CHAPTER ONE: 
THE PATH REVEALED

My initial introduction to the subject of ayahuasca took place around 1990, with my reading of The Yage Letters, the published correspondence between William Burroughs and Allen Ginsberg on their individual experiences with the visionary brew in South America during the 1950s and 1960s. I recall Burrough`s description of the yage trip as being akin to space-time travel, involving visions of temples and exotic lands, all the while underlined by the feeling of being in contact with an intelligent vegetative presence. 
Upon reading this account and subsequent others dealing with similar experiences, I knew that someday I too would seek out the sacred jungle vine which was reputed to break open reality and reveal a new and startlingly bizarre view of the universe. What better way, I reasoned, could the non-ordinary perceptions I had been reading about in books be confirmed and experienced directly? The tantric practices of Buddhism, the Australian Aboriginal concept of the Dreamtime, Sufis and their whirling dervishes, Castaneda and the coyote trickster of the Turtle Island mythos: they all shared something in common, like a hidden essence, which I could recognize almost like a smell or dream, though the underlying link remained forever elusive. Their inherent differences often clouded access to what appeared to be a central core though all these systems seemed to point in the direction of something beyond the confines of accepted reality. 

At this time I was undergoing a crisis of belief in the veracity of my own Western cultural upbringing, and the ensuing struggle led me on a quest for truth. I was uncomfortable with the modern view of reality, and so despite the immense pressure placed on me to conform I attempted to discover whether an alternative existed. 
In school I had been taught that there were only two possibilities in life: you could either join the crowd and make yourself fit the society, or else withdraw and live in some hypothetical cave. While total isolation seemed a rather drastic, if humorous solution to inner doubt, I continued on my path in hopes of finding a more flexible means of being true to myself. Wandering through the many aisles of "New Age" and "metaphysical" books in San Francisco’s second hand bookstores became a full-time occupation. 
I eventually decided to give up my courses in 8mm film and cultural anthropology at the local community college to pursue alternative avenues of thought I knew were not being taught academically. Discarding the structured direction of formal education, I felt free to learn in a more nonlinear fashion. I began wading through seemingly unrelated fields of knowledge to gather gems which shed light on a universal truth I was compelled to explore. 
Of course this path inevitably had its pitfalls and dead ends and so I was forced to wade through a lot of confused and contradictory information in order to proceed. I suffered through the nihilism of existentialism and scaled a mountain of Western philosophy which bled from a brain overtaxed by its own entrapped logic.  On the other hand, delving into non-ordinary reality and unconventional areas of thought had its own set of difficulties and I inevitably came across the plethora of charlatans and weavers of fantasy so common in this field where proof is of secondary importance.  
I plunged into the darker underbelly of the unconscious mindscape and struggled

through its armies of ego fed fears and distorted representations of truth. Amidst the chaos of a world filled with differing opinions, cultural syntaxes, and overtly misleading information, one could only steer a way through the mess by either giving up and adopting the party line or using one’s own inner compass in an

act of faith to break new ground. 

At times I was admittedly lost, doubting my intuition amidst the shear weight of the underlying cultural pattern. At one point, my family, at a loss as to what I was doing with my life, had me evaluated at Langley Porter, the University of California’s Medical systems branch for psychology. There I was diagnosed as a schizoid/ schizoid-type personality, and encouraged by my young doctor to join him in therapy at his new practice in an upscale part of San Francisco. From the standpoint of psychiatry I was a young man with a personality disorder, experiencing difficulties and the natural course of action was to help me smoothly merge into the rhythm of the dominant culture. 
From my own perspective, however, I was on a quest for a greater truth, which seemed to involve non-ordinary states of consciousness and a universal synthesis of ideas which superseded the dictates of any one particular culture.

During this difficult process my own inner certainty that life was more than just a slavish state of conformity was severely challenged. Was I really mad or could it be that the culture I was raised in was flawed? In agreeing to undergo therapy I tried to ask some basic questions about life and was surprised to find that I was being judged by the same objective matrix-like construct with which I was having so many problems with in the first place. 
I honestly tried as a human being to explain my quandary and my difficulties dealing with the riddles of life, and yet I was continually frustrated by what I felt was a lack of a worthy reply. I kept banging up against a system of beliefs, all apparently logic based, which seemed intricately bound up in a purpose of its own. Any unreality I might have felt seemed less derived from my own supposed personality disorder, rather emanating from the self-fulfilling game I was being

asked to play. 
The machine of Western belief did not seem able to listen, and therefore question or believe anything outside its own construct. Its purpose was to incorporate all the human parts within its walls so that the whole could function efficiently. The episode at Langley Porter was sort of my last desperate attempt to come to terms with the syntax of my culture. I knew on some deep level that this system so prevalent about me was flawed, a gigantic structure of intricate detail, and yet without any real or solid foundation. 
Through certain books, inspirations, and the avenues of knowledge available to me, as well as a silent nagging certainty, I gleaned "the Other", which I now recognized as something not accounted for in my culture and yet which stood out to me as something unconditionally true. You could just sense its underlying reality and truth in the same way it was easy to detect the falsehood inherent in the Other. I remember reading The Wizard of the Upper Amazon, the works of Eliade, Schultz, Black Elk, Breath on the Mirror, Villoldo, Castaneda, Hesse, Blake and many others. Despite their inherent differences and particular slant, the authors of these books took one down a road which deviated from the norm, which was an ancient path that had somehow been forgotten in the building of the information superhighway which ruled our modern times. 

I remember feeling that the class I so desperately needed to take was not being offered in the school of my upbringing, and so I decided to travel abroad and

seek it out wherever it might lie…

