietly. Moonlight strained shadows through the great trees onto the sidewalk.
I became aware that there was a quiet thrumming behind and glanced over my shoulder. Coming up the street slowly was a white police cruiser, its double-bubble red lights quiet and unmoving.
“Huh!” I said.
The cop drove past and turned right half a block to our front. Zoltan looked at me and grinned. “Betcha he comes back.”
I was unlikely to bet against a sure thing.
Sure enough, before we reached the corner, headlights came back down the
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