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A |l ot has happened in the year or so since | wote this book. Mire

t han usual |l y

happens in a year. Thanks to technologies |like the conputer, the nodem
interacti ve nedi a,

and the Internet, we no |onger depend on printed matter or word of mouth to
expl ore the

| at est rages, innovations, or discoveries. By the time a story hits the
newst ands, nost insiders

consider it old news" and are already hard at work on the next flurry of
cul t ur e- bendi ng

inventions and activities.

Cyberia is about a very special nonent in our recent history -- a
nonment when
anyt hi ng seened possi ble. Wen an entire subculture -- like a kid at a rave
trying virtua
reality for the first tine -- sawthe wild potentials of marrying the | atest

conput er
technol ogies with the nost intimately held dreans and the npbst anci ent
spiritual truths. It is a

nmonent that predates America Online, twenty million Internet subscribers,
Wred magazi ne,

Bill dinton, and the Information Superhighway. But it is a nmonent that
foresaw a whol e | ot

nor e.

This book is not a survey of everything and everyone cyber" but
rather a tour through
some of the regions of this new, fledgling culture to which | was |ucky
enough to gain
access. Looking back, it is surprising to see how nany of these then-absurd
noti ons have
become accepted truths, and disheartening to see how many of the npst
optimstic appraisals
of our future are still very far frombeing realized
Cyberia follows the lives and transl ates the experiences of the
first few people who
realized that our culture was about to take a leap into the unknown. Sone of
t hem have
succeeded beyond their w | dest expectations and are now practically
househol d nanmes. O hers
have net with catastrophe. Still others have sinply faded fromview, their
own contri butions
to the cyberian renai ssance al ready conpl et ed.
The people in this book, and thousands of others |ike them around
the worl d,
understand the inplications of our technol ogies on our culture, thought
systens, spiritua
beli efs, and even our biological evolution. They still stand as the nost
optimstic and
forward-thinking apprai sers of our civilization's fate. As we draw ever
nearer to the
consensual Iy hallucinatory reality for which these cyberians drew the



bl ueprints, their

i npressions of life on the edge becone even nore relevant for the rest of
us. And they make

nore sense.

Dougl as Rushkof f
New York City, 1994

I ntroduction
Surfing the Learning Curve of Sisyphus

On the nost rudimentary level there is sinmply terror of feeling
like an immigrant in a

pl ace where your children are natives--where you're always going to
be behind the

8-bal | because they can devel op the technol ogy faster than you can
learn it. It's what |

call the learning curve of Sisyphus. And the only people who are
going to be

confortable with that are people who don't mnd confusion and
anbiguity. | |ook at

confusing circunstances as an opportunity--but not everybody feels
that way. That's

not the standard neurotic response. W' ve got a culture that's
based on the ability of

people to control everything. Once you start to enbrace confusion
as a way of life,

concomtant with that is the assunption that you really don't
control anything. At best

it's a mtter of surfing the whitewater

--John Barlow, lyricist for the Grateful Dead and cof ounder of the
El ectronic

Frontiers Foundation

The kid who handed me the brightly colored flyer nust have figured
| was younger or
at least nore open-nminded than | really am O maybe he had nme pegged from
t he begi nni ng.
Sure, | had done a little experinenting” in college and had gotten ny world
view a bit
expanded, but | was hardly ready to i nmerse nyself in a subculture as odd,
or as influential,
as this one turned out to be.
The fractal -enhanced map-point" |eaflet announced a giant, illega
party -- a rave,"
wher e t housands of cel ebrants woul d take psychedelics, dance to the blips of
conput er-generated nusic, and discuss the ways in which reality itself would
soon conformto
their own hallucinatory projections. No big deal. Bohem ans have tal ked this
way for years,
even centuries. Problemis, after a fewnonths in their mdst, | started
bel i eving them
A respected Princeton nmathematician gets turned on to LSD, takes a
several -year
sabbatical in the caves of the Hi nal ayas during which he trips his brains
out, then returns to
the university and dedicates hinmself to finding equations to map the shapes
in his psychedelic
vi sions. The fornul as he devel ops have better success at mappi ng the weat her
and even the



stock market than any have before.
Three kids in San Francisco with a video canera and a broken hot el
magneti c key
encoder successfully fool a bank cash machine into giving them ot her
peopl e' s noney.
A new conputer conferencing systeminmerses people so totally in
their virtua
conmuni ty" that an alterego takes over a man's willpower, and he finds
hi msel f out of
control, randomy propositioning wonren who happen to be online."
A science fiction witer, after witnessing the spectacle of a child
i n hypnotic synbiosis
with a video arcade gane, invents a fictional reality called Cyberspace -- a
consensua
hal | uci nati on" accessed through the computer, where one's thoughts manifest
totally, and
reality itself conforns to the wave patterns.
Then, in a bizarre self-fulfilling prophecy, the science fictiona
concept of a reality that
can be consciously designed begins to energe as a held belief--and not just
by ki ds danci ng
at all night festivals. A confluence of scientists, conmputer programrers,
aut hors, nusici ans,
journalists, artists, activists and even politicians have adopted a new
paradi gm And they want
to make this your paradigm too.
The battle for your reality begins on the fields of digita
i nteraction. Qur grow ng
dependence on computers and el ectronic nedia for information, noney, and
conmmuni cat i on
has made us easy targets, if unwilling subjects, in one of the nost bizarre
soci al experinents
of the century. We are being asked to spend an increasing amount of our tine
on a very new
sort of turf----the territory of digital information. While we are getting
used to it by now, this
region is very different fromthe reality we have grown to know and | ove. It
is a boundl ess
uni verse in which people can interact regardless of tinme and | ocation. W
can fax paper"''
over phone lines, conduct twenty-party video-tel ephone conversations wth
participants in
different countries, and even "touch'' one another fromthousands of miles
away t hrough new
technol ogi es such as virtual reality, where the world itself opens to you
just as you dreamit
up.
For exanple, many of these conputer progranms and data libraries are
structured as
webs, a format that has come to be known as hypertext.'
painter, a
conputer user might start with a certain nuseum Fromthe |ist of painters,
he may select a
particul ar portrait. Then he nmay ask for biographical information about the
subj ect of the
portrait, which may reveal a famly tree. He may follow the fanmly tree up
t hr ough the
present, then branch off into data about imm gration policies to the United
States, the
devel opnent of New York real estate, or even a grocery district on the Lower

To | earn about a



East Side. In a
hypertext video gane, a player mght be a detective searching a room In the
roomis a chest
of drawers. Select a drawer. The drawer opens, inside is a note. Point to
the note, and text
appears. Read the note, see a name. Select the nane, see a picture. One item
inthe picture is
a car. Select the car, go for a ride through the nei ghborhood. See an
i nteresting house, go
i nsi de. .
Maybe this isn't all that startling. It has taken several decades
for these technol ogi es
take root, and many of us are used to the way they work. But the people
met at ny first
rave in early 1990's San Francisco clainmed they could experience this sane
boundl ess,
hypertext universe w thout the use of a conputer at all. For them
cyberspace can be accessed
t hrough drugs, dance, spiritual techniques, chaos math, and pagan rituals.
They nove into a
state of consciousness where, as if logged onto a conputer, the limtations
of time, distance,
and the body are perceived as neaningl ess. People believe that they nove
t hr ough t hese
regi ons as they night nove through conputer prograns or video
ganes--unlimted by the
rules of a linear, physical reality. Mreover, they say that our reality
itself, aided by
technol ogy, is about to make a whol esale leap into this new, hypertextua
di mensi on.
By handi ng ne that dammed rave pronotional flyer, a San Franci scan
t eenager nade it
i npossible for ne to ignore that a growi ng nunber of quite intelligent, if
optimstic, people
are preparing thenmselves and the rest of us for the wldest possible
i mplications of our new
technol ogies. The nore tine | spent with these people, the less wild these
i mplications
seened to me. Everywhere | turned, the conclusions were the sane. Quantum
physicists at the
best institutions agree that the tiniest particles making up matter itself
have ceased to behave
with the predictability of |inear equations. Instead, they junp around in a
di sconti nuous
fashi on, di sappearing, reappearing, suddenly gaining and | osing energy.
Mat hemat i ci ans,
i kewi se, have decided that the snmooth, geonetric nodel of reality they have
used since
Euclid first drew a triangle on papyrus is obsolete. Instead, using
conputers, they churn out
psychedel i c paisley patterns which they claimnore accurately reflect the
nature of existence.
And who appears to be taking all this in first? The kids dancing to
el ectronic nusic at
under ground clubs. And the conclusion they have all seemed to reach is that
reality itself is
up for grabs. It can be dreant up
Now this all may be difficult to take seriously; it was for mne--at
first. But we only
need to turn to the arbiters of reality--mainstreamscientists--to find this



confirmed. The
ability to observe phenonmena, they now believe, is inextricably linked to
t he phenonena
t hensel ves. Having lost faith in the notion of a material explanation for
exi stence, these
guant um physi ci sts and systens nmat hemati ci ans have begun to | ook at the ways
reality
conforms to their expectations, mrroring back to thema world changed by
the very act of
observation. As they rely nore and nore on the conputer, their suspicions
are further
confirmed: This is not a world reduci ble to neat equati ons and pat answers,
but an infinitely
conpl ex series of interdependencies, where the tiniest change in a renote
pl ace can have
systemni de repercussi ons.
When conmputers crunch data fromreal -world observations, they do
not produce
sinmple, linear graphs of an orderly existence but instead churn out phase
maps and di agrans
whose spiraling intricacy resenbles that of an ancient npbsaic, a coral reef,
or a psychedelic
hal | uci nati on. When the entire procession of historical, biological, and
cosnol ogi cal events is
reanal yzed in the |light of nodern mathematical discoveries like the fracta
and feedback
| oops, it points toward this era--the turn of the century--as man's | eap out
of history altogether
and into sone sort of tineless dinension
I nklings of what this dinension nmay be like cone to us through the
experi ence of
conput er hackers and psychedelic tripsters, who think of thenselves not as
opposi te ends of
the spectrum of human activity but as a synergistic congregation of creative
t hi nkers bringi ng
the tools of high technol ogy and advanced spirituality into the living roons
of the genera
public. Psychedelics can provide a shamani c experience for any adventurous
consuner. This
experience |leads users to treat the accepted reality as an arbitrary one,
and to envision the
possibilities of a world unfettered by obsol ete thought systens,
institutions, and neuroses.
Meanwhi | e, the cybernetic experience enmpowers people of all ages to explore
a new, digita
| andscape. Using only a personal conputer and a nbdem anyone can now access
t he
dat asphere. New conputer interface technol ogies such as virtual reality
proni se to nake the
dat asphere a place where we can take not only our ninds but our bodies al ong
for the ride
The people you are about to neet interpret the devel opnent of the
dat asphere as the
hardwi ring of a global brain. This is to be the final stage in the

devel opnent of Gaia,'' the
living being that is the Earth, for which humans serve as the neurons. As
conput er

programrers and psychedelic warriors together realize that "all is one,'' a
common bel i ef

energes that the evolution of humanity has been a willful progression toward



the construction
of the next dinmensional honme for consciousness.
We need a new word to express this boundless territory. The kids in
this book call it
Cyberi a.
Cyberia is the place a businessperson goes when involved in a phone
conversation, the
pl ace a shamani c warrior goes when traveling out of body, the place an acid
house'' dancer
goes when experiencing the bliss of a techno-acid trance. Cyberia is the
pl ace alluded to by
the nystical teachings of every religion, the theoretical tangents of every
science, and the
wi | dest specul ati ons of every imagi nati on. Now, however, unlike any ot her
time in history,
Cyberia is thought to be within our reach. The technol ogi cal strides of our
post moder n
culture, coupled with the rebirth of ancient spiritual ideas, have convinced
a growi ng nunber
of people that Cyberia is the dimensional plane in which humanity will soon
find itself.
But even those of us who have never ventured into a house club
physics | ab or
conputer bulletin board are being increasingly exposed to words, inages and
i deas that shake
t he foundations of our npbst deeply held beliefs. The cyberian paradi gm finds
its way to our
unsuspecting mnds through new kinds of arts and entertainment that rely
| ess on structure
and |inear progression than on textural experience and nonent-to- nonment
awar eness.
Rol e- pl ayi ng ganes, for exanple, have no begi nning or end, but instead
cel ebrate the
i nventiveness of their players, who wind their way through conpl ex fantasies
t oget her, testing
strategies that they may later use in their own lives, which have in turn
begun to resenble the
wi | d adventures of their gane characters. Simlarly, the art and literature
of Cyberia have
abandoned the clean lines and snoboth surfaces of Star Trek and 2001: A Space
Qdyssey in
favor of the grinmy, posturban realism of Batnan, Neuromancer, and
Bl aderunner, in which
conputers do not sinplify human i ssues but expose and even anplify the
obvious faults in
our systems of |ogic and social engineering.
Not surprisingly, the reaction of traditionalists to this
expressi on has been harsh and
mar ked by panic. Cyberians question the very reality on which the ideas of
control and
mani pul ati on are based; and as conputer-networking technol ogy gets into the
hands of nore
cyberians, historical power centers are challenged. A bright young hacker
wi th enough tinme
on his hands can break in to al nbst any conputer systemin the world.
Meanwhi | e,
do-it-yourself technol ogy and a huge, hungry nmedia enpire sews the seeds of
its own
destruction by inviting private citizens to participate through 'zines,
cabl e shows, and



i nteractive television. The hypnotic spell of years of television and its
i ntense public relations
i s broken as people learn to deconstruct and reconbine the imges intended
to persuade them
The result is that the population at |large gains the freedomto reexan ne
previ ously accepted
pol i ci es and prejudices.
Usi ng media viruses,'
t he dat asphere, at
i ghtning speed, potent ideas that openly chall enge hypocritical and
illogical social structures,
t hus rendering them powerl ess.
A new scientific paradigm a new leap in technol ogy, and a new
class of drug created
the conditions for what many believe is the renai ssance we are observing
today. Parallels
certainly abound between our era and renai ssances of the past: the conputer
and the printing
press, LSD and caffeine, the hol ograph and perspective painting, the whee
and the spaceship,
agriculture and the datasphere. But cyberians see this era as nore than just
a rebirth of
cl assical ideas. They believe the age upon us now m ght take the form of
cat egorica
upscal i ng of the human experience onto uncharted, hyperdi mensional turf.
The people who believe all this, so far, are on the outernost
fringes of popular culture.
But, as we witnessed in the 1960s, the beliefs of fringe cultures can
trickle up through our
youth into the mainstream In fact, we may soon conclude that the single
nost i nportant
contribution of the 1960s and the psychedelic era to popular culture is the
noti on that we have
chosen our reality arbitrarily. The m ssion of the cyberian counterculture
of the 1990s, arned
with new technol ogies, famliar with cyberspace and dari ng enough to explore
unmapped
real ms of consciousness, is to rechoose reality consciously and
pur poseful | y.
This book is nmeant to provide a guided tour through that vision:
Cyberia. It is an
opportunity to take part in, or at least catch up with, a novenent that
coul d be reshaping

politically inclined cyberians |aunch into

reality. The cyberian explorers we will neet in the next chapters have been
depicted with al
their human optimsm brilliance, and frailty. Like the first pioneers of

any new world, they

suffer fromthe same fears, frustrations, and failures as those who stay
behi nd and watch from

the safety of famliarity. These are not nedia personalities but human
bei ngs, devel oping their

own copi ng nmechani sms for survival on the edges of reality.

Whet her or not we are destined for a wholesale | eap into the next

di mensi on, there are

many people who believe that history as we know it is conming to a close. It
is nore than

likely that the aesthetics, inventions, and attitudes of the cyberians will
becone as difficult to

ignore as the automatic teller machine and MIV. W all must cope, in one way
or anot her,



with the passage of tine. It behooves us to grok Cyberia.

Most people think it's far out if we get virtual reality up and
running. This is nuch
more profound than that. This is the real thing. We're going to
find out what "being'
is. It's a philosophical journey and the vehicles are not sinply
cul tural but biol ogy
itself. We're closing distance with the nost profound event that a
pl anet ary ecol ogy
can encounter, which is the freeing of Iife fromthe chrysalis of
matter. And it's never
happened before--1 nean the dinosaurs didn't do this, nor did the
procaryot es
energing. No. This takes a billion years of forward noving
evolution to get to the
pl ace where information can detach itself fromthe material matrix
and then | ook back
on a cast-off node of being as it rises into a higher dinension
--Terence McKenna, author, botanist, and psychedelic explorer

PART 1
Conmput ers: Revenge of the Nerds

Chapter 1
Navi gati ng t he Dat astream
Crai g was seven when he di scovered the cataconbs.'
had taken himon a

famly visit to his uncle, and while the adults sat in the kitchen
di scussing the prices of sofas

and | ocal politics, young Craig Neidorf--whomthe authorities would
eventual |y prosecute as a

danger ous, subversive hacker--found one of the first portals to Cyberia: a
vi deo gane cal |l ed

Adventure

Li ke a child who wanders away from his parents during a tour of the

Vatican to

expl ore the ancient, secret passages beneath the public wal kways, Craig had
enbar ked on his

own vi deo-driven visionquest. As he made his way through the gane's many
screens and

col l ected magi cal objects, Craig |learned that he could use those objects to
see'' portions of

the gane that no one el se could. Even though he had conpl eted what ever tasks
wer e

necessary in the earlier parts of the gane, he was drawn back to explore
themw th his new

vision. Craig was no longer interested in just w nning the game--he could do
that effortlessly.

Now he wanted to get inside it.

H s parents

I was able to walk through a wall into a roomthat did not
exist,'' Craig explains to
me | ate one night over questionably accessed phone lines. "It was not in the

instructions. It
was not part of the gane. And in that roomwas a nessage. It was a nessage
fromthe creator
of the game, flashing in black and gold...""
Craig's voice trails off. Hugh, nmy assistant and link-artist to the
t el ephone net, adjusts



hi s headset, checks a nmeter, then acknow edges with a nod that the
conversation is still being

recorded satisfactorily. Craig would not share with nme what the nessage
said--only that it

notivated his career as a cyberian. This process--finding sonething that
wasn't witten about,

di scovering sonething that I wasn't supposed to know-it got ne very
interested. | searched in

various other ganes and tried everything | could think of--even jiggling the
power cord or the

gane cartridge just to see what woul d happen. That's where my interest in
playing with that

kind of thing began ... but then | got an Apple.’

At that point, Cyberia, which had previously been linited to the

ot her side of the

tel evision screen, expanded to beconme the other side of the conputer screen
Wth the hel p of

a tel ephone connection called a nodem'
syst em of

conput ers and comuni cati ons. Now, instead of exploring the inner workings
of a packaged

vi deo gane, Craig was roam ng the secret passages of the datasphere.

By the time he was a teenager, Craig Neidorf had been arrested.

Serving as the editor

of an on-line nagazine'' (passed over phone lines fromconputer to
conput er) called Phrack

he was charged with publishing (legally, "transporting' ') a dangerous,
$79, 000 program

docunent detailing the workings of Bell South's emergency 911 tel ephone
system

(specifically, the feature that allows themto trace inconming calls). At
Neidorf's trial, a Bell

Sout h enpl oyee eventual ly reveal ed that the programi' was actually a
t hr ee- page meno

avail able to Bell South customers for |less than $30. Neidorf was put on a
ki nd of probation

for a year, but he is still raising nmoney to cover his $100, 000 | ega
expenses.

Craig was linked to a worl dw de

But the authorities and, for nost part, adult society are m ssing
the point here. Craig
and his conpatriots are not interested in obtaining and selling val uable
docunments. These ki ds
are not stealing information--they are surfing data. In Cyberia, the
conputer serves as a
nmet aphor as much as a tool; to hack through one systemto another and yet
another is to
di scover the secret roons and passageways where no one has ever travel ed
before. The web
of interconnected conputer networks provides the ultimate el ectronic neura
extension for the
growing mnd. To reckon with this technol ogical frontier of human
consci ousness neans to
reeval uate the very nature of information, creativity, property and human
rel ations.
Craig is fairly typical of the young geni us-pioneers of this new
territory. He describes
the first time he saw a hacker in action
I really don't remenber how he got in; | was sitting there while
he typed. But to see
t hese other systens were out there was sort of interesting. | saw things



i ke shoppi ng

mal | s--there were heating conmputers you could actually call up and | ook at
what their

tenmperature settings were. There were several of these |inked together. One
conpany ran the

thernostat for a set of different subscribers, so if it was projected to be
82 degrees outside,

they'd adjust it to a certain setting. So, back when we were thirteen or so,
we tal ked about

how it m ght be neat to change the settings one day, and nmake it too hot or
too cold. But we

never did.'

But they could have, and that's what matters. They gai ned access.

In Cyberia, this is

funhouse exploration. Neidorf sees it as |ike when you' re eight and you
know your brot her

and his friends have a little treehouse or clubhouse sonewhere down in the
woods, and you

and your friends go and check it out even though you know your brother would
basical ly kil

you if he found you in there.'' Mst of these kids get into hacking the sane
way as children

of previous generations daringly wandered through the hidden corridors of
their school

baserments or took apart their parents' TV sets. But with conputers they hit
t he j ackpot:

There's a whole world there--a whole newreality, which they can enter and
even change.

Cyberia. Each new opening | eads to the discovery of an entirely new world,
each connected

to countl ess other new worlds. You don't just get in sonewhere, |ook around,
find out it's a

dead end, and | eave. Tom Sawyer and Becky Thatcher were fascinated by a few
wi ndi ng

caves; cyberkids have broken through to an infinitely nore conpl ex and
rewar di ng networ k.

Each new screen takes theminto a new conpany, institution, city,
governnent, or nation

They can pop out al nost anywhere. It's an endl ess ride.

As well as being one of the nmpbst val uabl e techni ques for navigating

cyber space,

hacki ng the vast conputer net is the first and nost inportant netaphor in
Cyberia. For the

first time, there is a technical arena in which to manifest the cyberian
i mpul ses, whi ch range

frompure sport to spiritual ecstasy and fromredesigning reality to
downri ght subversion

Crashi ng the System
David Troup gained his fame in the conputer underground for a
program he w ote
call ed The Bodyguard, which hel ps hackers maintain their chain of
connections through a
I ong series of systens breaches. Through anot her ingeniously exploited
conmmuni cat i ons
systemglitch, we spoke as he relaxed on his living roomcouch in M nnesot a.
From t he sound
of his voice | knew he was using a speaker phone, and | heard several of his
friends mlling
about the room popping open beers, and nmuttering in agreenent with Troup



their |ocal hero.
The fun of hacking lies in the puzzle solving. Finding out what

lies around that next

corner, around the next menu or password. Finding out just how tw sted you
can get. Popping

out of a conputer-based network into a phone-based network and back agai n.
Mappi ng

networ ks that go worl dw de. W watched a systemin M| waukee grow from just
two systens

into a huge network. W went with them By the end, we probably had a nore
detail ed map

of their network than they did.

The Bodyguard has becone an indi spensabl e part of the hacker's
daytrip survival kit.
It's kind of a worm[a tunneling conputer virus] that hacks along with you.

Say |'m crui sing

through fifteen Uni xes [computers that run Unix software] to get at sone
engi neering firm

Every time | go onto a Unix, | will upload nmy Bodyguard program Wat it
does is watch ne

and watch the system It's got the nanmes of the system operators. If a
syst em oper at or

['"sysop,'' the watchdog for illegal penetrants] or somebody el se who has
the ability to check

the systemlogs on [enters the network through his own conputer], the
Bodyguard will flash

an error flag [warning! danger!] and term nate you at that point. It also

will send you a

nunber corresponding to the next place down the hierarchy of nachines that
you' ve

penetrated. You'll have your |ast connection previous to the one where you

got canned. It wll

t hen reconnect you to where you were, wi thout using the systemthat knocked
you of f. It'llI

recreate the network for you. It takes about four or five mnutes. It's nice
because when you're

deep in a group of systems, you can't watch everything. Your Bodyguard gets
you of f as soon

as a sysop signs on, before he even knows you're there. Even if they just
log in, you hit the

road. No need to take any chances.'

VWil e the true hacker ethic is not to destroy anything, nost young

peopl e who find

t hensel ves in a position where it' possible to inflict danmage find it hard
to resist doing so. As

Troup explains, Mst kids will do the nost destructive thing they know how
to do. There's

nothing in there that they need, or want, or even understand how to use.
Everybody' s crashed

a systemnow or then.'

Soneone at Troup's end coughs in disagreement and paranoia. David

corrects hinself.

No need to adnit he's ever done anything illegal, now, is there? I1'd say 90
percent of

everybody. Everybody's got that urge, you know? “God, |'ve got full system
control--1 could

just do a recursive rm[a repeated cycle to begin renoving things] and kiss
this system

goodbye.' Mrre likely, someone will create a small bug like putting a space
bef ore everyone's



password [nmaking it inpossible for anyone to log on] and see how long it
t akes the system

operator to figure it out.'
system operator lists

t hem - except that each one will have a tiny space before it. Wen the sysop
mat ches t he

user's password with the one that the conputer says the user shoul d have,
t he operator won't

notice the extra space before the computer's version

This is the phony phone call'' to the nth power. Instead of

pranki ng one person on the

ot her end, the hacker incapacitates a big conpany run by "nasty suits.'
Hard to resist,

especially when it's a conpany known to keep tabs on us. The events that
frightened Troup

out of hacking for a while concerned just such a company. TRWis the Holy
Grail target for

hackers. They're into everything, which is why everyone wants to get into
them They cl ai ned

to be inmpenetrable, which is half the reason why everyone wants to get in.
The nore you

The passwords will appear correct when the

look into it, the nore security holes they have. They aren't so bad.'' One
of Troup's friends in

t he background chortles with pride. "It's difficult, because you have to
cover your tracks, but

it's not inpossible. Just time-consuming,'' Troup explains.

I remenber TRWused to have those comercials that just said ~TRW

maki ng t he

world a better tomorrow.' That's all they did. They were getting us used to
seei ng t hem

Because they were into everything. They sent Tiger Teams [specialized
conput er commrando

squads who establish security protocol in a systen] into every systemthe
gover nment has,

either to inprove the system s security or to build it in the first place.
They have back doors

into everything they' ve ever worked on. They can assume control over
anyt hi ng they want to.

They're big. They're bad. And they've got nore power than they should have,
whi ch is why

we were after them They had Tiger Teans into airport security, aerospace
security. And the

government gets software from TRW upgrades from TRW[al so, potentially,
wi th back

doors] .

When we got all the way up to the keyhole satellite, we said

“That's enough.' W

have really good resources. W have people that can pose as nonpeopl e--t hey
have Soci a

Security nunbers, tax |IDs, everything. But we all got kind of spooked by all
this. W had a

continuation of our plan mapped out, but we decided not to go through wth
it. We ditched all

the TRWstuff we had. | gave it to a friend who buried it underwater
somewhere al ong the

Atlantic shelf. If |I tell himto get it back, he will, but if I tell himto
get it back using a
slightly different phrase, he will disappear ... for obvious reasons.'

Most purposeful hacking is far less romantic, and done sinply to
gain access to



systens for their conputing power. |If someone is working on a conpl ex
program or set of

conputations, it's nore convenient to use sone corporation's huge systemto
carry out the

procedure in a few m nutes or hours than to tie up one's own tiny persona
conput er for days.

The skill comes in getting the work done before the sysop di scovers the
intrusi on. As one

hacker explains to nme through an encrypted el ectronic mail nessage, They
nm ght be on to

you, but you're not done with themyet--you're still working on the thing
for some company

or another. But if you' ve got access to, say, twenty or thirty Unix systens,
you can pop in

and out of as many as you like, and change the order of them You'll always
appear to be
coming froma different |ocation. They'|ll be shooting in the dark. You're

untraceabl e.’
Thi s hacker takes pride in popping in and out of systens the way a

surfer raves about

ducking the whitewater and gliding through the tube. But, just as a surfer
m ght conpete for

cash, prizes, or beer endorsements, nmany young hackers who begin with
Cyberia in their

hearts are quickly tenpted by enployers who can profit fromtheir skill. The
nost danger ous

aut horitarian response to young cyberian hackers may not be fromthe | aw but
fromthose

hoping to exploit their talents.

Wth a hacker 1'll call Pete, a seventeen-year-old engineering
student at Col unbi a
University, | set up a real-time conputer conference call in which severa

ot her hackers from

around the country could share some of their stories about a field called
i ndustrial hacking.'

Because nost of the participants believe they have several taps on their
t el ephone |ines, they

send their first responses through as a series of strange glyphs on the
screen. After Pete

est abl i shes the cryptography protocol and deci phers the incom ng nessages,
they | ook I|ike

this (the names are nine):

#1: The Puri st
I ndustrial hacking is darkside hacking. Conmpany A hires you to sl ow
down, destr oy,
screw up, or steal fromconmpany B s R&D division [research and devel oprent].
For exanpl e,
we could set up all their math wong on their cadcans [conputer aided design
prograns] so
that when they | ook at it on the conputer it seens fine, but when they try
to put the thing
together, it comes out all wong. If all the parts of an airplane engine are
machi ned 1nmm of f,
it's just not going to work.

#2: The Prankster
There was a guy in Florida who worked on a cadcam system whi ch used
pi rated
software. He was smart, so he figured out how to use it w thout any nanual s.



He wor ked

there for about a year and a half but was fired unfairly. He came to us get
t hem shut down.

W said Sure, no problem'
denps. W got

ahol d of some cadcam denps, and wote a sinple assenbly program so that when
t he person

puts the disk in and types the "install'' or denp
the whol e hard di sk

So we wapped it up in its package, sent it out to a friend in Texas or
wher ever the software

conpany was really from and had himsend it to the targeted conpany with a
| egit postmark

and everything. Sure enough, soneone put the denp in, and the conmpany had to
end up

buyi ng over $20,000 worth of software. They coul dn't say anything because
the software we

wi ped out was illegal anyway.

Cadcam sof t war e conpani es send out |ots of

conmand, it w pes out

The Puri st
That's nothing. That's a personal vendetta. Industrial hacking is
bi g busi ness. Mbst
cor porations have in-house conputer consultants who do this sort of thing.
But as a freel ancer
you can get hired as a regul ar consultant by one of these firnms--say
McDonnel | Dougl as- - get
into a vice president's office, and show themthe specs of sone Lockheed
project, like a new
advanced tactical fighter which he has not seen, and say, There's nore
where this cane
from'' You can get thousands, even nillions of dollars for this kind of
t hi ng.

#3: The Theori st
During the big corporate takeover craze, conpanies that were about
to be taken over
began to notice nore and nore things begin to go wong. Then payroll would
get screwed up,
their electronic mail nessages aren't going through, their phone system
keeps dyi ng every
now and then in the mddle of the day. This is part of the takeover effort.
Soneone on the board of directors nay have sone buddy from col |l ege
who works in
the conputer industry who he mght hire to do an odd job now and agai n.

The Puri st
I like industrial hacking for the idea of doing it. | started about
a year or so ago. And
Wl liam G bson brought romance into it with Neuronmancer. It's so do-able

#4: The Pro
We get hired by people moving up in the political systems, drug
cartels, and of course
corporations. W even work for foreign conpanies. If Toyota hired us to hit
Ford, we'd hit
Ford a little bit, but then turn around and knock the hell out of Toyota.
W' d rat her pick on
them t han us.
Most industrial hackers do two hacks at once. They get information
on the company



they're getting paid to hit, but they're al so hacking into the conpany
that's paying them so

that if they get betrayed or stabbed in the back they've got their butts
covered. So it's a lot of

wor k. The payoffs are substantial, but it's a ton of work.

In a real takeover, 50% of the hacking is physical. A bunch of you

have to go and get

jobs at the conmpany. You need to get the information but you don't want to
let themon to

what you're doing. The warganmes-style automatic dialer will get discovered
scanni ng. They

know what that is; they' ve had that happen to them many tines before.

I remenber a job that | did on a local TV station. | went in posing

as a student

wor ki ng on a project for a comunications class. | got a tour with an
engi neer, and | had a

not ebook and busily wote down everything he said. The guy took ne back
where the

conputers were. Now in al nost every conputer departnment in the United
States, witten on a

pi ece of masking tape on the phone jack or the nodemitself is the phone
nunber of that

nmodem It saves ne the time and trouble of scanning 10,000 nunbers. |'m
already witing

notes, so | just wite in the nunber, go hone, wait a week or so, and then
call themup (you

don't call themright away, stupid). Your |ocal tel ephone conpany won't
notice you and the

conpany you're attacking won't notice you. You try to be like a stealth
bonber. You sneak up

on themslowy, then you knock the hell out of them You take the mlitary
appr oach. You do

signals intelligence, human intelligence; you' ve got your special ops
sol di er who takes a tour

or gets a job there. Then he can even take a tour as an enpl oyee--then he's
trusted for sone

reason--just because he works there, which is the biggest crock of shit.

DI SCONNECT
Soneone got paranoid then, or soneone's |line voltage changed enough
to suggest a
tap, and our conversation had been automatically term nated.
Pete stores the exchange on di sk, then escorts nme out onto the fire
escape of his
apartment for a toke and a talk. He can see I'ma little shaken up
That's not really hacking,'' he says, handing me the joint.
thank himwi th a nod but
opt for a Canel Light. "That's cracking. Hacking is surfing. You don't do it
for a reason. You

just do it.'' We watch a bum bel ow us on the street rip a piece of cardboard
of f an enpty
refrigerator box and drag it away--presumably it will be his home for
toni ght .
That guy is hacking in a way,'' | offer. "Social hacking.'

That's bullshit. He's doing it for a reason. He stole that
cardboard because he needs
shelter. There's nothing wong with that, but he's not having such a good
tinme, either.’
So what's real hacking? Wiat's it about?'
Pete takes a deep toke off his joint and smiles. |It's tapping in



to the gl obal brain.
I nformati on becones a texture ... alnmpst an experience. You don't do it to
get know edge.
You just ride the data. It's surfing, and they're all trying to get you out
of the water. But it's
i ke being a environnmental canper at the sane tine: You | eave everything
just like you found
it. Not a trace of your presence. It's like you were never there.'
Strains of Grateful Dead nmusic come frominside the apartnment. No
one's in there.
Pete has his radio connected to a timer. It's eleven o' clock Mdnday night in
New York, time
for David Gans's radi o show, The Dead Hour. Pete stunbles into the apartment
and begi ns
scroungi ng for a cassette. | offer himone of ny blank interviewtapes.
It's low bias but it'll do,'' he says, grabbing the tape from ne
and shoving it into a
makeshi ft cassette machine that |ooks like a relic from Hogan's Heroes.
"Don't let the case

fool you. | reconditioned the whole thing nmyself. It's got sel eni um heads,
t he whol e nine
yards.'' Satisfied that the machine is recording properly, he asks, You
into the Dead?"'
Sure am'' | can't let this slip by. "lI've noticed | ots of
conputer folks are into the
Dead ... and the whole subculture.'' | hate to get to the subject of

psychedelics too early.

However, Pete doesn't require the subtlety.

Most of the hackers | know take acid.

desk drawers. "It

makes you better at it.'' | watch himas he noves around the room Look at
this.'' He shows

me a ticket to a Gateful Dead show. In the mddle of the ticket is a color
reproduction of a

fractal

Pet e searches through his

Now, you mi ght ask, what's a conputer-generated image |ike that
doi ng on a Dead
ticket, huh?"'

CHAPTER 2
Operating from Total Oblivion

The fractal is the enblem of Cyberia. Based on the principles of
chaos math, it's an
icon, a netaphor, a fashion statement, and a working tool all at the sane
tine. It's at once a
hi ghly techni cal conputer-mathemati cs achi evenent and a psychedelic vision
S0 even as an
image it bridges the gap between these two seenmingly distant, or rather
di sconti nuous, "'
corners of Cyberia. Once these two canps are connected, the real space
defined by "Cyberia''
ener ges.
Fractal s were discovered in the 1960s by Benoit Mandel brot, who was
searching for
ways to help us cope, mathematically, with a reality that is not as smooth
and predictable as
our textbooks describe it. Conventional math, Mandel brot conpl ained, treats
nount ai ns |ike
cones and clouds |ike spheres. Reality is nmuch rougher'' than these idea



forms. No

real -worl d surface can accurately be described as a "plane,'' because no
surface is absolutely

t wo- di nensi onal . Everythi ng has nooks and crannies; nothing is conpletely
snoot h and

conti nuous. Mandel brot's fractal s--equati ons which grant objects a
fracti ona

di mrensionality--are revolutionary in that they accept the fact that reality
is not a neat, ordered

pl ace. Now, inconsistencies ranging fromrandominterference on phone |ines
to conputer

research departnents filled with Grateful Deadheads all begin to make
perfect sense.

Mandel brot's main insight was to recogni ze that chaos has an order

toit. If you | ook

at a natural coastline froman airplane, you will notice certain kinds of
m | e-1 ong nooks and
crannies. If you land on the beach, you will see these sane shapes reflected

in the rock

formations, on the surface of the rocks thenselves, and even in the
particles making up the

rocks. This self-sinmlarity is what brings a sense of order into an
ot herwi se random y rough

and strange terrain. Fractals are equations that nodel the irregular but
stunningly self-simlar

world in which we have found oursel ves.

But these discontinuous equations work differently fromtraditiona

mat h equati ons,

and chal | enge many of our assunptions about the way our reality works.
Fractals are circul ar

equations: After you get an answer, you plug it back into the origina
equation again and

again, countless tinmes. This is why conputers have been so hel pful in
working with these

equations. The properties of these circular equations are stunningly
different fromthose of

traditional linear equations. The tiniest error made early on can anplify
into a tremendous

nm st ake once the equation has been iterated' ' thousands of times. Think of
a wistwatch that

| oses one second per hour. After a few days, the watch is only a m nute or
so off. But after

weeks or months of iterating that error, the watch will be conpletely
i ncorrect. A tiny change

anywhere in a fractal will lead to tremendous changes in the overall system
The force

causi ng the change need not be very powerful. Tremendous effects can be
wr ought by the

gentl est of "feedbacks.'

Feedback maekes that |oud screeching sound whenever a m crophone is

br ought cl ose

to its own speaker. Tiny noises are fed back and iterated through the
anplification system

t housands of times, anplified again and again until they are huge, annoying
bl asts of sound.

Feedback and iteration are the principles behind the now fanobus sayi ng,
When a butterfly

flaps its wings in China, it can cause a thunderstormin New York
action feeds back

into a giant system Wen it has iterated fully, the feedback causes

A tiny



noti ceabl e changes. The
i dea has even reached the stock market, where savvy investors | ook to
unli kely renote
f eedbacks for indications of which way the entire market m ght nove once
t hose tiny
i nfluences are fully iterated. Wthout the conputer, though, and its ability
to iterate equations,
and then to draw them as pictures on a screen, the discovery of fractals
woul d never have
been possi bl e.
Mandel brot was at IBM trying to find a pattern underlying the
random intermttent
noi se on their tel ephone |ines, which had been causing problens for their
conput er nodens.
The fact that the transm ssion glitches didn't seemto foll ow many rea
pattern woul d have
rendered a cl assical nmathematici an def ensel ess. But Mandel brot, |ooking at
the chaotic
di stribution of random signals, decided to search for signs of
self-simlarity--that is, like the
coastline of beach, would the tiny bursts between bursts of interference
| ook anything like the
| arge ones? O course they did. Inside each burst of interference were
nonments of cl ear
reception. Inside each of those nonents of clear reception were other bursts
of interference
and so on. Even nore inportantly, the pattern of their intermttency was
simlar on each
| evel .
Thi s same phenonenon--self-simlarity--can be observed in nany
systens that were
previously believed to be totally irregular and unexpl ai nabl e, rangi ng from
t he weat her and
the econony to the course of human history. For exanple, each tiny daily
fluctuation in the
weat her mrrors the climatic record of the history of the planet. Each mgjor
renai ssance in
history is itself nade up of smmller renai ssance events, whose |locations in
time mrror the
overall pattern of renaissances throughout history. Every chaotic system
appears to be
adhering to an underlying order of self-simlarity.
This means that our world is entirely or interdependent than we
have previously
under st ood. What goes on inside any one person's head is reflected, in sone
manner, on every
other level of reality. So any individual being, through feedback and
iteration, has the ability
to redesign reality at |arge. Mandel brot had begun to map the | andscape of
Cyberi a.

It I's the Mnd of Cod
The terrace of the Applied Sciences Buil ding overl ooks what
students at University of
California at Santa Cruz call EIf Land '--a dense section of woods where
psychedelically
enhanced humans mneet i nterdi nensional beings. Back in the corridor of the
bui I di ng, posters
of computer-generated fractal inages depicting the "arithmetic limts of
iterative nonlinear



equations'' line the walls. The pictures nearest the terrace look like the
ferns on the floor of

the forest. The ones farther back | ook nore |ike the arrangenents of the
trees above them

Posters still farther seemlike aerial maps of the forest, seen from above.

The mat hematician residing in this self-sinmlar niche of academ a

and psychedelia is

Ral ph Abraham who broke through to Cyberia on his own, and in a very
di fferent manner.

He abandoned Princeton University in favor of U C Santa Cruz in 1968,
during what he calls

t he apex of the counterculture.’
barn "be-ins'' with

his newfound friends that Abraham became fanmiliar with what people were
calling the

enmotional reality'' of numbers, and this led himto the hills and caves of
the Far East where

he spent several years nmeditating and hallucinating. On returning to the
university and his

conputer, he enbarked with renewed vigor into hyperspace to churn out the
equati ons t hat

explain his hallucinations and our existence.

VWhile it seems so unlikely to the nodern mind that psychedelics

could contribute to

real progress in mathematics and science, cyberians, for the nost part, take
thi s connection

for granted. In the sixties,’
frontiers of math

experimented with psychedelic substances. There was a brief and extrenely
creative Kkiss

bet ween the comunity of hippies and top nmat hematicians. | know this because
| was a

purveyor of psychedelics to the mathematical comunity. To be creative in
mat hemati cs, you

have to start froma point of total oblivion. Basically, math is revealed in
atotally

unconsci ous process in which one is conpletely ignorant of the social
climte. And

mat hemat i cal advance has al ways been the notor behind the advancenent of
consci ousness.

What's going on now is at |least as big a thing as the invention of the
wheel . "'

It was while taking psychedelics in huge

Abr aham expl ains, "a |l ot of people on the

The brief kiss'' Abraham w tnessed was the narriage of two
power ful intellectual
conmuni ti es, both of which had touched Cyberia--one theoretically and the
ot her
experientially. And as cyberian mat hematicians |ike Abrahamtripped out
further, they saw
how this kiss was itself a fractal event, marking a point in human history
from whi ch the
under | yi ng shape or order of existence--the very "roughness'' of
reality--could be inferred.
They had concei ved and birthed their own renai ssance.
Abr aham has since dedicated hinself to the inplications of this
rebirth. He sees the
nost important, seeningly sudden, and non sequitur events in human
hi story--of which the
ki ss above is one--as part of an overall fractal curve. 1t's happened
bef ore. The Renai ssance
was one. Christianity is one. The troubadors in the south of France;



agriculture; the new
concept of time that cane along with the A d Testanent--they are al
actually revivals. But
they are nore than revivals. It's sort of a spiral nodel where there's a
quantum |l eap to a new
| evel of organization and conmplexity.'
Today, Abrahamis in his Santa Cruz office, wearing a sweatshirt,
drawstri ng pants,
and Birkenstocks. He does not sport a slide rule or pocket protector. He is
Cyberia's Vill age
Mat hemati ci an, and his words are reassuring to those who are living in a
worl d that has
al ready taken this quantum | eap. Just as the fractal enabled Mandel brot to
confort |BM
executives about the ultimately orderly nature of their line interference,
Abr aham uses fractal s
to show how this uncharted island in history on which we have found
ourselves fits into a
| arger picture.
There is this fractal structure of discontinuity. If you | ook at
t he bi ggest
di scontinuities in human history, you will see they all seemto have very
simlar structures,
suggesting a mat hemati cal nodel behind the evolution of civilization.'
Abr aham argues that cyberian interest in the pagan, psychedelic,
spiritual, and tribal is
not in the least contradictory to the advances in computer technol ogy and
mat hemati cs.
Hi storically, he points out, renaissance periods have al ways involved a
resurgence of archaic
el ements along with the invention of new technol ogi es and nat hemati cal
systens. The success
of Cyberia, according to the bearded technosage, will depend on our ability
to put these
di sparate el enments together. W have enphasized integration and synthesis,
trying to put
everyt hing together in one understandi ng, using mathematical nodels only as
one tool. W
are al so open to various pagan el enents |ike astrol ogy, telepathy, the
paranormal , and so on
We're an interesting network.'
For younger cyberians, Abraham s network provides an inval uabl e
templ ate by which
they can direct their own activities. As Ral ph would say, he groks'' their
experience; he
under st ands how t hese ki ds feel responsible for reshaping not only their own
reality but the
course of human history.
We have to consciously interact with the creation of the future in
order for it to be
other than it was.'' In past renai ssances, each creative birth, each
intimati on of what we can
call "fractal reality,""’
force. Wat happened
wi th the Renai ssance? Wthin 200 or 250 years, it was dead again.
refused to cope
with Cyberia then. But the invention of the conputer coupled with the
undeni abl e useful ness
and profound beauty of the fractal has nade today's renai ssance inpossible
to resist.

was buried by a trenendous counterrevol utionary

Soci ety



Val l ey of the Nerds
Two nen are staring into a conmputer screen at Apple's research and

devel oprent

branch. Wiile the first, a conputer nerd straight out of Central Casting,
mans the keyboard,

beside himsits the other, John Barlow, lyricist for the Gateful Dead,
psychedel i cs expl orer,

and Wom ng rancher. They watch the colorful paisley patterns representing
fractal equations

swirl like the aftervisions of a psychedelic hallucination. Tiny Martian
col onies formng on an

eerie continental coastline. The computer operator magnifies one tiny piece
of the pattern, and

the detail expands to occupy the entire screen. Dancing m croorganisns cling
to a blue cora

reef. The new patterns reflect the shape of the original picture. He zoons
in again and the

shapes are seen again and again. A supernova expl odes into weather system
t hen spirals back

down to the pods on the leaf of a fern plant. The two nmen wi tness the
creation and recreation

of universes.

Barl ow scratches his whiskers and tips his cowboy hat. It's like
| ooking at the mind
of CGod."''
The nerd corrects him It is the mind of Cod.'

And as the | atest kiss between the worlds of science and
spirituality continues, the
fractal finds its way into the new Aneri can psychedelic fol klore--as
evi denced by t hat
fractal -enhanced Grateful Dead ticket.
It's the norning after a Dead show, in fact, when the young man who
desi gned t hat
famous concert ticket unveils his latest invention for a small group of
friends gathered at his
Pal o Alto horme. Dan Kottke, who was one of the original Apple engineers,
| eft the conpany
and sold off his stock to launch his career as an independent computer
graphi ¢ designer. He
has just finished the prototype for his first effort: a small light-up LED
device that flashes
words and pictures. He plugs it in and the group watches it go through its
paces. It's not as
trippy as a fractal, but it's pretty mesnmerizing all the same. So is Kottke,
who approaches the
psychedel i c-spiritual search with the sanme patience and di scipline he'd use
to assenble an
intricate circuit board.
When | was a freshman in coll ege,"
fromthe back of
his invention, "I would take psychedelics and sit by nyself for a whol e day.
What | arrived at
was that cosm c consciousness was a conpletely normal thing that one day
everyone woul d
arrive at, if they would just sit and think clearly.’
Kottke, like many of the brilliant people at his hone today, sees
Cyberia as a | ogica
result of psychedelics and rationality. That's how | becanme friends with
Steve Jobbs. W

he carefully renoves the wires



used to take psychedelics together and tal k about Buddhi st phil osophy. | had
no i dea he was

connected with Wbz [Steve Wbzni ak] or selling blue boxes [tel ephone dialers
that all ow you

to make free calls] at the time. W just tal ked about transcendental i sm and
Buddhi sm and

listened to Bob Dylan. It rmust have been his alter ego.'

Until Jobbs and Wbzni ak created the Apple personal computer

cyberian conput er

exploration was linmted to the clunky and essentially unusable Altair brand.
It appealed to

the sol dering iron kinds of hackers,
kind.'" So the very

i nvention of the personal conputer, then, was in sone ways
psychedel i cs-i nfl uenced. Maybe

that's why they called it Apple: the fruit of forbidden know edge brought
down to the hands

of the consuner through the garage of a Reid College acid head? I n any case,
t he Appl e gave

conputing power and any associated spiritual insights to the public and,
nmost inportant, to

their children.

It's easy to understand why kids are better at learning to use

conputers than adults.

Just like in the immgrant famly who cones to Anerica, it is the children
who | earn the new

| anguage first and best. Wen mainfrane conputers appeared in high schools
around the

country, it was the students, not the adm nistrators, who becane the systens
operators. This

set into a notion a revenge of the nerds'' on a scale we haven't yet fully
conpr ehended. But

when the conputer industry was born and | ooki ng desperately for skilled
pr ogrammrers and

devel opers, these kids were too young to be hired. The conpani es turned
instead to the acid

expl ai ns Dan, "but not the spiritua

heads.
VWhen your brain is formng,'' explains Kottke, using his l[ong
fingers to draw pictures
inthe oriental rug, "it makes axons that are long, linear things, feeling

their way to sone part

of the brain very far away to get connected. Your consciousness devel ops the
same way. The

m ddl e teen years are about maki ng connections between things in your nind
i ke conmputers

and psychedelics and fractals and nusic.'
i npression Dan's fingers

have left in the rug, relating the pattern he's drawn to the design of the
col orful weave

under neat h.

Kottke's soft voice grounds the group in reality once again. But

thi s kind of thinking

is very easily discouraged. The quelling of creativity is like a virus that
gets passed down

generation to generation. Psychedelics can break that cycle.'' So, according
to firsthanders |ike

Kott ke, everything old becones new again, and the psychedelics user's nind
is rejuvenated to

its original ability to wander and wonder. The franes and systems of |ogic
one has been using

Everyone is staring at the



to organi ze experience fall away. What better |anguage to adopt than
conmput er | anguage,
which is also unfettered by prejudices, judgnments and neuroses?
Consci ousness is binary,'' poses Kottke, froma casual |otus
position. "It's essentially
digital.'' At least this is the way conputers think.'' Wen information is
stored digitally rather
than in a picture, on a record, or even in a book of words, it is broken
down into a series of
yes/no's or dot/dashes. Things nmust be spelled out explicitly. The computer
functions purely
in duality but, unlike the human m nd, has no interpretive grid.
One of the primary features of the psychedelic experience as it
relates to the hunman
conput er hardware, believes Ron Lawrence, a Mcintosh expert from Los
Angel es who
archives Tim Leary's witing, is that it reformats the hard di sk and cl ears
out the ram'"' That
is, one's experience of life is reevalutated in an egol ess context and put
into a new order. One
sees previously unrecogni zabl e connecti ons between parallel ways of
t hi nki ng, parallel
cultures, ideologies, stories, systens of |ogic, and phil osophies.
Meanwhi l e, trivial cares of the
nonent are given the opportunity to nelt away (even if in the gut-w enching
cruci bl e of
i ntense introspection), and the tripper may reenter everyday life w thout
many of the cognitive
traps that previously dominated his interpretation of reality. In other
words, the tripper gains
the ability to see things in an unprejudi ced manner, |ike the conputer does.
Just like the great chaos mathematici ans, great progranmers mnust be
able to come
from a point of total oblivion'"' in order to fully grok cyber |anguage, and
in the md-1970s
and early 1980s, psychedelics users were the only qualified,
conputer-literate people avail able
to rapidly growi ng conpanies trying to devel op software and hardware before
their
conpetitors. In the field of pure research, no one cares what an enpl oyee
| ooks |ike or what
ki nds of drugs he eats--it's creative output that matters. Steve Jobbs felt
this way, which is
why his Macintosh project at Apple was staffed nostly by tie-dye---wearing
young nen.
Today, even executives at the nore establishnent-oriented conputer conpanies
have been
forced to include psychedelics-influenced devel opers in their ranks.
Chris Krauskopf, manager of the Human Interface Program at Intel
admits, Some of
t he people here are very, very, very bright. They were bored in school, and
as a result they
hung out, took drugs, and got into conputers.'' Luckily for them the drug
tests that defense
contractors such as Intel are required to give their enpl oyees cannot detect
psychedel i cs,
whi ch are taken in mcrodoses. As for nmarijuana tests, well, it's gotten
pretty easy to predict
when those are comi ng, and a phone call or two from personnel executives to
the right people



in Research and Devel opnent can easily give, say, forty-eight hours' notice.

A hi gh-1evel personnel executive froma major Southern California
def ense contractor
admts that the conpany's biggest problemnow is that alternative culture
nmenbers'' are
refusing to work for them In a secret, off-the-record lunch talk, the
rather elderly gentl eman
sai d, between sips of Earl Gey, that the "long hairs we've hired have the
ability to attack
conput er problens fromconpletely different angles. It would be interesting
to take the plans
of a stealth bonber and trace back each innovation to the conputer it was
drawn on. | bet the
tie-dyes would win out over the pocket-protectors every tine.
him the
conpany's biggest problemnow is finding progranmers willing to work for a
def ense
i ndustry contractor. They're all against the idea of maki ng weapons. W may
not be able to
nmeet our production schedul e--we may | ose contracts--because we can't get
enough of themto
work for us.'
Marc de Groot, a programmer and virtual-reality designer from San
Fr anci sco,
under st ands why conpanies in the defense industry m ght depend on cyberi ans.
My question
to you is: Which is the less nmoral of the two propositions: doing drug
testing on your
enpl oyees, or doing defense contracting in the first place? That's the rea
guestion: Wiy are a
bunch of acid heads working for a conpany that makes weapons?'' De Goot's
t wo- bedr oom
apartment in the hills is nodestly appointed with furniture that |ooks |ike
leftovers fromhis
coll ege dormroom Trouble is, de Goot didn't go to college. After three
tries, he realized he
could learn nore about computers by working for his university as a
progranmmer than by
taking their classes, so he dropped out as a student and dropped back in as
an enpl oyee.
I think that people who |like to expand their mnds with things
i ke higher math and
conputers and nmedia are fundanentally the sane people who would want to
expand their
m nds with anything available. But this is a very bad political climte for
t al ki ng about all
this. You can't mx a thing Iike drugs with any intellectual endeavor and
have it stay as
credible.'' Yet, de Goot's apartnent--which has one small bedroom dedi cat ed
tolife's
conforts and the rest filled with conputer hardware--shows many signs of the
alternative
culture he prefers to keep out of the public eye. Dan Kottke's fracta
G ateful Dead ticket is
pinned to the wall next to the computer on which de Groot designed sound
systens for VPL,
the leading "virtual reality'' interface design firm
Psychedelics are a given in Silicon Valley. They are an institution
as established as

According to



Intel, Stanford, marriage, or religion. The infrastructure has acconmpdat ed
them Word of
whi ch conpanies are cool'' and which are not spreads about as rapidly as
Dead tickets. De
Groot finds his "user-friendly'' enploynent opportunities on the WELL, an
acronym f or
Wiol e Earth “Lectronic Link, or on other bulletin board services (BBSs).
One of the articles that goes around on a regular basis is a list
of all the conpanies
that do urine testing in the Silicon Valley. So you can |look it up ahead of
ti me and deci de
that you don't want to apply. Conputer programrers have set up this
i nformati on service
because they know that a lot of their friends and they thensel ves use these
drugs.'
De G oot pauses. He is careful not to inplicate hinself, but his
enotions are running
high. And even nore than that, people who don't use the drugs are outraged
because of the

i nvasion of privacy. They just feel like it's an infringement on civil
liberties. And | think
they're right. | have a friend who applied simultaneously at Sun Mcro

Systens and Xer ox

Park, Palo Alto Research Center. And he found out--and he's soneone who uses
drugs- - he

found out that Xerox Park was gonna do a urine test so he dried out and he
went in and did

the urine test and passed and then they offered himthe job, and he said,
“I'"mnot taking the

j ob because you people do urine testing and I'mnorally opposed to it,"' and
he went to work

for Sun. Sun does not do urine testing. They're very big on not doing it. |
think it's great."’

Not surprisingly, Sun Mcro Systems' conmputers run sone of the nost

advanced
fractal graphics prograns, and Intel--which is also quite
Deadhead-friendly,'' is an industry

| eader in experinental technologies like virtual reality. The conpanies that
lead in the Valley

of the Nerds are the ones that recognize the popularity of psychedelics
anmong their

enpl oyees. Still, although they have contributed to or perhaps even created
t he comput er
revol uti on, psychedelics-using cyberians feel like a persecuted sect in an

oppr essi ve anci ent
soci ety that cannot see its own superstitious paranoia. As an engineer at a
M crosoft research

facility conplains, drug testing nakes her feel like the "target victim of
an anci ent voodoo
spell.""’

From the cyberian perspective, that's exactly what's going on; so

conput er

programers nmust learn not to give any hair or bodily fluids to their
enpl oyers. The

confiscated parts are being analyzed in scientific rituals'' that look into
t he enpl oyee' s past

and determ ne whet her she has engaged in her own rituals--Iike snoking
pot - -t hat have been

deenmed heretical by the dominating religious body. In this case, that
domi nating body is the



defense industry, and the heretics are pot snokers and psychedelics users,
who have
denonstrated a propensity to question the justifiability of the war nachine.

CHAPTER 3
The d obal Electronic Village

Persecution of psychedelics users has fostered the devel opnment of a

cyberian conput er

subculture. De Goot is a nodel citizen of the cyber community and dedi cates
his tine,

noney, and equi pnent to fostering the dobal Electronic Village.'' One
system he devel oped,

whi ch takes up alnpost half his apartnment, is an interface between a ham
radi o and a

conput er.

He eats an ice creamfromthe shop downstairs as he expl ai ns how

his intention in

building the interface was to provide hamradi o operators with access to
the el ectronic nai

services of UNI X systens to other sites on the Internet. My ternminal is up
twenty-four hours

a day. It was never done before, it was fun to do, it gave nme the ability to
| earn about

electronic mail, and it provided a service.'
money off of it, |

suppose, but ny specific concern was to advance the state of the radio
art."''

No profit? "You coul d make

It's hard to keep in m nd that young nen |ike de Groot are not just
expl oring the
dat asphere but actively creating the networks that make it up. This is not
just a hobby or
weekend pastime; this is the construction of the future.
De G oot views technology as a way to spread the notion of
i nt erconnect edness. W
don't have the sane distance between us anynore. Canctorders have changed
ever yt hi ng.
Whenever sonet hing happens in the world, chances are that soneone's around
with a
cancorder to tape it. W' re all neighbors in alittle village, as it were.'
Even de Groot's nore
pr of essi onal endeavors have been geared toward maki ng conputers nore
accessible to the
conmunity at | arge. The success of the cyberian paradigmis dependent on
regul ar peopl e
learning to work with the technol ogi es devel oped by vanguard,
countercul tural entrepreneurs
and desi gners.
If you don't adhere to the new paradigmthen you' re not going to
survive.'' De G oot
puts down his ice cream spoon to make the point. "It's sink or swm People
who refuse to
get involved with conputers now are hurting thensel ves, not anybody else. In
a very | oose
sense, they are at a di sadvantage survival-wise. Their ability to have a
good-quality life will
be | essened by their reluctance to get with the program'
Getting with the programis just a nodem away. This sinple device
literally plugs a
user in to cyberspace. Cyberspace, or the datasphere, consists of all the



conputers that are

attached to phone Iines or to one another directly. If a conmputer by itself
can be likened to a

cassette deck, having a nbodemturns it into a two-way radio. After the first
conmputer nets

bet ween university and mlitary research facilities went up, scientists and
ot her official

subscri bers began to post'' their nost recent findings to databases
accessible to everyone on

the system Now, if soneone at, say, Stanford discovers a new way to nmeke a
fission reactor,

scientists and devel opers around the world instantly know of the find. They
al so have a way

of posting their responses to the devel opnment for everyone to see, or the
option of sending a

nmessage t hrough electronic mail, or "E-mail,"'
i nt ended

reci pient. So, for exanmple, a doctor at Princeton sees the posting from
Stanford. A list of

responses and conmentary appears after the Stanford announcement, to which
the Princeton

doctor adds his questions about the validity of the experinent. Meanwhil e,
he E-mails his

friends at a big corporation that Stanford's experiment was carried out by a
lunatic and that

t he corporation should cease funding that work

The idea of networking through the computer quickly spread.

Nurrer ous public

bul | eti ns boards sprang up, as well as information services |ike Conpuserve
and Prodigy.

Informati on services are | arge networks of databanks that a user can cal
t hr ough t he nodem

and access everything fromstock market reports and Maci nt osh products
updates to back

i ssues of newspapers and Books in Print. Ted Nel son, the inventor of
hypertext, an early but

unprecentedly user-friendly way of noving through files, has been working
for the past

whi ch can be read only by the

decade or so on the ultimte database, a project aptly named Xanadu.'' Hi s
hope is to
conpil e a database of--literally--everything, and all of the necessary

software to protect

copyrights, nmake royalty paynents, and nyriad other |legal functions. \Wether
or not a

storehouse |ike Xanadu is even possible, the fact that soneone is trying,
and bei ng supported

by large, Silicon Valley businesses |ike Autodesk, a pioneer in
user-interface and cyberspace

technol ogy, legitimzes the outlook that one day all data will be accessible
from any

node--any single conmputer--in the matrix. The inplications for the | ega
conmunity are an

endl ess mire of property, privacy, and information issues, usually boiling
down to one of the

key conflicts between pre- and postcyberian nmentality: Can data be owned, or
isit free for

all? Qur ability to process data develops faster than our ability to define
its fair use

The best place to watch peopl e argue about these issues is on

public bulletin boards



like the Wiole Earth “Lectronic Link. In the late 1970s, public and private
bull etin board
services sprang up as a way for computer users to share information and
sof tware over phone
lines. Some were |like clubs for young hackers called kgdz kidz, who used
BBSs to share
anyt hing from Uni x source code to free software to recently cracked phone
nunbers of
corporate nodems. Other BBSs catered to specialized users' groups, like
Maci nt osh users,
| BM users, software designers, and even educators. Eventually, broad-based
bull etin board
services, including the WELL, opened their phone lines for nmenbers to
di scuss issues, create
E-mai | addresses, share information, nake announcenents, and network
personal ly, creatively,
and prof essionally.
The WELL serves as a cyber-village hall. As John Barl ow expl ai ns,
In this silent
world, all conversation is typed. To enter it, one forsakes both body and
pl ace and becones a
thing of words al one. You can see what your nei ghbors are saying (or
recently said), but not
what either they or their physical surroundings |ook |ike. Town neetings are
conti nuous and
di scussions rage on everything from sexual kinks to depreciation
schedul es.’
The di scussions on the WELL are organi zed i nto conferences. These
conferences are
br oken down into topics, which thensel ves are made up of individua
responses. For exanpl e,
there's a conference called EFF, which is dedicated to di scussing issues
related to Electronic
Frontiers Foundation, a group that is attenpting to develop | egal franeworks
for
cyberactivities. If you browse the topics on the EFF conference, you will
see a list of the
conversations now going on. (Nowis a tricky word. It's not that users are
conti nuously
plugged in to the conference and having a real -time di scussion
Conversations occur over a
peri od of days, weeks, or nonths.) They night be about Copyright and
El ectronic Mail,"'"' or
"Sentenci ng of Hackers,'' or even Virtual Sex!'
Once you pick a topic in which to participate, you read an openi ng
statenment that
describes the topic or issues being discussed. It nay be as sinple as, |
just read The
Turbulent Mrror by Briggs and Peat. |s anyone interested in discussing the
i mplications of
chaos math on Western phil osophy?' ' or, "I'mthinking of buying a hydroponic
system f or
growi ng sensenilla. Any advice?'' Qher interested participants then enter
their responses, one
after the other, which are nunbered in the order entered. Conversations can
drift into rel ated
or unrelated areas or even lead to the creation of new topics. Al
participants are required to
list thensel ves by nane and user identification (userid) so that soneone may
E-mail a



response directly to themrather than post it on the topic for everyone to
see. The only rule on

the WELL is, you own your own words,
posts onto the

VELL remains his own property, so to speak, and that no one nmay exploit
anot her user's

words wi t hout perm ssion

But the WELL is not a dry, conputery place. Once on the WELL,

there's a tangible

feeling of being plugged in"' to a cyber conmunity. One devel ops a cyber
personality

unencunbered by his | ooks and background and defined entirely by his entries
to topics. The

references he makes to literature, the nmedia, religion, his friends, his
lifestyle, and his

priorities create who he is in cyberspace. One can renmain on the sidelines
wat chi ng ot hers

make coments, or one can dive in and participate.

whi ch nmeans that anything someone

Cyber space as Chaos
The danger of participation is that there are hundreds or even
t housands of potentially

critical eyes watching every entry. A faulty fact will be challenged, alie
wi || be uncovered,
plagiarismw || be discovered. Cyberspace is a truth serum Violations of

cyber norality or

village ethics are imedi ately brought to |ight and passed through the
circuits of the entire

dat asphere at lightning speed. A store with a bad returns policy that cheats
a WELL user has

its indiscretions broadcast globally within mnutes. Information about
crooked politicians,

drug conspiracies, or other news stories that m ght be censored from
sponsored nedia outlets

finds an audi ence in cyberspace.

The cyber conmunity has been made possible by the advent of the

personal conputer

and the tel ecommunications network. O her nmajor contributors include
tel evision and the

satellite systemas well as the appearance of consumer-grade video
equi pnent, which has

made it nore than likely for police indiscretions to occur within shooting
range of a

cancorder. The cyber revolution has nmade the world a smaller place. Just as
a conpany

call ed TRW can expose anyone's econom ¢ history, links |like the WELL
UseNet, or even

CNN can expose TRW too. Access to cyberspace--fornerly reserved for the
mlitary or

advanced scientific research--now alters the context in which many
individuals relate to the

wor | d.

Menbers of the A obal Village see thenselves as part of a fracta

event. The virtua

conmuni ty even incorporates and pronmotes many of the principles of chaos
mat hemati cs on

social and political levels. Atiny, renote voice criticizing the ethics of
a police action or the

validity of an experinental result gets heard and iterated throughout the
net .



Utimately, the personal conputer and its associ ated technol ogi es

may be our best

access points to Cyberia. They even serve as a netaphor for cyberians who
have nothing to

do with conputers but who ook to the net as a nodel for human interaction
It allows for

conmuni cation without the Iimtations of time or space, personality or body,
religion or

nationality. The vast conputer-comunications network is a fractal approach
to human

consci ousness. It provides the neans for conplex and i medi ate feedback and
iteration, and

is even self-simlar in its construction, with giant networks mrroring
BBSs, mirroring users'

own systens, circuit boards, and conponents that thenselves mrror each
participant's own

neural biocircuitry. In further self-simlarity, the nonitors on sone of
t hese conputers depict

conplex fractal patterns mirroring the psychedelics-induced hall ucinations
of their designers,

and graphing--for the first time--representations of existence as a chaotic
system of feedback

and iteration.

The datasphere is a hardwiring of the planet itself, providing ways

of distributing and

iterating information throughout the net. To join in, one needs only to link
up. O is it really

that easy?

Arbitrating Anarchy
Davi d Gans, host of The Grateful Dead Hour (the national radio
program t hat our
Col unbi a University hacker taped a few nights ago) is having a strange week.
The proposa
he's witing for his fourth Grateful Dead book is late, he still has to go
into the studio to
record his radi o show, his band rehearsal didn't get out until close to
dawn, and sonet hi ng
odd is occurring on the WELL this norning. Gans generally spends at |east
several hours a
day sitting in his Oakland studio apartnent, [ogged onto the WELL. A charter
nmenber of the
original WELL bulletin board, he's since becone host of dozens of
conf erences and topics
ranging fromthe Grateful Dead to the Electronic Frontiers Foundation. In
any given week,
he's got to hel p guide hundreds or even thousands of conputer interchanges.
But this week
there are even nore considerations. An annoyi ng new presence has nmade itself
known on the
VELL: a user calling himself Stink."''
Stink showed up | ate one night in the Grateful Dead conference,
insisting to all the

Deadheads that Jerry Garcia stinks.'' In the nane of decorum and tol erance,
t he Deadheads

deci ded anong thensel ves to ignore the prankster. "Maybe he' |l get bored and
go away, '

Gans repeatedly suggested. WELLbei ngs enjoy thinking of the WELL as a
| ovi ng, anarchic
open house, and resort to bl ocking someone out conpletely only if he's truly



danger ous.
Steal i ng passwords or credit card nunbers, for exanple, is a nmuch nore
exconmuni cabl e
deed than nerely annoyi ng people with nasty comrents.
But today David Gans's electronic mailbox is filled with nessages
fromangry fenale
VELLbei ngs. Stink has begun doing sends''--imrediate E-mail messages that
appear on the
recipient's screen with a "beep,
Peopl e usual |y use sends
when they notice that a good friend has | ogged on and want to experience a
brief, live''
i nterchange. No one "sends'' a stranger. But, according to Gans's E-mail,
femal es |1 ogged on to
the WELL are receiving nessages |like Wanna dance?'' or "Your place or
mne?'"' on their
screens, and have gotten a bit irked. Anonynous phone calls can | eave a girl
feeling chilly, at
the very least. This is somehow an even greater violation of privacy. From
reading the girl's
postings, he knows her name, the topics she enjoys, how she feels about
issues; if he's a
hacker, who knows how nmuch nore he knows?
David realizes that giving Stink the silent treatment isn't
wor ki ng. But what to do? He
takes it to the WELL staff, who, after discussing the problemw th severa
ot her distressed
topic hosts, decide to put Stink into a problemshell.’
to log on to the
VWELL, he'll receive a nessage to call the main office and talk to a staff
menber. Until he
does so, he is |locked out of the system
Stink tries to log on and receives the nessage, but he doesn't cal
in. Days pass. The
i ssue seens dead. But topics about Stink and the inplications of his
nm schi evous presence
begin to spring up all over the WELL. Many appl aud t he bani shment of Stink
whi |l e ot hers
warn that this is the beginning of censorship. How '' soneone asks, "can we
call ourselves an
open, virtual community if we |ock out those who don't comunicate the way
we |ike? Think
of how many of us coul d have been kicked off the WELL by the sane |ogic?
What are we,
Carebears?'' another retorts. "This guy was sick!'’
David |l ets the argunents conti nue, defending the WELL staff's
deci si on- maki ng
process where he can, stressing how many pai nful hours were spent
deliberating on this issue.
Meanwhi | e, though, he begins to do sone research of his own and notices that
Stink's |ast
name--not a conmon one--is the sane as anot her user of the WELL called
Bennett. David
takes a ganble and E-mails Bennett, who tells himthat he's seen Stink's
postings but that
there's no relation.
But the next day, there's a new, startling addition to a special
confession'' conference:
Bennett admits that he is Stink. Stink's WELL account had been opened by
Bennett's brother

i nterrupting whatever she is doing.

Whenever he tries



but never used. Bennett reopened the account and began using it as a joke,
to vent his "alter

ego.'' Free of his regular identity, he could be whoever he wanted and act
however he dared

wi th no personal repercussions. What had begun as a kind of thought
experiment or acting

exerci se had soon gotten out of hand. The alter ego went out of control
Bennett, it turns out,

was a mil d-nmannered menber of conferences like Christianity, and in his
regul ar persona had

even consoled a fellow WELLbei ng after her husband died. Bennett is not a
hacker - ki d; he

has a wife and children, a job, a religion, a social conscience, and a
fairly quiet disposition

He begs for the forgiveness of other WELLbei ngs and says he confessed
because he felt so

guilty lying to David Gans about what had happened. He wants to remain a
nmenber of the

cyber community and eventually regain the trust of WELLbei ngs.

Sone VELLbei ngs believe Bennett and forgive him Ohers do not. He

just confessed

because he knows you were on to him David. Good work.
suspensi on, or

even a comunity service sentence: "lIsn't there sone adm nistrative stuff he
can do at the

VELL office as penance?

But nost people just wonder out |oud about the strange cyber

experience of this

schi zoid WELLbei ng, and what it means for the Gobal Village at |arge. Was
Bennett |ike

this all the time and Stink nerely a suppressed personality, or did Cyberia
af fect his psyche

adversely, creating Stink where he didn't exist before? How vul nerable are
the rest of us when

one goes off his virtual rocker? Do the psychol ogy and neurosis of everyday
real -1ife human

interactions need to follow us into cyberspace, or is there a way to | eave
t hem behi nd? Just

how i nti mate can we get through our conmputers, and at what cost?

Some suggest a

CHAPTER 4
Interfacing with the Technosphere

The evol ution of computer and networking technol ogy can be seen as

a progression

toward nmore user-friendly interfaces that encourage hypertext-style
participation of both the

conputer illiterate and those who wish to interact nore intimately in
Cyberia than can be

experienced by typing on a keyboard. DOS-style printed commands were
repl aced by the

Maci ntosh interface in the late 1970s. Instead of typing instructions to the
conmputer, users

were encouraged to click and drag icons representing files across their
screens and put them

wher ever they wanted, using the nowfanous nouse. But this has all changed
again with the

devel opnent of virtual reality, the conputer interface that prom ses to
bring us into the

matri x--m nd, body, and soul



VR, as it's called, replaces the conputer screen with a set of 3-D
noti on-sensitive
goggl es, the speaker with a set of 3-D headphones, and the nmouse with a
gl ove or tracking
ball. The user gains the ability to nove through a real or fictional space
wi t hout usi ng
conmands, text, or synbols. You put on the goggles, and you see a buil di ng,
for exanple.
You walk'' with your hand toward the doorway, open the door, and you're
i nside. As you do
all this, you see the door approaching in conplete perspective. Once you
open the door, you
see the inside of the building. As you turn your head to the left, you see
what's to the left. As
you | ook up, you see the ceiling. As you look to the right, let's say, you
see a painting on the
wall. It's a picture of a forest. You walk to the painting, but you don't
stop. You go into the
pai nting. Then you're in the forest. You | ook up, see the sun through the
trees, and hear the
wi nd rustle through the | eaves. Behind you, you hear a bird chirping.
Marc de Groot (the dobal Village hamradio interface) was
responsi bl e for that
behi nd you'' part. H's work involved the creation of 3-D sound that
imtates the way the
body detects whether a sound is com ng from above, below, in front, or
behind. To him VR
is a mlestone in human devel oprent.
Virtual reality is a way of mass-produci ng direct experience. You
put on the goggl es
and you have this world around you. In the beginning, there were animals,
who had not hi ng
but their experience. Then man came al ong, who processes reality in
nmet aphors. W have
symbol ogy. One thing stands for another. Verbal noises stand for experience,
and we can
share experience by passing this synbol ogy back and forth. Then the
Qut enberg Press
happened, which was the opportunity to mass-produce synbol ogy for the first
tinme, and that
marked a real change. And virtual reality is a real mlestone too, because
we' re now able for
the first tinme to mass-produce the direct experience. W' ve cone ful
circle."’
Conparisons with the Renai ssance abound in di scussions of VR Just
as the 3-D
hol ograph serves as our cultural and scientific equivalent of the
Renai ssance' s perspective
painting, virtual reality stands as a 1990s conputer equival ent of the
original literacy
nmoverent . Like the printing press did nearly five hundred years ago, VR
proni ses pop
cultural access to informati on and experience previously reserved for
experts.
De G oot's boss at VPL, Jaron Lanier, paints an even rosier picture
of VRand its
i mpact on hurmanity at large. In his speaking tours around the world, the
dr edl ocked i nventor
explains howthe VR interface is so transparent that it will make the
conput er di sappear. Try



to remenber the world before conputers. Try to renenber the world of
dream ng, when you
dreaned and it was so. Renenber the fluidity that we experienced before
conputers. Then
you'll be able to grasp VR'' But the promise of virtual reality and its
current |evel of
devel opnent are two very different things. Modst reports either gl ow about
future possibilities
or rag on the crudeness of today's gear. Lanier has sworn off speaking to
the nmedia for
preci sely that reason.
There's two levels of virtual reality. One is the ideas, and the
other is the actual gear.
The gear is early, all right? But these people from Ti ne nagazi ne cane in
| ast week and said,
"Well, this stuff's really overblown,' and nmy answer's like, “Wo's
overblowing it?' --you
know? It remnds nme of an interview with Paul McCartney in the sixties where
some guy
fromthe BBC asked himif he did any illegal activities, and he answered,
"Wl l, actually,
yes.' And the reporter asked "Don't you think that's horrible to be
spreadi ng such things to the
youth of the country?' and he said, "I'mnot doing that. You're doing that.'
But the press and the public can't resist. The promise of VRis
beyond i nmagi nati on
Sure, it makes it possible to simulate the targeting and blowup of an Iraq
power plant, but
as a gateway to Cyberia itself, well ... the possibilities are endl ess.
| magi ne, for exanple, a
cl assroom of students with a teacher, occurring in real tinme. The students
are fromtwel ve
different countries, each plugged in to a VR system all nodened to the
teacher's house. They
sit around a virtual classroom see one another and the teacher. The teacher
expl ai ns t hat
today's topic is the Col osseumin ancient Rone. She holds up a nmap of
anci ent Rome and
says, Let's go.'' The students fly over the skyline of the ancient city,
followi ng their teacher.
"Stay together now,'' she says, pointing out the Col osseum and expl ai ni ng
why it was
positioned across town fromthe Forum The class |ands at the main archway
to the
Col osseum Let's go inside ... You get the idea.
More amazing to VR enthusiasts is the technology's ability to
provi de access to pl aces
t he human body can't go, granting new perspectives on old problens rmuch in
t he way t hat
systens math provides planners with new outl ooks on currents that don't
foll ow t he
di scovered patterns.
Warren Robi nett, manager of the Head-Mounted Di splay Project at the
Uni versity of
North Carolina, explains howthe strength of VRis that it allows the user
to experience the
inside of a cell, an anthill, or the shape of a gal axy:
Virtual reality will prove to be a nore compelling fantasy world
t han N ntendo, but



even so, the real power of the head-nounted display is that it can help you
percei ve the rea

world in ways that were previously inpossible. To see the invisible, to
travel at the speed of

light, to shrink yourself into mcroscopic worlds, to relive
experi ences--these are the powers

that the head-nounted display offers you. Though it sounds |ike science
fiction today,

tomorrow it will seem as comonpl ace as tal king on the tel ephone.’

One of these still fictional interface ideas is called

wi reheading.'' This is a new branch

of comput er technol ogy where designers envision creating hardware that wres
t he comput er

directly to the brain. The user literally plugs wires into his own head, or
has a microchip and

transmitter surgically inplanted inside the skull. Mst realistic visions of
wi r eheadi ng i nvol ve

as-yet uni vented biol ogical engineering techniques where brain cells would
be coaxed to link

t hensel ves to conputer chips, or where organic matter would be grafted onto
conput er chi ps

whi ch could then be attached to a person's nerve endings. This "wetware,'
as science fiction

witers call it, would provide a direct, physical interface between a human
nervous system on

one side, and computer hardware on the other. The conputer technol ogy for
such an interface

is here; the understanding of the human nervous systemis not.

Al t hough Jaron Lanier's conpany is working on nerve chip'' that

woul d conmuni cate

directly with the brain, he's still convinced that the five senses provide
the best avenues for
i nterface.

There's no difference between the brain and the sense organs. The
body is a
continuity. Perception begins in the retina. Mnd and body are one. You have
this situation
where nmillions of years of evolution have created this creature. Wat is
this creature aside
fromthe way it interfaces with the rest of creation? And how do you
i nterface? Through the
sense organs! So the sense organs are al nost a better defining point than
any other spot in the
creature. They're central to identity and define our node of being. W're
visual, tactile, audio
creatures. The whol e notion of bypassing the senses is sort of |ike throw ng
away the actua
treasure. '’
Still, the philosophical inplications of a world beyond the five
senses are irresistible,
and have drawn into the ring many worthy contenders to conpete for the title
of VR
spokesperson. The nost vibrant is probably Tinothy Leary, whose ride on the
crest of the VR
wave has brought him back on the scene with the zeal of John the Bapti st
preparing the way
for Christ, or a Harvard psychol ogy professor preparing the intelligentsia
for LSD.
Just as the fish donned skin to wal k the earth, and man donned a
space suit to wal k



in space, we'll now don cyber suits to walk in Cyberia. In ten years nost of

our daily

operations, occupational, educational, and recreational, will transpire in
Cyberia. Each of us

will be linked in thrilling cyber exchanges with nmany others whom we may
never neet in

person. Fact-to-face interactions will be reserved for special, intimate,
pr eci ous,

sacranental i zed events.'
Leary sees VR as an enpowernent of the individual against the
br ai nwashi ng forces
of industrial slavedriving and inperialist expansion:
By the year 2000, the I.C. (inner city) kid will slip on the
EyePhone, don a
formfitting conputer suit, and start inhabiting electronic environnments
ei ther self-designed or
pull ed up fromnenus. At 9:00 a.m she and her friend in Tokyo will neet in
an electronic
simul ati on of Malibu Beach for a flirtatious nmonent. At 9:30 a.m she wll
nmeet her bi ol ogy
teacher in an electronic sinmulation of the heart for a hands-on “you are
there' tutorial trip
down the circulatory system At 10:00 a.m she'll be wal ki ng around nedi eval
Verona with
menbers of her English literature seminar to act out a scene from Ronmeo and
Juliet. At 11:00

A-M she'll walk onto an electronic tennis court for a couple of sets with
her pal in Managua.
At noon, she'll take off her cyberwear and enjoy a sensual, tasty lunch with

her famly in

their nonel ectronic kitchen.'

VWhat was that part about Malibu Beach--the flirtatious nmonent ? Sex,

in VR? Lanier

readily admts that VR can provide a reality built for two: It's usually
ki nd of shocki ng how

harmoni ous it is, this exposure of a collective energy between people. And
so a sinmlar thing

woul d happen in a virtual world, where there's a bunch of people init, and
they're all making

changes at once. These collective changes will emerge, which mght be sort
of like the

Jungian level of virtual reality.'' Users will literally "see'' what the
ot her means. Lanier's trick

answer to the question of sex is, | think everything in virtual reality is
sexual . It's eroticizing

every nmoment, because it's all, like, creative.'' But that answer doesn't

satisfy true cyber

fetishists. If a cyber suit with full tactile stinulation is possible, then
so shoul d be cyber sex!

A conversation about teledildonics, as it's been called, gets VR enthusiasts
quite heated up.

Loadi ng Worl ds
We're at Bryan Hughes's house, headquarters of the Renai ssance
Foundati on, a group
dedicated to fostering the growh of the VR interface for artists and
educators. Bryan has j ust
unpacked some crates from Chris Krauskopf at Intel, which include a
computer, a VR system
designed by Eric Gullichsen called Sense8, and the prototype of a new kind



of hel met - goggl es
conbi nati on. As Bryan searches through the crates for an inportant piece of
connective
hardware, the rest of us, who have been invited to try out the potentially
consuner - grade VR
muse on the possibilities of virtual sex.
Dan, an architecture student at Berkeley with a penchant for smart
drugs,'' begins.
"They' re working on sonething called “smart skin,' which is kind of a rubber
for your whole
body that you slip into, and with gel and electrodes it can register al
your body novemrents
and at the same tine feed back to you any skin sensations it wants you to
feel. If you pick up
a virtual cup, it will send back to you the feeling of the texture of the
cup, the weight,
everything."''
So this skin could also imtate the feeling of ... ?°' | venture.
Agirl,'' answers Harding, a graphic designer who makes hand-outs,
T-shirts, and
flyers for many of the acid house clubs in the Bay Area. "It would go like
this: you either
screw your conputer, or screw sonmeone el se by nodem I|f you do your
conputer, you just
call sone girl out of its nmenory. Your cyber suit'll take you there. If you
do it the phone-sex
way, the girl--or guy or anything out there, actually--there could be a guy
who' s virtua
identity is a girl or a spider even--'
You coul d | ook Iike--be anyone you wanted--'

Dan chimes in. "And
t hen--'
Hardi ng nods. Every command you give the conmputer as a novenent of
your body is
translated onto her suit as a touch or whatever, then back to your suit for
t he way her body
feels, the way she reacts, and so on.'
But she can nake her skin feel |ike whatever she wants to. She can
programin fur,
and that's what she'll feel like to you.'
My head is spinning. The possibilities are endless in a sexua
designer reality.... But
then | begin to worry about those possibilities. And--could there be such a
thing as virtua
rape? Virtual muggi ngs or nurder through tapped phone lines?... These
scenari os recede into
the distant future as Bryan cones back into the room The chrone connector
he has been
searching for is mssing, so we'll have to make do with maski ng tape.
We each take turns trying on the new VR helnet. Using the |atest
sonar technol ogy, it
senses the head position of the operator through a triangular bar fitted
with tiny mcrophones.
The triangle nmust be nounted on a pole several feet above the hel net-wearing
user--a great
i dea except the little piece that connects the triangle thing to the pole is
m ssing. But Bryan's
maski ng tape hol ds the many-thousand dollar strip of hardware safely, and
venture into the
electronic realm
The deno tour is an office. No virtual sex. No virtual |andscape.



But it |ooks 3-D

enough. Bryan hands ne the joystick that is used in this systeminstead of
VPL's nore

expensi ve gl ove controller. Bryan's manner is caring, alnmost nmotherly. He's
i ntroduced

t housands to VR at conventions with Tim Leary across the country and even in
Japan, yet it's

as if he's still sensitive to the fact that this is my first time.'' It
seens nore |like a video gane

than anything else, and | flash on Craig Neidorf wandering through mazes,
| ooki ng for

magi cal objects. Then Bryan realizes that | haven't noved, and gently coaxes
me to push

forward on the joystick. My body jolts as | fly toward the desk in front of
me. Bryan wat ches

nmy progress through a TV nonitor next to the conmputer, which displays a
t wo- di nensi ona

versi on of what |'m seeing.

That's right,'' he encourages, "it only needs a little push.'"' |
ease back on the virtua
throttle and gui de nyself around the room You can nove your head,'' he

suggests with calm

reassurance. As | turn ny head, the world whizzes by in a blur, but quickly
settles down.

"The frame rate is still slow on this machine.’
the strobelike effect

as | swivel ny head too quickly. The conputer needs to create a new picture
every tine |

That's what accounts for

nmove, and the illusion of continuity--essentially the art of animation--is
dependent on fl ashing
by as many pictures per second as possible. | manage to work ny way around

the desk and
study a painting on the wall. Remenbering what |'ve been told about VR, |
wal k into the
pai nting. Nothi ng happens. Everything turns bl ue.
He wal ked into the painting,'' remarks one of the peanut gallery
wat chi ng ny
progress. "Push reset.’
That's not one of the ones you can walk into,’
he punches sone
conmands into the conputer. "Let's try a different world.'
' LOADI NG WORLD 1203. W.D
blinks on the screen as the hard drive grinds a new set of pictures
into the RAM of
t he machi ne.

Bryan tells nme as

Now |'min an art gallery, and the paintings do work. | rush toward
a picture of stars
and gal axi es, but | overshoot it. | go straight up into the air (there is no

ceiling here), and I'm
flying above the nuseum now, | ooking at the floor below nme. Wth Bryan's

gui dance, I'm
back on the ground. Wy don't you go into the torus,'' he suggests. "It's
neat in there.'' A

torus is a three-dinensional shape fromsystens math, the nodel for nany
di fferent chaos
attractors. Into the doughnut-shaped VR object | go.
Even the jaded VR veterans gather around to see what the torus
| ooks like frominside,
| steer through the cosm c shape, which is textured in what |ooks like a
gal actic geonetry of



clouds and light. As | float, | feel ny body naking the novenents, too. The

illusion is
wor ki ng, and an al nost out - of - body sensation takes over. | dive then spira
up. The stars
swirl. I'"ve got it nowand this world is mne. | glide forward and up
starting a | oop de | oop
when- -
Bl ue.

Shit.'' Bryan punches in some conmands but it's no use. There's a
glitch in the
pr ogr am sonewher e
But while it lasted, the VR experience was |ike getting a glinpse
of anot her
wor | d- - one which mght not be too unlike our own. The illusion of VR worked
better the
nmore | could control ny noverment. As scientists have observed, the nore
dexterity a person
experiences in a virtual world, the sharper he will experience the focus of
the pictures. The
same computer image | ooks clearer when you can nove your head to see
di fferent parts.
There is no real reason for this phenonenon. Lanier offers one explanation
In order to see, you have to nove your head. Your head is not a
passi ve camera

mount, like a tripod or sonething holding your eyes up. Your head is like a
spy subnari ne:
it's always bobbing and | ooking around, perfornming a mllion little

experinments a second,

lining things up in the environment. Creating your world. That |evel of
interactivity is

essential to the nost basic seeing. As you turn on the head-tracking feature
in the

Head- Mounted Di splay [the feature that allows you to effect where you're
| ooking] there's a

subj ective increase in the resolution of the display. A very clear
denonstration of the power

of interactivity in the | owest |evel of perception.'

And a very clear denonstration of the relationship of human

perception to the outside

worl d, casting further doubt on the existence of any objective physica
reality. In Cyberia at

least, reality is directly dependent on our ability to actively participate
inits creation.

Designer reality nust be interactive rather than passive. The user nust be
part of the iterative

equation. Just as Craig Neidorf was nost fascinated by the parts of his
Advent ure vi deo gane

that were not in the instructions, cyberians need to see thenselves as the
source of their own

experi ence.

Get Virtual with Tim
Friday. TimlLeary's comng to town to do a VR |l ecture, and the
Renai ssance
Foundation is throwing hima party in cooperation with Mondo 2000
magazi ne--t he voi ce of
cyber culture. It's downstairs at Big Heart City, a club south of Market
Street in the new
war ehouse/ arti st district of San Francisco, masterm nded by Mark Renney,
cyber culture's



interface to the city's politicians and investors. Entrance with or w thout
an invite is five

dol l ars--no exceptions, no guest list. Cheap enough to justify naking
everyone pay, which

actually brings in a greater profit than charging fifteen dollars to
outsi ders, who at event I|ike

this are outnunbered by insiders. Once past the gatekeepers, early guests
m |l about the Iarge

basement bar, exchangi ng busi ness cards and E-mail addresses, or watching
Earth Grl, a

colorfully dressed cyber hippy, set up her Smart Drugs Bar, which features
an assortment of

dri nks nmade from neuroenhancers dissolved into fruit juice.

Timarrives with R U Sirius, the fampusly trollish editor of

Mondo 2000, and is

i medi ately swanped by inventors, enthusiastic heads, and a cluster of
wel | - proportioned

college girls. Everyone either wants sonething from Ti mor has sonething for
Tim Leary's

eyes dart about, |ooking for soneone or sonething to act as a buffer zone.
R U, having

vani shed into the crowd, is already doing some sort of media interview Tim
recogni zes ne

froma few parties in LA smiles, and shakes ny hand. You're, umm-'

Doug Rushkoff.'' Leary pulls ne to his side, manages to process

the entire crowd of

givers and takers--with my and a few others' help--in about ten mnutes. A
guy from NASA

has devel oped 3-D slides of fractal pictures. Leary peaks through the
prot ot ype vi ewfi nder,

says "Ww '' then hands it to ne. This is Doug Rushkoff, he's witing a
book. What do you

t hi nk, Doug?'' Then he's on to the next one. An interview for Japanese TV?
"Sure. Call ne at

the hotel. Bryan's got the nunmber.'' Never been down to Intel--it's the
greatest conpany in
the world. E-rmail me sone details!'' Timis "on,"' but on edge, too. He's

mastered the art of

i nterfacing wthout engagi ng, then noving on without insulting, but it seems
that this

frequency of interactions per mnute is taking a heavy toll on him He spews
superl atives

( That's the best 3-D I've ever seen!''), knowi ng that overkill will keep
the suitors satisfied

longer. He renminds nme of the bartender at an understaffed weddi ng reception
who gives the

guests extrastrong drinks so they won't cone back for nore so soon

As a new onsl aught of admirers appears, between the heads of the

ones just processed,

Bryan Hughes's gentle armfinds Tims shoulder. The system s ready. Wy
don't you come

try it?""'

In the next room Bryan has set up his VR gear. Timis escorted

past a long |ine of

peopl e patiently waiting for their first exposure to cyberspace, and he's
fitted into the gear.

Next to himand the computer stands a giant video projection of the imge
Timis seeing

t hrough his goggles. | can't tell if he's blown away or just selling the
product--or sinply



enjoying the fact that as long as he's plugged in he doesn't have to field
any nore of the

givers and takers. As he navigates through the VR deno, the crowd oohs and
ahhs his every

decision. Let's get virtual with Tim Timnears the torus. People cheer. Tim
goes into the

torus. People scream Timscreans. Timdances and withes |ike he's having
an orgasm

This is sick,’

underworld in the Bay

Area, whom | had interviewed that afternoon. "W're going now.
had offered to |et

me cone along with himand his friends on a real-life <crack'' if |I changed
t he nanes, burned

t he phone nunbers, etc., to protect their anonynity.

says Troy, one of my connections to the hacker

Tr oy

Needl es and PI Ns
Troy had ne checked out that afternoon through the various
networ ks, and | guess
cane up cl ean enough, or dirty enough to pass the test. Troy and | hop into
hi s van, where
his friends await us. Sinon and Jack, a cracker and a vi deographer
respectively, are students
at a liberal arts college in the city. (Troy had dropped out of college the
second week and
spent his education |oan on armnmy surplus conmputer equipnent.)
Troy puts the key in the ignition but doesn't crank the engine.
They want you to
snoke a joint first."'
I really don't snoke pot anymore,'' | confess.
It proves you're not a cop,'' says Jack, whose scraggly beard and
muscul ar buil d
suddenly trigger visions of nyself being hacked or even cracked to death.
take the roach
from Si mon, the youngest of the trio, who is clad in an avocado green
pol yester junpsuit.
Wth the first buzz of California sensenmilla, | try to decide if his garb is
an affectation for the
occasion or legitimte new edge nerdi ness. Then the van takes off out of the
al l ey behind the
club, and I switch on ny pocket cassette recorder as the sounds of Tim Leary
and Big Heart
Cty fade in the night.
I"mstoned by the time we get to the bank. It's on a very nice
street in Marin County.
Bank nmachines in better nei ghborhoods don't have caneras in them'' Jack
tells me as we
pul I up.
Si non has gone over the schene twi ce, but he won't let ne tape his
voi ce; and |I'mtoo
buzzed to renmenber what he's saying. (Plus, he's speaking about tw ce the
rate of norma
human bei ngs--due in part to the speed he injected into his thigh.) What
he's got in his hands
now is a black plastic box about the size of two decks of cards with a slit
goi ng through it.
Inside this box is the magnetic head froma tape deck, recalibrated sonehow
to read the
digital information on the back of bank cards. Sinon affixes sone
doubl e-stick black tape to



one side of the box, then slides open the panel door of the van and goes to
the ATM
machi ne. Troy explains to me how the thing works:
Sinon's putting our card reader just over the slot where you
normal Iy put your card

in. It's got a RAMchip that'l|l record the ID nunbers of the cards as
they're inserted. It's thin
enough that the person's card will still hit the regular slot and get sucked
into the nachine.’
Wwn't people notice the thing? ' | ask
Peopl e don't notice shit, anynore,'' says Jack, who is busy with

hi s vi deo equi pnent.
"They're all hypnotized. "'

How do you get their PIN nunber?' ' | inquire.
Watch.'' Jack chuckl es as he nmounts a 300nmlens to his | kegam
canera. He patches
some wires as Sinon hops back into the van. "I'll need your seat.'’

I switch places with Jack, who nounts his camera on a tiny tripod,
then places it on
t he passenger seat of the van. Troy joins nme in the back, and Jack takes the
driver seat.
Switch on the set,’
cigarette lighter. A
Sony moni tor bl eeps on, and Jack focuses in on the keypad of the ATM
machi ne. Suddenly,
it all rmakes sense.
It's a full forty mnutes until the arrival of the first victim at
t he machi ne--a young
worman i n an Al pha Romeo. Wen she gets to the nachine, all we can see in the
nonitor is
her hair.

orders Jack, as he plugs something into the

Shit!'" blurts Sinon. "Mve the van! Quick!'
We'll get the next one,'' Troy reassures calny
After a twenty-m nute readjustnent of our canmera angle, during
whi ch at | east a dozen
potential PIN donors'' use the ATM we're at last in a position to see the
keypad, around the
operators' hair, shoulders, and el bows. O course, this neans no one will
show up for at |east
hal f an hour. The pot has worn off and we're all hungry.
A police car cruises by. Instinctively, we all duck. The canera
sits conspi cuously on
t he passenger seat. The cop doesn't even sl ow down.
A stream of ATM patrons finally passes through, and Troy dutifully
records the PIN
nunbers of each. | don't think any of us likes having to actually see the
victims. If they were
nmerely magnetic files in a hacked system it would be | ess unconfortable.
nmention this to
Troy, and Sinon tells ne to shut up. W remain in silence until the flow of
bankers thenin to
trickle, and finally dies away conpletely. It is about 1:00 a.m As Sinon
retrieves his
hardware fromthe ATM Troy finally acknow edges ny question
This way we know who to take from and who not to. Like that
Mexi can couple. W
won't do their account. They woul dn't even understand the w t hdrawal on
their statenent and
they' d probably be scared to say anything about it to the bank. And a couple
of hundred



bucks nmakes a real difference to them The guys in the Porsche? Fuck ~em
We're back at Sinmon's by about two o' clock. He downl oads his card
reader's RAM
chip into the PC. Nunbers flash on the screen as Sinmon and Jack
cross-reference PIN
nunbers with each card. Once they have a conplete list, Sinon pulls out a
white plastic
machi ne called a securotech'' or "magnelock'' or something like that. A
Lake Tahoe hotel that
went out of business |last year sold it to a surplus electronic supply house,
along with severa
hundred plastic cards with magnetic strips that were used as keys to the
hotel's roons. By
punchi ng nunbers on the keypad of the machine, Sinmon can wite'' the
appropri ate numnbers
to the cards.
Troy shows me a printout of information they got off a bulletin
board | ast nonth; it
details which nunber neans what: a certain three nunbers refer to the
depositor's honme bank
branch, account nunber, etc. Wthin two hours, we're sitting around a stack
of counterfeit
bank cards and a list of PIN nunmbers. Sonething conpels ne to break Troy's
sel f-satisfied
grin.
VWi ch one belongs to the Mexican coupl e?'
The fourth one,'' he says with a smirk. "W won't use it."''
I thought it was the fifth one,"' | say in the nost ingenuous tone
|"ve got. "Couldn't it
be the fifth one?
Fine,'' Suddenly Troy grabs the fourth and fifth cards fromthe
stack and throws them
across the room "Happy?
I hold nmy replies to nyself. These guys coul d be dangerous.
But no nore dangerous or daring than exploits of Cyberia's nany
ot her deni zens, with
whom we all, by choice or necessity, are becomng much nmore intimte. W
have j ust peered
t hrough the first window into Cyberia--the conmputer nonitors, digita
goggl es, and automatic
teller screens that provide instant access to the technosphere. But, as
we'll soon see, Cyberia
is made up of much nore than information networks. It can al so be accessed
personal |y,
socially, artistically, and, perhaps easiest of all, chemically.

PART 2
Drugs: The Substances of Designer Reality

CHAPTER 5
Seeing i s Behol ding

Ter ence McKenna--consi dered by many the successor to TimLeary's
psychedelic
dynasty--couldn't nake it to Big Heart Gty Friday night for the elder's
party. The bearded,
| anky, forty-somethingish Irishman was deep into a Macintosh file, putting
t he fi ni shing



touches on his | atest manuscript about the use of mind-altering plants by
ancient cul tures. But

by Saturday norning he was ready to descend fromhis small nountaintop ranch
house to talk

about the virtual reality that has his fans so excited.

We' re backstage with McKenna at a rave where he'll be speaking

about drugs,

consci ousness, and the end of time. The luckiest of friends and nmentees hang
out with himin

his dressing roomas he prepares to go on

VR really is like a trip,'' one boy offers MKenna in the hopes of

 aunching into him

one of his lyrical diatribes. Terence ponders a nmonent and then he's off,
sounding like a

Cel tic bard.

I link virtual reality to psychedelic drugs because | think that

if you |l ook at the

evol ution of organi smand sel f-expression and | anguage, | anguage is seen to
be sone kind of

process that actually tends toward the visible.'
t houghts together into a

breat hl ess oral continuum "The small nouth-noi se way of conmmunicating is
hi ghl y

provisional; we may be noving toward an environnment of |anguage that is
behel d rather than

heard. "'

McKenna strings his

Still, assenbled admirers hang on McKenna's every word, as if each
syl l able were
| eaving a hallucinatory aftervision on the adrenal cortex. They too dream of
a Cyberia around
the corner, and virtual reality is the closest sinulation of a what a world
free of tinme
| ocation, or even a personal identity mght |ook |ike. Psychedl eics and VR
are both ways of
creating a new, nonlinear reality, where self-expression is a community
event .
You nean |i ke ESP?
Terence never corrects anyone--he only interpolates their
responses. This would be
like a kind of telepathy, but it would be much nore than that: A world of
vi si bl e | anguage is
a worl d where the individual doesn't really exist in the same way that the
print-created world
sanctions what we call “point of view' That's really what an ego is: it's a
consi stently defined
point of vieww thin a context of narrative. Well, if you replace the idea
that life is a
narrative with the idea that life is a vision, then you displace the |inear
progression of events.
I think this is technically within reach.’
To Terence, the invention of virtual reality, |like the resurgence
of psychoactive drugs,
serves as a kind of technol ogi cal phil osopher's stone, bringing an inkling
of the future reality
into the present. It's both a hint from our hyperdi nensional future and an
active, creative
effort by cyberians to reach that future.
I like the concept of the phil osopher's stone. The next nessiah
m ght be a nachi ne
rather than a person. The phil osopher's stone is a living stone. It is being



made. We are

making it. We are like tunnelers drilling toward sonething. The overnmind is
drilling toward

us, and we are drilling toward it. And when we neet, there will be an
enornous revel ati on of

the true nature of being. | think every person who takes five or six grans

of psilocybin

mushroons in silent darkness is probably on a par with Christ and Buddha, at
least in termns

of the input."''

So, according to McKenna, the psychedelic vision provides a glinse

of the truth

cyberians are yearning for. But have psychedelics and virtual reality really
come to us as a

phi |l osopher's stone, or is it sinply that our phil osopher’'s stoned?

Mor phogeneti c Fi el ds Forever
Cyberians share a psychedelic common ground. To them drugs are not
sinply a
recreational escape but a conscious and sonetinmes daring foray into new
possible realities.
Psychedel i cs give them access to what MKenna is calling the overm nd and
what we cal
Cyberia. However stoned they m ght be when they get there, psychedelic
expl orers are
convinced that they are experiencing sonething real, and bringing back
somet hi ng useful for
t hemsel ves and the rest of us.
Psychedel i ¢ expl oration, however personal, is thought to benefit
nore than the sole
expl orer. Each tripper believes he is opening the door between humanity and
hyper space a
little wider. The few cyberians who haven't taken psychedelics still fee
t hey have personally
experienced and integrated the psychedelic vision through the trips of
ot hers, and val ue the
role of these chemicals in the overall devel opment of Cyberia. It is as if
each psychedelic
journey conpl etes anot her piece of a universal puzzle.
But, even though they have a vast conputer net and conmuni cations
infrastructure at
t heir disposal, psychedelic cyberians need not conmmunicate their findings so
directly. Rather,
they believe they are each sharing and benefiting froma collective
experience. As we'll see,
one of the nost common realizations of the psychedelic trip is that all is
one."' At the
euphoric peak of a trip, all people, particles, personalities, and pl anets
are seen as part of one
great entity or reality--one big fractal
It may have been that realization that |ed Canbridge biol ogi st
Rupert Shel drake to
devel op his theory of norphogenetic fields, now conmon know edge to nost
cyberians. From
nmor ph, meaning forns,'
ki nd of cunul ative
record of the past behaviors of species, groups, and even nol ecul es, so that
one nenber of a
set can learn fromthe experience of all the others.
A failed ani mal -behavior test is still one of the best proofs of

and genesi s, neaning "birth, these fields are a



Shel drake' s idea
Scientists were attenpting to deternmine if learned skills could be passed on
from parents to
children genetically. They taught adult mce howto go through a certain
maze, then taught
their offspring, and their offspring, and so on for twenty years and fifty
generations of mice.
I ndeed, the descendants of the taught nice knew how to get through the maze
very quickly
wi t hout instruction, but so did the descendants of the control group, who
had never seen the
maze at all! Later, a scientist decided to repeat this experinment on a
different continent with
t he sane nouse species, but they already knew how to go through the naze,
too! As
expl ai ned by norphic resonance, the traits need not have been passed on
genetically. The
i nformation | eak was due not to bad experinental procedure but to the
nor phogenetic fi el d,
whi ch stored the experience of the earlier mce fromwhich all subsequent
m ce could benefit.
Simlarly, if scientists are devel oping a new crystalline
structure, it may take years to
coax'' atonms to formthe specific crystal. But once the crystal is
devel oped in one | aboratory,
it can be created instantly in any other laboratory in the world. According
to Shel drake, this is
because, like the mce, the atons are all "connected'' to one another
t hr ough nor phogeneti c
fields, and they learn'' fromthe experiences of other atons.
Shel drake's picture of reality is a vast fractal of resonating
fields. Everything, no
matter how small, is constantly affecting everything else. If the tiniest
detail in a fracta
pattern echoes the overall design of the entire fractal, then a change to
(or the experience of)
this rempote piece changes the overall picture (through the principles of
f eedback and
iteration). Echoing the realizations of his best friends, Ralph Abraham and
Terence McKenna,
Shel drake is the third nenmber of the fanous Trial ogues'' at Esal en, where
the three el der
statesnen (by cyberian standards) di scuss onstage the ongoi ng unfol di ng of
reality before
capti vat ed audi ences of cyberians. These nen are, quite consciously, putting
into practice the
i dea of norphogenetic fields. Even if these Trial ogues were held in private
(as they were for
years), Cyberia as a whole would benefit fromthe intell ectual devel opnents.
By pi oneering
t he new "headspace, '
resonance, if not
di rect comuni cation through their publishing, lectures, or nedia events.
Li kewi se, each cyberian psychedelic explorer feels that by tripping
he is leaving his
own | egacy for others to follow, while hinmself benefiting fromthe past
psychedelic
experi ences of explorers before him For precisely this reason, MKenna
al ways advi ses usi ng
only organi c psychedelics, which have well-devel oped norphogenetic fields:

the three men | eave their own | egacy through norphic



| al ways say
there are three tests for a drug. It should occur in nature. That gives it a
nor pogenetic field of
resonance to the life of the planet. It should have a history of shamanic
usage [which gives it
a norphogenetic field of resonance to the consciousness of other human
beings]. And it
shoul d be simlar to or related to neurotransmtters in the brain. Wat's
i nteresting about that
series of filters, is that it |eaves you with the nost powerful
hal | uci nogens there are:
psi |l ocybi n, DMI, ayahuasca, and, to sone degree, LSD. ''
These are the substances that stock the arsenal of the drug-using
cyberi an.
Psychedel i cs use anong cyberians has devel oped directly out of the drug
cul ture of the
sixties. The first tripsters--the people associated with Leary on the East
Coast, and Ken Kesey
on the West Coast--cane to startling noral and phil osophi cal concl usions
t hat reshaped our
culture. For today's users, drugs are part of the continuing evolution of
t he human species
toward greater intelligence, enpathy, and awareness.
From the principle of norphogenesis, cyberians infer that
psychedel i ¢ substances have
the ability to reshape the experience of reality and thus--if observer and
observed are one--the
reality itself. It's hardly disputed that, even in a tangible, cultura
sense, the introduction of
psychedelics into our society in the sixties altered the sensibilities of
users and nonusers alike.
The trickle-down effect through the arts, media, and even big business
created what can be
call ed a postpsychedelic climte, in which everything fromwonen's rights,
civil rights, and
peace activismto spirituality and the computer revolution found suitable
conditions for
grow h.
As these psychoactive plants and chemi cals once again see the |ight
of day, an even
nore sel f-consciously creative community is finding out about designer
reality. Wile drugs
in the sixties worked to overcone social, noral, and intellectual rigidity,
drugs now enhance
the privileges of the already free. Cyberians using drugs do not need to
learn that reality is
arbitrary and mani pul abl e, or that the | andscape of consciousness is broader
t han nor nal
waki ng- st at e awar eness suggests. They have already |earned this through the
experiences of
men |ike Leary and Kesey. Instead, they take chem cals for the express
pur pose of
mani pul ating that reality and exploring the uncharted regi ons of
consci ousness.

Integrating the Bell Curve
LSD was the first synthesized chem cal to induce basically the sane
effect as the
organi ¢ psychedelics used by shamans in ancient cultures. Psychedelics break
down one's



basi ¢ assunptions about life, presenting theminstead as arbitrary choices
on the part of the
i ndi vidual and his society. The tripper feels liberated into a free-form
reality, where his mnd
and point of view can alter his external circunmstances. Psychedelics provide
a way to | ook at
[ife unencunbered by the filters and nodels one normally uses to process
reality. (Wether
psychedel i cs i mpose a new set of their own filters is irrelevant here. At
| east the subjective
experience of the trip is that the organi zing framework of reality has been
obliterated.)
Nina G aboi, the author of One Foot in the Future, a novel about
her own spiritua
journey, was among the first pioneers of LSD in the sixties. Born in 1918
and trained as an
actress, she soon becane part of New York's bohem an an subculture, and kept
conpany with
everyone fromTimLeary to Alan Watts. She now works as an assistant to
mat hemat i ci an
Ral ph Abraham and occasionally hosts | arge conferences on psychedelics. She
spoke to nme at
her Santa Cruz beach apartnent, over tea and cookies. She believes from what
see has seen
over the past seven decades that what psychedelics do to an individual, LSD
did to society,
breaking us free of cause-and-effect logic and into an optimstic
creativity.
Materialismreally was at its densest and darkest before the
sixties and it did not
allow us to see that anything el se existed. Then acid came along just at the
right tine--1 really
think so. It was very inportant for sone people to reach states of mnd that
all owed themto
see that there is nore, that we are nore than just these physical bodies.
can't help feeling
that there were forces at work that went beyond anything that | can imagine.
After the whole
LSD craze, all of a sudden, the skies opened up and books came pouring down
and wi sdom
cane. And sonething started happening. | think by now there are enough of us
to have
created a norphogenetic field of awareness, that are open to nore than the
materialists
bel i eve.'
But Graboi believes that the LSD vision needs to be integrated into
t he experience of
America at large. It's not enough to tune in, turn on, and drop out. The
i mpul se nowis to
recreate reality consciously--and that happens both through a norphogenetic
resonance as well
as good ol d-fashi oned work.
I don't think we have a thing to learn fromthe past, now W
really have to start
creating new forms, and seeing real ways of being. This was alnost |ike the
manmal i an state
conm ng to a somewhat higher octave in the sixties, which was |ike a quantum
leap forward in
consci ousness. It was a gas. The end of a stage and the begi nning of a new
one. So right now



there are still these two elements very nmuch alive: the old society wanting
to pull backward

and keep us where we were, and the new one saying, “Hey, there are new
frontiers to

conquer and they are in our minds and our hearts."'’

Ni na does not consider herself a cyberian, but she does admit she's

part of the sane

effort, and desperately hopes our society can reach this higher octave.'
As with al

psychedelics, "coming down'' is the hardest part. Mst would prefer sinply
to bring up''
everything else ... to nake the rest of the world conformto the trip.

The acid experience follows what can be called a bell curve: the
user takes the drug,
goes up in about an hour, stays up for a couple of hours, then conmes down
over a period of
three or four hours. It is during the com ng-down tine--which makes up the
maj ority of the
experience--that the clarity of vision or particular insight nust be
integrated into the normal
waki ng- st ate consci ousness. Like the G eek hero who has visited the gods,
the tripper mnust
figure out how the peak of his Aristotelian journey nakes sense. The
integration of LSD into
the sixties' culture was an anal ogous process. The tripping comunity had to
integrate the
truth of their vision into a society that could not grasp such concepts. The
bell curve of the
sixties touched ground in the formof political activism sexual l|iberation
t he new age
novenent, and new scientific and mathemati cal nodel s.
Cyberians today consider the LSD trip a traditional experience.
Even though there are
new psychedelics that nore exactly match the cyberian checklist for ease of
use, length of
trip, and overall intensity, LSD provides a uniquely epic journey for the
tripper, where the
majority of time and energy in the odyssey is spent bringing it all back
horme. Wil e
cyberians may spend nost of their tinme surfing their consciousness for no
reason but fun,
they take acid because there's work to be done.
When Jaida and Cindy, two twenty-year-old girls from Santa Cruz
reunited after
bei ng away from each other for alnobst a year, they chose LSD because they
wanted to go
t hrough an intense experience of reconnection. Besides, it was the only drug
they could obtain
on short notice. They began by smoki ng sonme pot and hitchhiking to a nearby
beacht own. By
the tine they got there, the girls were stoned and the beach was pitch
bl ack. They spent the
rest of the night tal king and sl eeping on what they guessed was a sand dune,
and decided to
drop'' at dawn. As the sun rose, the acid took effect.
As the girls stood up, Jaida stepped on a crab claw that was
sticking out of the sand.
Bl ood fl owed out of her foot. As she describes it now
The pain was just so...incredible. | could feel the novenment of
the pain all the way



up to my brain, going up the tendrils, yet it was very enjoyable. And bl ood
was com ng out,
but it was incredibly beautiful. At the sane time, there was still the part
of me that said “you
have to deal with this,' which | was very grateful for.'
Once Jaida's foot was bandaged, the girls began to wal k toget her
As they wal ked and
tal ked, they slipped into a conmonly experienced aci d phenonenon: shared
consci ousness.
It's the only tine I've ever been psychic with Cndy. It's |like one of
t hose things that you
can't believe ... there's no evidence or anything. Watever | was thinking,
she woul d be
t hi nking. W were making a | ot of conmentary about the people we were
| ooki ng at, and
there'd be these long stretches of silence and | would just be sort of
t hi nki ng al ong, and then
she woul d say word for word what | was thinking. Like that. And then | would
say sormet hi ng
and it would be exactly what she was thinking. And we just did that for
about four or five
hours. She's a very different physical type fromme, but it reached the
poi nt where | could
feel how she felt in her body. | had the very deep sensation of being inside
her body, hearing
her think, and being able to say everything that she was thinking. W were
inareality
toget her, and we shared the sane space. Qur bodies didn't separate us from
each other. W
were one thing.'
But then cane the downside of the bell curve. The girls slowy
becane nore

disjointed.'' They began to di sagree about tiny things--which way to wal k,
whet her to eat.
"There was this feeling of losing it. | could feel we were noving away from

it with every

step. There was a terrible disappointnment that set in. W couldn't hold on
to that perfect

attunenent. "'’

By the time the girls got back to their canpsite on the sand dune,

their disillusionnent

was conpl ete. The sand dune was actually the local trash dunp. As they
clinmbed the stinking

mound of garbage to gather their sleeping bags, they found the <crab claw'
on whi ch Jai da

had stepped. It was really a used tanpon and a broken bottle. And now
Jaida's foot was

begi nning to smart.

Jaida's reintegration was twofold: She could no nore bring back her

enpathic ability

than she could the belief that she had stepped on a crab claw. What Jaida
retained fromthe

experience, though, came during the painful crash | anding. She was able to
see how it was

only her interpretation that nmade her experience pain as bad, or the tanpon
and gl ass as | ess

natural than a crab claw. As in the experience of a Buddha, the garbage dunp
was as

beautiful as a sand dune ... until they decided it was otherw se. Losing her
t el epat hi ¢ uni on



with her friend synbolized and recapitul ated the di stance that had grown
bet ween t hem over
t he past year. They had | ost touch, and the trip had hei ghtened both their
friendship and their
separati on.
Most acid trippers try to prolong that nmoment on the peak of the
bell curve, but to do
so is futile. Coming down is alnost inevitably disillusioning to somne
degree. Again, though
like in a Geek tragedy, it is during the reintegration that insight occurs,
and progress is
made- - however slight--toward a nore all-enconpassing or cyberian outlook. In
order to cone
down with a m ni mum of despair and maxi num of progess, the tripper mnust
gui de his own
transition back to normal consciousness and real life while naintaining the
integrity whatever
truths he may have gl eaned at the apogee of his journey. The LSD state
itself is not an end in
itself. Wiile it may offer a brief exposure to post-paradi gmthinking or
even
hyper di nensi onal abilities, the real value of the LSD trip is the change in
consci ousness, and
t he devel opnent of skills in the user to cope with that change. Just as when
a person takes a
vacation, it is not that the place visited is any better than where he
started. It's just different.
The travel er returns hone changed.
Eugene Schoenfeld, MD., is the dobal Village Town Physician. A
practicing
psychol ogi st, he wote the fanous Dr. Hip
he now treats
recovering drug addicts. The doctor believes that the desire to alter
consci ousness, specifically
psychedelically, is a healthy urge.
I think what happens is that it allows people to sense things in a
way that they don't
ordinarily sense them because we couldn't live that way. |If our brains were
al ways the way
that they are under the influence of LSD, we couldn't function. Perhaps it
i s that when babies
are born--that's the way they perceive things. Gadually they integrate
their experience
because we cannot function if we see nusic, for exanple. W can't live that
way.

advice colum in the sixties;

Part of the reason why people take drugs is to change their sense
of reality, change
their sensation, change fromthe ordinary mnd state. And if they had that
state all the tine,
they would seek to change it. It seens that humans need to change their
m nds in sone way.

There's a reason why people start tal king about “tripping.' It's related to
trips people take
when they physically change their environment. |'m convinced that if there

were a way to trip
all the tinme on LSD, they would want to change their reality to sonething
el se. That is part
of the need.''
The sense of being on a voyage, of tripping,'
cl assi c psychedelic

is the essence of a



experience. The user is a traveler, and an acid or mushroomtrip is a heroic
j ourney or
vi si onquest through unexpl ored regions, followed by a reentry into nundane
reality. Entry to
t he psychedelic real mal nost al ways invol ves an abandonnent of the
structures by which one
organi zes reality, and a subsequent sheddi ng of one's ego--usually defined
by those sane
organi zational structures. On the way back, the tripper realizes that
reality itself has been
arbitrarily arranged. The voyager sees that there nmay be such a thing as an
obj ective worl d,
but whatever it is we're experiencing as reality on a mass scale sure isn't
it. Wth the help of
a psychedelic journey, one can cone back and consciously choose a different
reality fromthe
one that's been agreed upon by the incunbent society. This can be nmanifest
on a personal,
theoretical, political, technological, or even spiritual |evel.
As Dr. Schoenfeld, who once served as TimLeary's fam |y physician
and now shares
his expertise with cyberians as co-host of the DRUGS conference on the WELL
expl ai ns,
that quality--that nonjudgmental quality could be carried over w thout the
ef fects of the drug.
After all, one hopes to |learn sonething froma drug experience that he can
use afterward. (A
this interest in neditation and yoga, all these various disciplines, it al
began with peopl e
taki ng these drugs and wanting to recreate these states w thout drugs.) So,
to the extent that
they can, that is a useful quality. And this nonjudgnental quality is
something | think that can
be carried over froma drug experience.'

Over There
So, the use of psychedelics can be seen as a neans toward
experiencing free-fl ow ng,
designer reality: the goal, and the fun, is to nmanipulate intentionally
one's objectivity in order
to reaffirmthe arbitrary nature of all the nmnd s constructs, revealing,
per haps, sonething
truer beneath the surface, material reality. You take a trip on which you go
nowher e, but
everyt hi ng has changed anyway.
To sonme, though, it is not the just the change of consciousness
t hat nakes
psychedel i cs so appealing, but the qualitative difference in the states of
awar eness they offer.
The place people go'' on a trip--the psychedelic corridors of Cyberia--my
even be a rea
space. According to Terence McKenna's authoritative descriptions of that
place, it is quite
di fferent from nornmal waki ng-state consciousness:
The voyager journeys into an invisible realmin which the
causality of the ordinary
world is replaced with the rationale of natural magic. In this realm
| anguage, ideas, and
nmeani ng have greater power than cause and effect. Synpathies, resonances,
i ntentions, and



personal will are linguistically magnified through poetic rhetoric. The
i magi nation is invoked
and sonmetines its fornms are beheld visibly. Wthin the magi cal m nd-set of
t he shaman, the
ordi nary connections of the world and what we call natural |aws are
de- enphasi zed or
i gnored. "' {EN1}
As McKenna describes it, this is not just a m ndspace but nore of a
net herwor | d,
where the common | aws of nature are no longer enforced. It is a place where
cause- and- ef f ect
[ ogic no |l onger holds, where events and objects function nmore as icons or
symbol s, where
t houghts are beheld rather than verbalized, and where phenonena |ike norphic
resonance and
the fractal reality become consciously experienced. This is the description
of Cyberi a.
As such, this psychedelic world is not sonething experienced
personally or privately,
but, like the rest of Cyberia, as a great group project. The psychedelic
worl d each tri pper
visits is the sane world, so that changes nmade by one are felt by the
ot hers. Regi ons expl ored
by any travel er beconme part of the overall map. This is a hyperdi nmensi ona
terrain on which
the traditional solo visionquest beconmes a sacred conmunity event.
This feeling of being part of a norphogenetic unfolding is nore
tangi bl e on psil ocybin
mushroons than on LSD. McKenna voi ces Cyberia's enchantment with the ancient
organic
brain food: | think that people should grow nushroonms. They are the rea
connect or back
into the archaic, even nore so than LSD, which was |argely psychoanal yti cal
It didn't
connect you up to the greeny engines of creation. Psilocybin is perfect.'
Li ke LSD, nushroomnms provide an eight-hour, bell-curve trip, but it
is characterized by
nore physical and visual hallucinations'' and a much less intellectua
edge. Users don't
overanal yze their experiences, opting instead to revel in themnore fully.
Mushr oons are
t hought to have their own norphogenetic field, which has devel oped over
centuries of their
own evolution and their use by ancient cultures. The nushroomtrip is much
nor e
predi ct abl e, cyberians argue, because its norphogenetic field is so nmuch
better established
than that of acid, which has only been used for a couple of decades, and
nostly by
i nexperienced Western travel ers.
As a result, mushroom experiences are usually less intensely
di sorienting than LSD
trips; the place'' one goes on rmushroons is nore natural and user-friendly
than the pl ace
accessed on acid or other nore synthetic psychedelics. Likew se, “shrooners
feel nore
tangibly a part of the tineless, |ocationless community of other users, or
even aninmals, fairies,
or the "greeny engines'' of the spirit of Nature herself.
For this feeling of nmorphic community and interconnection with



nature to becone

nore tangi bl e, groups of 'shroonmers often choose to create visionquest hot
spots. Students at

U C. Santa Cruz have devel oped a secret section of woods dedicated to
nmushroom t ri ppi ng

called EIf Land (the place just behind Ral ph Abraham s office). Sone
students believe that

fairies prepared and maintain the multidi nensional area of the woods for
' shrooners. Sone

students claimto have found psilocybin nmushroons--which these fairies are
said to | eave

behind them-growing in EIf Land. Mdst of all, EIf Land serves as a
real -world reference
pl ane for the otherworldly, dimensionless nushroom plane. And, like the

nor phogeneti c
mushroom field, EIf Land is shared and nodi fied by everyone who trips there,
maki ng t he
| ocation a kind of cunulative record of a series of mushroomtrips.
Mariah is tripping in EIf Land for the first time. A sophonore at
U.C. Santa Cruz, the
English maj or had heard of Elf Land since she began taking nushroons | ast
year, but never
really believed in it as a real, physical place. She eats the nushroons in
her dormwith her
friends Mark and Rita, then the trio head out to the wiods. It's stil
afternoon, so the paths are
easy to follow, but Rita--a nuch nore plugged-in, pop-cultural
fashi on- consci ous
conmuni cati ons nmaj or than one woul d expect to find tripping in the wods of
Sant a
Cruz--suddenly veers off into a patch of poison oak
Mark, a senior mathematics major and Rita's boyfriend, grabs Rita
by the arm afraid
that she's stoned and | osing her way.
It's a pathless path, Mariah,'' Rita assures the younger girl,
wi t hout even | ooki ng at
Mark. Rita knows that Mariah's fears are the nost pressing, and that Mrk's
concerns will be
answered by these indirect nmeans. Rita has nmade it clear that this tripis
for Mari ah.
It's the perfect place to trip.'' Rita puts her arm around Mariah
"Peopl e continually
put things there. Sone of it's very subtle, too. Every time you go there,
there's different stuff
there. And it's all hidden in the trees up past the fire trails, up in the
deep woods there.'' She
points a little farther up the hill.
Then Mariah sees something--a little rock on the ground with an
arrow painted on it.
Lookee here!'' She stops, picks it up, and turns it over. Painted on the
back are the words
"This way to EIf Land.'
Soneone left this for me?'' Mariah asks, the nushroons taking ful
effect now, and
the fluorescent words on the gray rock beginning to vibrate.
Just for you, Mariah,'' Rita whispers, "and for everyone. Cone
on."'
Here's another one!'' Mark is at an opening to the deeper woods,
standi ng next to
anot her sign, this one carved into the side of a tree: "Wl cone to Elf



Land. "'
As the three pass through the opening, they walk into another
world. It's a shared state
of consci ousness, not just anong the three trippers but anmong them and
everyone el se who
has ever tripped in EIf Land or anywhere el se.
Mariah is thinking about her nanme; how she got it, howit's shaped
her, howit's Ilike
the nane Mary fromthe Bible, but changed sonehow, too. Updated. At the sane
nonent as
t hese thoughts, she cones upon a small shrine that has been set up in a
patch of ferns
between two tall trees. The two-foot statue is of the Virgin Mary, but she
has been
decor at ed- -updated--with a Day-d o costune.
How d that get there?' ' Mariah wonders out [ oud.
Meanwhi | e, Mark has wandered off by hinself. He's been disturbed
about his
relationship with Rita. She seens so addicted to popul ar culture--not the
di e- hard Deadhead
he renenbers fromtheir freshman year. Should they stay together after
graduati on? Cet
married, even?
He stands against a tree and | eans his head against its trunk,
| ooking up into the
branches. He | ooks at the way each | arger branch splits in two. Each smaller
branch then
splits in tw, and so and so on until the branches becone | eaves. Each | eaf,
then, begins with
a single vein, then splits, by two, into smaller and smaller veins. Mark is
rem nded of chaos
mat h theory, in which ordered systenms, like a river flow ng snoothly, becone
chaoti c through
a process called bifurcation, or dividing by twos. Ariver splits in tw if
there's arock inits
path, the two separate sections preserving--between the two of them-the
order and magnitude
of the original. A species can bifurcate into tw different nutations if
conditions require it.
And a relationship can break up if
As Mark stares at the bifurcated pairs of branches and | eaves, he
realizes that
bi furcation is the nature of decision making. He's caught in the duality of
a pai nful choice
and the tree is echoing the nature of decision-making itself.
Maki ng a decision?' ' Mariah asks innocently. She has read the
small sign nailed into
the side of the tree: "Tree of Decision.'
| wonder who left that there? ' Mark wonders al oud.
Doesn't matter,'' answers Rita, emerging from nowhere. "Someone
| ast week, | ast
year. A tripper, an elf ... whoever.'
As if on a visionquest, Mark and Mari ah were presented with a set
of synbols in
material formthat they could analyze and integrate into a pattern. They
were behol di ng'
their thoughts in physical form The reality of their trip was confirmed not
just by their
fantasies but by the totens and signs left for themby other trippers
experienci ng the sane



things at different tines
Mushroonms very often give users the feeling of being connected with

t he past and the

future. Whether the 'shroomers know about norphogenetic fields, they do fee
connected with

the spirit of the woods, and everyone who has travel ed before in the sane
space. Going up is

t he voyage to that space, peaking is the un-self-conscious experience of the
new worl d, and

conm ng down is the reintegration during which the essence of the peak
experience is

translated into a | anguage or set of inages a person can refer to later, at
baseline reality.

CHAPTER 6
Maki ng Connecti ons

Di stribution and Manufacture
For some cyberians, meking sense of things and feeling the
connections wth other
trippers is not enough. They use psychedelics to forge new connections
bet ween cul tures,
peopl e, or even individual atoms. It is inmportant to themthat the rea
worl d, and not just the
psychedel i ¢ space, consciously reflect the interconnectivity that underlies
reality. Just as a
fractal exhibits self-simlarity, the psychedelic subculture should reflect
the quality of a single
trip.
LSD distributors, in particular, believe that acid functions as a
twenti et h-century
psychi c grease, allow ng nodern people to nove their nental machinery
t hr ough the
ever-increasi ng demands of an information-based society. (Acid, unlike
nmushr oons, can be
mass- produced, too.) Leo is an LSD dealer fromthe Bay Area who believes
that his
di stribution of psychedelics is a social service. One of his favorite
distribution points is the
parking ot at Gateful Dead shows, where thousands of people nill about,
| ooki ng for
doses. "’
Toni ght's concert has al ready begun, but nobst of the crowd of young
nmer chants who
follow the Dead don't have tickets for the show |Instead, they wander about
the | ot, snoke

pot with one another, and prepare for the concertgoers who will exit the
arena in two or three
hours.
Leo is well into his own acid trip of the evening (he says he's

been tripping every day

for several nonths) and sits in a makeshift tent, explaining his phil osophy
to a young couple

who nmake fal afel and beaded bracelets. Wiile his rationale is the result of
a few years in the

mlitary and a few others with skinheads, he does express the psychedelic
concept of

i nterconnectivity and networking froma nodern cyberian standpoint. The
Deadheads (who

many cyberians feel are still caught in the sixties) are deep into a



conversation about how
they can feel their third eye'' while tripping, and how it nakes them fee
connected to
everything in the world. Leo shakes his head scornfully.
The sixth sense of society as a whole also lies inits
connectivity and its ability to
i nt ercomuni cate. \Wen soci ety beconmes enlightened, its third eye happens to
be that
connectivity. That's the evolutionary factor.'
Leo tries in vain to get themto understand the concepts of
feedback and iteration, and
how they relate to hunman soci ety connecting through tel ephones and the
nmedi a. The bong
gets passed around again, and Leo tries a different tack
I"mattenpting to work this on a subversive |evel by distributing
a | arge anount of
LSD t hroughout the U S. and trying to reach other countries, too.'' One of
t he Deadheads
| aughs, just liking the sound of breaking the law. Leo rolls his eyes and
stresses the gl oba
significance of his subversion
LSD s definitely an interconnectivity catal yst for the
countercul tures and subcul tures
that we're tuned in to. W re able now, with our information-age
t echnol ogi es, to know about
groups and countercul tures who are commruni cati ng together and sharing comon
resour ces
and information--like all you Deadheads living in this parking lot. As these
groups devel op
their own identities, they gain a certain anmount of awareness about
t hemsel ves as a col |l ective
conscious. That offers a channel for catalytic tools like LSD to be
exchanged, putting al
t hese groups on the same wavel ength.’
The fal afel nerchant shrugs, too stoned or too straight to
understand Leo's point. |
don't get it. Is LSD making this happen, or is it happening so people can
get nore LSD?"'
LSD is part of and a result of this interconnectedness. It's mnd
expansi ve and
group-m nd expansive. And what it does is act as a catalyst for culture and
i ndi vi dual s. Now
that we've left the industrial age and cone into the information age, the
rate information
exchanges i s increasing exponentially. It's very fast; you can look at it in
bi nary ternms. Two,
four, eight, sixteen, thirty-two--that's how fast the information
multiplies. Wiat's going on is,
the way people learn, is they cause an inprint in their subconscious, and
then they're able to
build a type of structure on their inprint which represents their know edge.
And how t hey see
their own know edge is their own wisdom... it's their know edge of their
know edge.'
Bot h Deadheads are | ost now. The girl has started mindlessly
unbeadi ng a bracel et and
the boy is reloading the bong. But Leo doesn't care that he can't make an
i mpact on these
people. He just continues to reel out his run-on sentences into the datapoo
in the hope that



t hey get picked up norphogenetically.
LSD primes the mind for subconscious inprintation--nakes it nore
susceptible to it.
W're able to learn nore information at a faster rate because we're able to
i mprint ourselves
at the sane rate as the information is being devel oped, because in the LSD
state you're able
to conceive such a vast quantity of anything. Wien |'mon LSD sonetines |
can think in
broad terns and sonetinmes | even gain vocabulary that |'ve never used before
and I"'mable to
retain that in the future.''
If you gave us another hit of your LSD, Leo,'' the bead girl
smles, "mybe we'd
know what you're tal king about, too.'
This is where traditional, sixties-style tripsters differ from
their cyberian offspring. The
sixth sense, or group mnd oversoul,'' to which Leo has dedicated hinself
(but which these
ol d- f ashi oned-type Deadheads can't understand) is the | ocus of awareness
t hat nost cyberian
psychedel i c expl orers seek. Wiether it be Mariah in EIf Land or Leo in the
LSD di stribution
net, the cyberian difference is that psychedelic activity now becones part
of an overall fractal
pattern, experienced, in one way or another, by everyone.
Wil e Leo draws the lines of interconnectivity between users and
groups of users,
other reality designers at sublevels of the psychedelic fractal network are
nore concerned
with the lines of interconnectivity between the very atons of the substances
t hey t ake.
Becker, Leo's LSD source, is a twenty-eight-year-old chem stry grad student
with a strong
background in illicit psychopharnmacol ogy. Hi s experience of psychedelics is
on a different
fractal order fromthat of classical personal tripsters or even Leo and
other cultural catalysts.
Becker knows about drugs fromthe inside out, so his answer to any drug's
problens lies in
its chem stry. If a drug is illegal, alter its chemstry to make it |ega
again. If a drug is too
short-acting, figure out a way to stunt the user's ability to metabolize it.
Leo arrives at Becker's attic | aboratory di scouraged fromthe
Deadheads t he ni ght
before. He's wondering if Becker can whip something up with better
transformati ona
properties than those of LSD
Becker has just the answer. He spent all of last night creating his
first batch of 2CB
(in chem st's lingo, 4-Brono-2,5-di nethoxyphenethylanmne). It's called
Venus, and it's a
synthetic version of nmescaline, with a few designer inprovenents.'
Becker's problemw th nmescal i ne, another organic psychedelic, is
that it is netabolized
by the body very quickly. By the time the user begins to trip heavily, he's
al ready on the way
down. To figure out how to nodify the substance, Becker took a | arge dose,
then went on an
i nternal visionquest into the chem cal structure of the active mescaline



nol ecul e.
The native mescaline molecule is a ring. | saw how t he net hoxy
group whi ch hangs
on that ring could be pried off easily by the metabolism rendering the
nol ecul e i npotent in
an hour or so. By replacing that methoxy group with brom ne, which can hang
on nuch
tighter, the drug becones ten times stronger. The body can't break it down,
and it goes much
much further because it can stay planted in the brain's receptor site that
much | onger. "'
But how nuch do you have to take? And how do you know it's not
toxic?'' Leo asks,
fingering the white powder in its petri dish
It's less toxic, Leo, don't you see? Plus it's nmuch nore
effective, so you don't have to
take as much. That way you don't get any side effects either. I'"'mon it
right now '’
Leo had dropped a tab of acid about two hours ago but it wasn't
doi ng anything. He
licks his finger, dabs it in the nmound of powder, and puts it on his tongue.
That's a pretty big hit,'' Becker warns. "Probably about eight
doses.'
Leo just shrugs and swall ows. He can handle it. How fast can you
make this stuff?
That's the joy. It's really sinple to make. Just think of it as
stir, filter, wash, and dry.
That's all there is toit."'
As Becker goes over an ingredients checklist for a nass-production
schedul e, Leo
col l apses into a hammock and waits for the new drug to take effect. Both
bel i eve that they
are on to sonething new and inportant.
By desi gni ng new chemi cal s, psychopharnmacol ogi sts |i ke Becker
design reality from
the inside out. They decide what they'd like reality to be like, then--in a
ki nd of subnol ecul ar
shamani ¢ vi si onquest --conpose a chemical that will alter their observations
about reality in a
specific way. Then, Leo, by distributing the new chenical to others who will
have the same
experience, literally spreads the new designer reality. The world changes
because it is
observed differently.
The ot her reason to nake new drugs is to create unknown and, hence,
| egal
psychedel i cs before the FDA has a chance to classify themas illegal. A
relatively new | aw,
however, has nade that difficult. The Anal og Substance Act classifies
yet -t 0- be- desi gned

chemicals illegal if they are intended to serve the same function as ones
that are already
illegal. This | aw was passed shortly after the Ecstasy craze'' in Texas,

where the new, mld
psychedel ic got so popular that it was available for purchase by credit card
at bars. As a
result, according to Becker, "Lloyd Bentsen put a bee in the bonnet of the
Drug Enforcenent
Agency, and it was stanped illegal fast.'
But rather than sinply stanping out Ecstasy use, its illegality



pronmpted chemi sts |ike

Becker to devel op new substances. Like conmputer hackers who understand the
t echnol ogy

better than its adult users, the kids maki ng drugs know nore about the
chem stry than the

regul atory agencies. The young chem sts began creating new drugs just |ike
Ecstasy, with just

one or two atonms in different places. In Becker's |anguage, Thus, Ecstasy
began to stand for

MDVA, MDM Adam X, MEthyl, Mnmethyl 3-4-nmethyline dioxy, also Nethyl,
whi ch was

sometines called Eve, which had one nore carbon, or actually CH2, added
on."' This flurry of

psychophar macol ogi cal innovation pronpted the Anal og Act, and now al nost
everything with

psychedelic intent is illegal or Schedule 1 (nobst controlled).

Despite its illegality, Ecstasy, even nore than LSD and nushroons,

has remai ned on

the top of the cyberian designer-substance hit parade. LSD, nushroons, and
nmescal i ne--al

powerful, relatively |ong-acting psychedelics--bifurcated, so to speak, into
two shorter-acting

substances, the mld, user-friendly Ecstasy, and the earth-shatteringly
power ful and

short-acting DMI. Both drugs can be found in many careful | y mani pul at ed
cheni cal

variations, and epitom ze the psychedelic-substance priorities in Cyberia.

The E Conspiracy
The circuits of the brain which nediate alarm fear, flight, fight,
lust, and territorial
paranoi a are tenporarily disconnected. You see everything with
total clarity,
undi storted by aninmalistic urges. You have reached a state which
t he anci ents have
called nirvana, all seeing bliss.
--Thomas Pynchon on NDNVA
Cyberians consider Ecstasy, or E as it's called by its
wi de-grinning users, one of the
nost uni versally pleasant drugs yet invented. Wile negative experiences on
Ecstasy are not
unheard of, they are certainly few and far between. Everyone knows sonebody
who' s had a
bad acid trip. Ecstasy does not carry the sanme stigma, which may be why
peopl e don't freak
out'' onit.
As Dr. Schoenfeld explains, another part of the reason may be that
sone of the
substances aren't yet illegal, so users don't have the sane negative
associ ati ons and paranoi a.
In addition, according to the doctor, the Ecstasy drugs are nonaddictive and
shorter-acting.
As you know, there are drugs being used that the DEA [Drug
Enf or cement Agency]
isn'"t aware of. Once they get aware of them they'll try to nmake them
illegal; but people who
t ake substances are becom ng aware of these new drugs, which are
nonaddi ctive, and which
don't last as long as the other drugs used to last. They don't have the sane
adverse effects.



For exanple, there are a few reports of people having bad experiences wth
MDVA or
occasi onal freak-outs, but it's highly unusual. And even with LSD it wasn't
that conmon to
have freak-outs. You'd hear about the cases where people tried to fly or
stop trains or things
like that, but conpared with the anount of use there was, that was uncomon.
Wth a drug
like MDMA, it's still less common for people to have bad experiences.'
But Eis not just a kinder, gentler acid. The quality of the
E- xperience is very
different. Bruce Eisner wote the book Ecstasy: The MDVA Story, still the
nost authoritative
and enlightening text on the drug's history and use. Hi s scholarly and
personal research on the
chemical is vast, and he describes the essence of the E-xperience well:
You di scover a secret doorway into a roomin your house that you
did not previously
know existed. It is a roomin which both your inner experience and your
relations with others
seem magi cal ly transfornmed. You feel really good about yourself and your
life. At the sanme
time, everyone who cones into this roomseens nore | ovable. You find your
t hought s
flowing, turning into words that previously were bl ocked by fear and
i nhi bition.
After several hours, you return to your famliar abode, feeling
tired but different,
nore open. And your menory of your nystical passage may help you in the days
and weeks
ahead to make all the other roons of your house nore enjoyable.’
The mai n advantage of Eis that it allows you to take your ego
with you.'' Acid or
even mushroons can have the unrel enting abrasiveness of a belt sander
agai nst one's
character. E, on the other hand, does not disrupt "ego integrity'' or create
what psychol ogi sts
call depersonalization.'
connected as he m ght
feel on a stronger psychedelic but without the vulnerability of losing his
"self'' in the process.
I f anything, E strengthens one's sense of self, so that the issues that
arise in the course of a
trip seemless threatening and infinitely nore manageable. E creates a
| oving ego resiliency in
whi ch no personal problem seens too big or scary. This is why it has becone
popul ar in the
younger gay and other alternative-lifestyles communities, where identity
crises are
commonpl ace

I nstead, the user feels as open and | oving and

E-vol ution
You touch the darkness--the fem nine, the gross, whatever you see
as dark, Jody
Radzi k explains to Diana as they hand out flyers in the street for a new
house club. "When
you're on Ecstasy, the drug forces you to becone who you really are. You
don't get any
positive experience froma drug like cocaine; it's a lie. But with Ecstasy,
it can have a



positive effect on the rest of your life!’
Jody and Diana are on their way to a club called Gsnpbsis, a house
event which occurs
every Thursday night at DV8, a downtown San Franci sco venue, for which
Radzi k serves as
promotional director. Pronoting house, though, is alnost |ike pronmoting
Ecstasy. The drug
and subcul ture have defined and fostered each other. Osnobsis is proud of the
fact that it
m xes gay, straight, glam'' and house culture, and Radzi k--a gam ne
extrenely young
thirty-year-old with a nodified Ham et haircut and a nmile-a-mnute
nmout h--credits E with
their success.
There's a sexual elenment to house. E is an aphrodisiac and
prom scuity is big. In
everyday life men usually repress their “anima.' Ecstasy forces you to
experience what's
really going on inside.’
i s amused by
Jody's inclination to tal k about taboo subjects. Jody goes on proudly,
exuberantly, and | oud
enough for everyone else in the street to hear. Being publicly outrageous is
a val ued
personality trait in E culture adapted from Kesey's Merry Pranksters.
E has a threshold. It puts you in that aahh experience, and you
stay there. It m ght
get nore intense with the nunber of hits you take, but it's not |ike acid,
which, with the nore
hits you take, the farther you're wal king from consensus culture. Wth E,
your ability to
operate within the confines of culture remain. You can take a lot of E and
still know t hat
that's a red light, or that there's a cop here and you don't want to fuck up
too nmuch. On acid,
you can be conpletely out of your head, and wal king in a conpletely
different reality.’
So Eis not sinply watered-down LSD. Wiile acid was a test,’
Ecstasy is a
"becom ng."'
The traditiona
bell curve of the acid trip and its sometines brutal exani nation and
stripping of ego is
replaced with a simlar vision but w thout the paranoia and catharsis. By
presenting insight as
a nonent of tinelessness, E allows for a rmuch nore cyberian set of
concl usi ons than the
nore traditional, visionquest psychedelics.
Rat her than squashi ng personal taste and creating | egions of
Bi r kenst ock cl ones, E
tends to stinmulate the user's own inner nature. Hi dden aspects of one's
personality--be it
honosexual ity, transvestitism or just love and creativity--demand free
expression. Al this is
all owed to happen, right away, in the E-nvironment of the house club
Reintegration on E is
unnecessary because the E-xperience itself has an i nmedi ately soci al
context. |If anything, the
Etrip is nore socially integrated than baseline reality. E turns a room of
normal , paranoid

Di ana (who runs her own house club down the bl ock)

Acid involved a heroic journey, while E is an extended nonent.



ni ght cl ubbers into a teani ng nass of ecstatic G obal Villagers. To Radzik,
the club lights,
musi ¢, and Ecstasy are inseparable elements of a designer ritual, just like
t he canmpfire,
drunbeat s, and peace pipe of a Native Anerican tribal dance.
Arriving at the club in time for the sound check, Jody and Di ana
dance a whil e under
the work lights. Jody's diatribe continues as he denonstrates the new
hi p- hop steps he picked
up in Los Angel es | ast week.
The Ecstasy cones through the house nusic. The different
pol yrhyt hm c el ements

and the bass ... this is current North Anerican shamanism It's
t echnoshamani sm E has a | ot
to do withit. It really does. | get alittle nervous but |1've got to tel

the truth about things. But
the systemis probably going to react against the E el enent.'
Diana cuts in: And then they'll just shut you down |like they
cl osed our party | ast

week.'"' She takes a cigarette frombehind her ear and lights it.
Jody still dances while Diana stands and snokes. Neither he nor the
E culture will be

taken down that easily. E is an enzynme that's splicing the system E is
like a cultura
neurotransmtter that's creating synaptic connections between different
people. W're all cells
in the organism E is helping us to link up and formnore dendrites. And our
culture is
finally starting to acknow edge the ability of an individual to create his
own reality. What you
end up with, what we all have in comon, is common hunman sense.'’
The E-inspired phil osophy borrows heavily fromthe scientific and
mat hemati cs
theories of the past couple of decades. House kids talk about fractals,
chaos, and
nor phogenetic fields in the same sentence as Deee-Lite's latest CD. Jody's
cul tural
neurotransmtter'' image refers back to James Lovel ock's Gaia hypot hesi s,
which is the now
wel | - supported notion that planet Earth is itself a giant, biological
organism The planet is
t hought to maintain conditions for sustaining life through a conplex series
of feedbacks and
iterations. A popul ation of ocean m croorgani snms, for exanple, may regul ate
t he weat her by
controlling how much nmoisture is released into the atnosphere. The nore
f eedback | oops
Gaia has (in the formof living plants and animals), the nore precisely
"she'' can nmmintain the
ecosystem
Evolution is seen nore as a groping toward than a random seri es of
natural selections.
Gaia is becom ng conscious. Radzi k and others have inferred that human
bei ngs serve as
Gaia's brain cells. Each human being is an individual neuron, but unaware of
hi s connection
to the gl obal organismas a whole. Evolution, then, depends on humanity's
ability to link up
to one another and becone a gl obal consci ousness.
These revel ations all occur to house kids Iike Jody under the



i nfluence of E. This is
why they call the drug a cultural enzynme.'' The Ecstasy hel ps them see how
they're all
connected. They accept thenselves and one anot her at face val ue, delighted
to make their
acquai nt ance. Everyone exposed to E instantly links up to the Gai an neura
net. As nore
peopl e become connected, nore feedback and iteration can occur, and the
Gai an mind can
beconme nmore fully consci ous.
Jody and Di ana both believe that house culture and the Gai an
m ndset literally infect'
newconers to the club like a virus. As Gsnpsis opens, Jody watches a crowd
of uninitiated
cl ubbers step out onto the dance floor, who, despite their extrenely
"straight'' dress, are
having a pretty Ex-uberant tine.
This |1 ooks like a group of people that night be experinmenting with
Ecstasy for the
first time. They're going to renenber this night for the rest of their
lives. This is going to
change them They are going to be better people now They're infected. It's
i ke an
information virus. They take it with theminto their lives. Look at them
They' re dancing with
each other as a group. Not so much with their own partners. They're al
smling. They are
going to change as a result of their participation in house. Their worldview
is going to
change. '
I ndeed, the growi ng crowd does seem uncharacteristically gleeful
for a Thursday- ni ght
dance club. Gone are the pickup |ines, drunken businessnen, cokeheads, and
cokewhores. The
pur poseful social machinations--getting laid, scoring drugs, or gaining
status--seemto be
overrun by the sheer drive toward bliss. Boys don't need to dance with their
dat es because
there's no need for possessiveness or control. Everyone feels secure--even
secure enough to
dance without a partner in a group of strangers.
VWhet her that carries into their daily life is another story.
Certainly, a nunber of new
cyberian converts'' are made each evening. But the conversions are made
passively, as the
nane of the club inplies, through Osnosis. Unlike acid, which forces users
to find ways to
integrate their vision into working society, E |leads themto believe that
i ntegration occurs in
the sane nonent as the bliss. The transformation is a natural byproduct--a
side effect of the
cul tural virus.
As club regulars arrive, they wi nk knowi ngly at one another. Jody
wi nks and nods at
few, who gesture back coyly. The only information comruni cated, really, is
| am are you?'
The wi nkers are not so nuch the
converted. They're all part
of what one T-shirt calls The E Conspiracy.'' These are the carriers of the
cultural virus. No

"in'' crowd as the fraternity of the



need to say anything at all. The E and the nusic will take care of
everyt hing (w nk, wi nk).
The sixties went awy because they wanted a sweeping cultura
change to go on
overtly,'' explains Radzik, nodding to two girls he's sure he has seen
bef ore. They wi nk back.
"And that didn't happen. What's different about house is that no one's
trying to “spread the
nmessage.' It's nore like, we're into it because we love it, but we're not
out to convert people.
"Goove is in the heart' [a Deee-Lite lyric]. W just want to expose people
to it. People decide
that they're into it because they respond to it on a heart level. | think
the bullshit's going to
cone apart of its own accord.’
So is this a dance floor filled with socially aware, fully realized
desi gner beings?
Certainly not. It's a dance floor filled with smart kids, sexy kids, not-so
smart Kkids, and not-so
sexy kids, but they do seemto share an understandi ng, in the body, of the
timeless quality of
bliss and how to achieve it through a conbi nati on of dance and E. Even the
nmusi ¢, playing at
precisely 120 beats per nminute, the rate of the fetal heartbeat, draws one
into a sense of
ti mel ess connection to the greater wonb--Gaia. The lyrics all enphasize the
sound eee.'’
"Ever eeebodeee' s freee,’
wi ndi ng their way
onto the extreeenmely wide smiles of dancing boys and girls. It's just the E
Li kewi se, the way
in which Einfiltrates society is nuch |less tinme-based and confrontationa
than was the case
with acid. Einfiltrates through the experience of bliss, so there's nothing
to say or do about it.
The neta'' agenda here is to create a society with no agenda.
As Jody screans over the din of the house nusic, Fuck the agendas.
W just have to
mani fest our culture. You have to trust your heart. That's what Jesus really
said. And that's
what E does. It shows people they have their own conmmn sense. They realize,
| don't need

drones one vocal, in pleeesing gl eeeful breeezes,

this!''
Bruce Ei sner shows up at about midnight, exploring the house scene
and its
rel ationship to Ecstasy for the second edition of his book Ecstasy: The NMDVA
Story. A

veteran of the sixties and just a bit too old to fit in with this crowd, he
al nost sighs as he
explains to E-nthusiastic clubbers how E's preservation of social skills and
ego nmake it a
much better social transfornmer than the psychedelics of his day.
In the sixties, we were sure we were going to have this revolution
t hat woul d change
everything overnight. And it never cane. W got the seventies instead.'
A few girls laugh. They were born in the seventies. Bruce snles
slowy. He's got a
dozen stoned kids hanging on his every word, when in fact he's trying to
under st and t hem
Wth E, you don't get so far out, |like on acid, where you | ose



touch with the physi cal
world. It allows you an easier time to bring the insights back in. Huxley
tal ked a | ot about the
i mportance of integrating the mystical experience with the worldly
experience. He had that
one trip where he decided, “The clear light is an ice cube. Wat's inportant
is love and work
inthe world.' And I ove and work in the world is what Ecstasy shows you.
It's a nmodel for
enlightenment, and the challenge is bringing that into the real world.'
So maybe revol uti on has beconme evol ution as house cul ture awakens
to the fact that
there is nethod behind Gaia' a nadness, and that Darwin wasn't conpletely
right. Life
naturally evol ves toward greater self-awareness, and we don't need to push
it anywhere. The
universe is not a cold sea of indifference but the warm 1living waters of an
over soul
conposed of waves of |ove--Gaia's norphogenetic fields. The nock
sel f -assuredness of the
me'' generation gives way to the inner w nk-w nk-say-no-nore knowi ng of the
E generati on,
as the sixties bell curve finally touches down, and ego fully reintegrates
into a
post psychedelic cul ture.

CHAPTER 7
The Bl ast Furnace of Disillusion

For those still intent on smashing the ego into oblivion and

di scovering the very edge of what it nmeans to be sentient, DMl
(dimethyltryptam ne, and its cousin, 5-hydroxytryptanmine) is the
only answer. It is a naturally occurring hallucinogen that is
usual | y snoked, although shamans snort it and sone aggressive
Western users inject it. It's effect is imedi ate--definitely
within a mnute, usually within seconds--and all-enconpassing. It
cannot even be described in terns of magnitude (one user says,

It's like taking every LSD experience you' ve ever had and
putting themon the head of a pin''), but makes nore sense when
t hought of as a true, hyperdimensional shift. As Terence MKenna
describes it:

The experience that engulfs one's entire being as one slips
beneath the surface of the DMI-ecstasy feels |like the penetration
of a menbrane. The mind and the self literally unfold before
one's eyes. There is a sense that one is made new, yet unchanged,
as if one were nade of gold and had just been recast in the
furnace of one's birth. Breathing is normal, heartbeat steady,
the mind clear and observing. But what of the world? Wat of
i ncom ng sensory data?

Under the influence of DMI, the world becones an Arabian
| abyrinth, a palace, a nore than possible Martian jewel, vast
with notifs that flood the gaping mnd with conpl ex and wordl ess
awe. Color and the sense of a reality-unlocking secret nearby
pervade the experience. There is a sense of other tinmes, and of
one's own infancy, and of wonder, wonder, and nore wonder. It is
an audience with the alien nuncio. In the mdst of this
experience, apparently at the end of human history, guarding
gates that seemsurely to open on the how ing mael strom of the
unspeakabl e enptiness between the stars, is the Aeon

The Aeon, as Heraclitus presciently observed, is a child at



play with colored balls. Many di mi nutive beings are present
there--the tykes, the self-transform ng machi ne el ves of

hyper space. Are they the children destined to be father to the
man? One has the inpression of entering into an ecol ogy of souls
that lies beyond the portals of what we naively call death. | do
not know. Are they the synesthetic enbodi ment of ourselves as the
O her, or of the Other as ourselves? Are they the elves lost to
us since the fading of the magic light of childhood? Here is a
tremendum barely to be told, an epi phany beyond our wil dest
dreans. Here is the real mof that which is stranger than we can
suppose. Here is the mystery, alive, unscathed, still as new for
us as when our ancestors lived it fifteen thousand summers ago.
The tryptamine entities offer the gift of new | anguage; they sing
in pearly voices that rain down as colored petals and fl ow
through the air like hot netal to becone toys and such gifts as
gods woul d give their children. The sense of enotional connection
is terrifying and intense. The Mysteries revealed are real and if
ever fully told will | eave no stone upon another in the small
worl d we have gone so ill in.

This is not the nmecurial world of the UFO to be invoked
fromlonely hilltops; this is not the siren song of lost Atlantis
wai | ing through the trailer courts of crack-crazed Anerica. DMI
is not one of our irrational illusions. | believe that what we
experience in the presence of DMI is real news. It is a nearby
di mension--frightening, transformative, and beyond our powers to
i magi ne, and yet to be explored in the usual way. W nust send
the fearless experts, whatever they may come to mean, to explore
and to report on what they find.'

DMI is the nost hard-core cyberian drug experience for
several reasons. The user penetrates'' another dinension
experiences tinel essness, and then enjoys nonverbal and nonli near
comuni cati on and connectedness. Even "mind'' and self'' unfold,
freeing the user to roam about this dimension unencunbered by
physical, enmotional, and nmental barriers. This is a
psychophar macol ogi cal virtual reality.

DMI is metabolized al nbst as soon as it enters the system
fact that, MKenna argues, indicates a long history of human
co-evolution with its nol ecul ar structure and a wel | -devel oped
nor phogenetic field. He sees DMI and human bei ngs as conpani ons
in the journey toward a hyperdi nensional reality. Still, the
intensity and severity of the DMI experience nake any user aware
that he has taken sonething foreign into his system and that he
may never be the sanme. Nearly everyone who snokes DMI reports
hearing a hi gh-pitched tone corresponding to what they believe is
a carrier wave'' of reality at that nonent. The visual world
begins to vibrate at the sane frequency until everything breaks
up into geonetric patterns and crystalline twinkles. This is when
the "machine elves'' show up, if they're going to. They | ook |ike
little elves, and sonetines hold wands or crystals and seemto be
danci ng or operating sone kind of |ight-and-glass nachinery. The
el ves definitely have a good tine, but by the tine the idea to
join and dance with the elves arises, they' re gone and a
di fferent set of inmages parades by.

Terence and his brother Dennis MKenna's experiences on DMl

shape many of the cyberian conclusions about reality. They

beli eve that DMI works by latching on to the DNA in a user's own
cells. Traditionally, DNA is understood to be the carrier of
genetic information in living things. It is thought to be in the
shape of a double helix (two spirals) so that it can split up and
replicate. The McKennas took this a little further both

a



scientifically and phil osophically by assum ng that DNA works by
resonating certain frequencies to their host cell and organi sm
They believe that when DMI connects with the molecule, the two
strands of the double helix vibrate against each other I|ike
tuning forks, which is why the user hears a tone and al so
experiences such a radically different reality.

Terence and Dennis went to the Amazon to conduct experinents
on thensel ves and test these theories using the state-of-the-art
organi c tryptam nes of the Jivaro |Indian medicine nen. Dennis
heard the nost tones, so he becane the main subject, while
Terence observed and specul ated. The two young nen succeeded in
putting Dennis into a conpletely psychotic state for severa
weeks. But as Dennis freaked out, Terence sat on the other side
of their tent making notes and having insights. Wat he realized
in a sudden flash was that the structure of DNA resenbles that of
t he anci ent Chinese | Ching sequence. Further, their functions
are the sane

As a gene carrier, DNA is what |inks any being to the
ancestors in his evolutionary past and the offspring in his
evolutionary future. The doubl e-helix structure of the nolecule
can be seen as a pair of metaphorical spiral staircases: one
goi ng down into history, the other up into the future. Its
purpose is to conpress linear tine into these two active springs.
(As Shel drake would al so later conclude, the DNA is what sings'
nor phogenetic fields over time and space.) The | Ching is thought
to work the sane way, and uses a sixty-four-part structure al nost
identical to that of DNA to hel p people predict future events and
understand their personal roles in the overall continuumof tine
and space. Finally, back in the United States, Terence and Dennis
used conputers to conpute the I Ching as a huge fractal equation
for all of human history. According to their fractal, called
"Time Wave Zero,'' history and time as we knowit will end in the
year 2012. This date has al so been linked with the Mayan Tzol ki n
cal endar, which many believe also calls 2012 the end of I|inear
time. It nakes the notion of a sinple, global renai ssance pal e by
conpari son.

Many cyberians agree with Terence that end of history is
fast approaching. Wen history is over, human experience will
feel like, you guessed it: a DMI trip. Experimentation wth
tryptam nes, then, is preparation for the com ng hyperdi nmensi ona
shift into a tineless, nonpersonalized reality. It hel ps
cyberians discrimnate between what is linear, tenporary and
arbitrary, and what is truly hyperdinensional. This isn't an easy
t ask.

Downl oading Infinity

Just as the nmpbst earth-shattering information off the
conputer net is useless w thout a conputer capable of downl oadi ng
it into a formthat a user can understand, the DMI experience
provides nothing to a user who can't simlarly downl oad sone
essence of timeless hyperspace into a formhe can understand in
linear reality. However amamzing and blissful the DMI euphoria may
be, com ng down is nuch trickier than with any other
hal | uci nogen. It's no wonder, though. DMI brings one into a new
di mensi on--a di nension where the restrictions of tinme and self
don't exist--so stepping back into frictional, cause-and-effect
reality nust be a | etdown.

Most cyberian users do their DMI in pairs or small groups,
so that they may hel p one another cone down nore easily and
docunent as nuch of every experience as possible. In Gakland, an



entire household cooperative called Horizon is dedicated to
fostering good DMI trips. Several nights a week, the dozen or so
residents sit in acircle on the living roomfloor and take DMl
in sequence. As one tripper returns to earth, the next takes hold
t he pi pe and | aunches hinsel f.

Dan, whom nost consider the head of the house, is a
psychol ogy student at Berkel ey whose doctoral thesis is on shared
states of consciousness. He | eads the eveni ngs and judges whet her
to intervene when soneone is in great physical disconfort or
freaking out too heavily. Tonight, thanks to a connection made by
one of the residents over his computer bulletin board, a new
batch of 5 MAO' DMI has arrived, a close relative of DMI but
even nmore powerfully m nd-bending effects. Dan is aware that
he'll have to watch extra-carefully for disasters tonight--his
wel | -travel ed math professor has warned him "On 5 MAO, you begin
to see the words “brain damage' literally printed out in front of
your eyes.''

The first two adventurers log fairly typical experiences.
One girl curls up into a ball, but energes understandi ng how the
nature of reality is holographic. Each particle of reality
reflects, in a dimway, the whole picture. It doesn't matter who
you are or where you are. Everything that ever happened or ever
wi || happen is available to everyone and everything right now'

The next boy, Armand, who just returned froma three-nonth
vi sionquest to South Anerica, has been taking acid every day this
week in preparation for tonight's cerenony. He remarks how this
circle cerenony is exactly the sane as the way he took ayahuasca
and i bogai ne (organi c psychedelics) with a shaman in the Anazon
Then he lights his pipe and al nost inmediately falls back onto a
pile of pillows. He withes around for several minutes with his
eyes rolled back, then rises, announcing that he's been gone for
three days. He net an entire race of forest creatures, and they
needed his hel p. As he describes the place where he's been, what
t he people look like, how he's eaten with them and even nmade | ove
with one of them another girl in the circle suddenly perks up

Hey! That's the story |'ve been witing!’

Dan establishes that the boy hasn't read the girl's story;
then, with techni ques he has devel oped i n shared-states
psychol ogy, he helps the two relate their stories to each other
Armand has, indeed, been living in Sabrina's fantasy story. He
decides to go back to help his new interdi nensional friends.

Still stoned, Armand rolls back his eyes and he's gone. He
spends about ten nore m nutes noving around on his back. \Wen he
rises again, he explains that in the five mnutes he was absent
fromthe other dinension, several weeks went by and the crisis
was averted without him Armand can't bring hinself to feel happy
about this. He feels that his need to cone back and tell his
experience to the rest of the circle deprived himof his chance
to save the forest creatures.

But they were saved anyway,'' Dan reminds him "It's only
your ego getting in the way now.'

Armand shrugs. Dan doesn't want to let himreenter |ike
this, because the boy m ght be depressed for weeks.

Think of it this way,'' he says, putting a conforting hand
on Armand' s shoul der, "naybe what you and Sabrina did out here,
recounting the story and verifying the reality of the forest
peopl e, is what actually saved them"'’

Jonat han, whose main interest is nmaking rmusic for other
people to listen to while they're on acid, breaks decorum by
taking the pipe and lighting it before Dan and Armand are quite



finished. He had a bad day in the recording studio and wants to
make up for it with a good DMI trip. Now

But as soon as he inhales the DMI snoke, his expression
changes to one of fear--like the |look on a young kid after the
safety bar slans down on a roller coaster. He's stuck on this
ride. Bizarre visions that Jonathan knows he won't renmenber whiz
by. He can see the other people in the room but he can al so see
past them through them around them He can see their
experiences in the lines of their faces, then the |lines becone
his whole reality. They point everywhere. The walls of the room
are gone. This is cool,'' he thinks. "I can take it.'' Then he
gasps in terror, W thinks it's cool?

The flip side of Jonathan's euphoria is that he doesn't know
who he is.

Oh fuck! On fuck!'' Jonathan screans.

Sabrina noves to touch him but Dan hol ds her back. Let him
the | eader warns, "he's got to get through it."'

Just then Andy, a nusician who |ives downstairs, barges in.

Fuck! This new sanpler just erased ny entire drum machi ne's
menory! That's all ny sanples! Al ny patterns! Weks ... nonths
of work!'' Dan quickly gets Andy out, but the synchronicity is
not |ost on the menbers of the circle.
Jonat han, are you okay?'' Dan asks gently. The tripper

stares up at himfromthe floor. "Jonathan?'

Jonat han suddenly sits up. |'myour creation, aren't |?

VWat do you nean?'

You nade ne, didn't you? I'monly here when you' re on DMI.
O herwise | don't exist, do I?'"' Jonathan stares cynically at his
creator. "And you gave ne this drug now, because it was tine for
me to know, right?

Sabrina is worried. She's been attracted to the boy for sone
time and would hate to | ose himnow Jonathan?'' she says,
putting her hand on his back.

Jonat han | urches forward as if he's been stabbed. He
breat hes heavily, holding his head in his hands, crying intensely
and then suddenly stopping.

Hours later, after everyone el se has their chance to try the
new drug, Jonathan expl ai ns what happened to hi m when Sabri na
touched his back. | had forgotten who | was. | had no identity
ot her than being Dan's creation. Then, all of a sudden |I heard ny
nane- - Jonat han. And | renenbered ny |ast nane, and ny nom and

go,

went, "Wait a mnute.' It was as if all the fragments of ny life
had been bl own apart and | was sticking them back in ny body. |
was eagerly grabbing the information; | wanted this illusion of
my life. | was eagerly pasting it back on ne. | was willingly
accepting this illusion.'

Sabrina feeds Jonat han chocol ate chip cookies in the kitchen
as life at Horizon huns back to normal. Dan watches Jonat han out
of the corner of his eye.

There's still this conversation going on in ny head
saying--'W're sorry you had to find out this way,''' Jonathan
says.

You still think you're a DMI creation of Dan's?'' Sabrina
asks.

No. Jonathan is just a role I'mplaying! It's as if the
whol e search of life is not to obtain sone kind of know edge, but
trying to renenber what you lost at birth. '"W're sorry you had
to find out this way. Such a shock to you. But now you know ..
you're not Jonathan."''

Sabrina frowns. She was hoping that the cyberian truth



woul dn't be so depressing.

Jonat han reads her instantly and takes her hand. It was a
good experience, Sabrina, don't you see? Whatever God is, we're
all one thing. We're all part of the sane thing. W' ve got no
identity of our owmn. 5 MAODM is |like when you die. Life is like
this dream and when you die you go, "Ch wow It was so real!"’
And then discovering that higher level--it's not like “Ch ny god
I'"mthat higher self?" It's nore like discovering “1'mnot that
back there. | thought | was Jonathan--how silly!"""’

Dan smles and quietly noves out of the room The downl oad
has been successf ul

Strai ght and St oned

It's hard to know whet her these people are touching the next
reality or sinply frying their brains. Transformation, no doubt,
is occurring in either case. But no matter how rmuch permanent
damage may be taking place, there is substantial evidence that
t hese voyagers are experiencing sonmething at |east as revel atory
as in any other mystical tradition. The grow ng nunbers of
nor mal - seem ng Anericans who are enjoying DMI on a regul ar basis
attests, at least, to the fact that even the npbst extrenely
di sorienting DMI adventures need not hanper one's ability to | ead
a productive'' life.

Worl d sharing and discovery of parallel realities fills the
DMIr afternoons of G acie and Zarkov,'' she a published
ant hropol ogi st, he an established and successful investnment
anal yst. Sex swingers in the 1970s, they becane psychedelic
voyagers in the 1980s and sel f-published their findings in Notes
from Underground: A Gracie and Zarkov Reader out of their East
Bay hone.

A cross between an opi um den and a sex chanber, their
bedroom takes up at least half of their house. Wiile nost
people's parties end up in the kitchen, Gracie and Zarkov's end
up here in the bedroom which is equipped with an el aborate
[ighting system hi dden behind translucent sheets on the walls and
in the ceiling panels, a rempte control sound system and severa
cabinets filled with straps, studs, and belly-dancing gear

Their witings on psychedelics are a detail ed and
wel | -t hought - out cross between the Physician's Desk Reference and
a Wi ne-tasting guide; in describing the drug 2CB they poi nt out
details such as there is a long, lowlevel tail to the trip.'
They' ve becone regul ar Mondo 2000 contri butors, avid heavy- et al
fans, and frequent DMI travelers. They spend their free hours
experimenting with new types of psychedelics and new conbi nati ons
of old ones. Gracie occasionally manifests the spirit of a fenmale
goddess, nost often Kali, and the two indul ge in hyperhedoni smon
an order uni magi nable by others in their professiona
fields--hence the pseudonynms. But Zarkov's practical, rationalist
Wal|l Street sensibilities shine through his storytelling about
psychedelics. To Zarkov, it's all a question of hardware and
sof t war e.

Tryptanmi nes are a real phenonenon. If you take a high dose
of tryptam nes you see certain things. | ama believer that you
are not a blank slate when you' re born. You're a |long conplicated
product of genetic engineering by the Goddess, under all sorts of
selection criteria. And there's a hell of a lot of hardware and
wetware, so that DMI's not going to change everybody, or
everybody positively. That has to do with how you' re wired up
and how you're rai sed. Now, ny experiences have been extrenely
positive, but several of my closest friends are dead as a result



of psychedelic drugs. If you're not up to handling heavy
equi prent, DM is a very dangerous, very powerful hallucinogen
It's extrenmely strong.'

Graci e and Zarkov can be consi dered desi gner beings. They
use their DMI experiences to consciously recreate their
identities in their professional worlds.

Gracie and | have devel oped the ability to wite sone
software to beconme significantly different people. That is a big
advantage in ternms of being able to run our lives.'' They
sometines like to think of thensel ves as ant hropol ogi sts from
anot her di nension, nerely observing the interactions and concerns
of human bei ngs.

Zar kov makes practical use out of the sublime DMI state to
redesign the personality he uses in real life. He enjoys his DMl
experience, then downloads it in order to devise new business
strategi es or even new sexual techniques--but he does not take
any of it too seriously. Zarkov remains convinced that our
reality is not making a wholesale |leap out of history. Hs views
sharply contrast those of his good friend Terence MKenna.

I don't buy Terence's whol e package. | just say that right
out. On the other hand, Terence is on to a lot of very inportant
t hi ngs. Does that nean that the world's going to conme to an end
in 20127 Does that nean that there's going to be a ngjor
bi furcation? I don't see it that way. Adrug is a tool, like a
m croscope, a telescope, or aradio. Is it sone godlike
nmet aphysical entity? Where | part conpany with Terence is where
he tal ks about the drug as a netaphysical entity which | ooks,
snells, tastes, and acts like God. |I don't believe in God.'

Terence attributes Zarkov's obstinacy to an inability to
transl ate the experience of the infinite, egoless reality into a
nodel that can jive with his experience of daily, straight life.
Zarkov is great at downl oadi ng useful information, but, stil
attached to his personality, he is not equipped to deal with the
nost crushi ng nonpersonal cyberian conclusions. It's a question
of his ability to downl oad threatening materi al

Zarkov is terrified of psilocybin, and a fairly ego-bound
person. He is forceful, opinionated, and it never enters his mnd
that he mght not be entirely 100 percent correct. The couple of
times that he's tried to take nushroons it's just been too rough
for him because of the dissolving of the ego and surrender. This
is the issue for nost mal es and nost domi nator types--is how can
you fling yourself into the blast furnace of disillusion?

The point here is not to pit Zarkov and MKenna agai nst each
other, but to distinguish the specific qualities of the cyberian
psychedel i ¢ experience fromother sorts of psychedelic
experi ences. What nakes a vision qualify for the renaissance is
that it is an experience of greater nystical dinensionality,
whi ch can then be translated down, at least in part, to the
t hree-di mensional realm One nust retain an inkling of the
infinite--an intimation of imortality. As Terence argues:

You have to download it [the DMI experience] into sone kind
of nmodel, and | don't know why I'mso able to do that. It nay be
because of a bad upbringing. Because really there is nothing new
about this. This is what |urks behind Kabbalismand Catholic
hermeneutics. If you talk to the village priest, that's bullshit;
but if you talk to the theol ogians of the Jesuit order, they will
tell you God will enter history. History is the shock wave of
eschatol ogy--the fall of all these dinensional nodels. This is
the secret that lies behind religion, but religion has been
subverted for mllenia as a tool of social control through the



notion of norality. Mrrality has nothing to do with it. It isn't
good people who go to heaven. It's smart people who go to
heaven. '’

CHAPTER 8
1234567: Al Smart People Go to Heaven

Earth Grl--a beautiful if slightly otherworldly
twenty-year-old fromLos Angeles--is at M. Floppy's Firm and
Fl oppy house party in Qakland, explaining the effects of Psuper
Cybertonic to several young girls who have traveled fromthe
suburbs to get a taste of the house scene. Adorning her Snart Bar
(a Peter Max version of Lucy's psychiatrist's booth) are several
posters of mnushroons, spaceships, and | oose quotes from The
St arseed Transmi ssi ons:

As this new awareness increasingly filters into everyday
| evel s of human function, and as nore and nore individual human
cells becone aware of what is taking place, the change will
accel erate exponentially. Eventually, the psychic pressure

exerted by a critical mass of humanity will reach levels that are
sufficient to tip the scales. At that nonment, the rest of
humanity will experience the instantaneous transfornmation of a

proportion you cannot now conceive.'

Earth Grl and her traveling Smart Bar offer two brain
nutrient mxtures: the Cybertonic and a stinulant drink called
Energy Elicksure, made from ephedra (an herb related to the
active ingredient in Sudafed, the cold nedicine that keeps one
fromgetting drowsy) and a few amino acid uppers. Her advice to
t he hi gh-schoolers is heartfelt but somewhat underinforned. She
relies heavily on the fact that these herbs are 100 percent
safe, used for centuries by ancient cultures, and nmake you fee
really good.'' The girls all buy the Cybertonic for $3 a gl ass
and chug it down. "Light up and live,'' Earth Grl calls after
the kids as they return to the dance fl oor.

A punki sh boy stunbles up to the bar at about 4:00 a.m His
girlfriend wants to dance till dawn but the LSD he took at three
that afternoon has sucked about as nuch in adrenaline as it
offered in insight. Earth Grl sells hima large cup of tangy
Energy Elicksure, and soon he's back under the strobe Iights,
pul sing with new life.

It is the kind of scene that would horrify parents. Wat the
hel ' s goi ng on?

Earth Grl isn't really selling drugs; she's selling
nutrients. Drugs are patented nedicati ons that enhance brain
function; nutrients are nonpatented substances that the body uses
nore |ike food to do the sane thing, usually |less invasively but
also a bit less effectively. They include substances |ike the
am no acid L-pryoglutamate, the herb G ngko bil oba, niacin,
lecithin, and certain vitamns. Earth Grl's brews are slightly
altered versions of prepackaged nutrient m xes avail abl e at
health food stores or through multilevel marketers. These mi xes
bear the names of Durk Pearson and Sandy Shaw, whose book Life
Extension first publicized the existence of smart chem cals and
the notion of nutrient-enhanced designer beings'' back in the
1970s.

Smart drugs (with names |ike vasopressin--a snorted
spray--hydergi ne and piracetam are generally unavailable in this
country. Depending on the | egal weather, these drugs can be
purchased through the mail from pharmaceutical comnpani es overseas
because of a | oophol e demanded by AIDS patients who wanted access



to drugs not approved for use in the United States. (For nore
i nformation, see Dean and Mdrgenthal er, Smart Drugs and
Nutrients.) Smart drugs fall between the cracks of Anmerica's
ability to conprehend the uses of nedication, which is why we
have such a cl oudy understanding of their abilities and their
cat egori zati on.

Most cyberians understand the science by now Acetyl choline
is one of the chemicals that allow for transm ssion of
i nformation at the nerve synapses. As we get older, our supply of
acetyl choline decreases. While we can't just eat acetylcholine to
i ncrease the supply in the brain, we can take its precursors,
such as choline, as well as chenmicals that tend to increase our
own production of acetylcholine by the cholinergic system Sone
of these chem cals are now called nootropics'' (noos, "mnd "' +
tropein, to turn''--that is, "acting on the mnd '), the new
class of drugs that provide cognitive enhancenent with no
toxicity.

The nost wi dely used, over-the-counter smart nutrients are
m xtures of several forms of choline along with a few of the
enzynes and co-enzynmes that turn theminto acetyl choline. Earth
Grl's Cybertonic is a conbination of choline, acetylcholine
precursors, and co-factors. Their effect is noticeable over tine
but not very dramatic. The sudden increase in popularity and
marketing visibility of these nutrients is due to the fact that
ot her, much nore potent smart substances have arrived in Cyberia.
It is a case of fame by association

The pyrrolidone derivatives are the smart substances
deserving the nost attention. In an unknown way, they inprove the
functioning of the cholinergic system They increase nmenory,
boost intelligence, and enhance certain kinds of |earning. They
were originally used for diseases of old age such as Al zheiner's
and senility. The nost widely distributed one in Europe is a
geriatric nedication called piracetam which is unavailable in
the United States. (Users here purchase it directly from European
distributors through the mail.) It is a fast-acting,
easy-to-notice cognitive enhancer. Walter Kirn, a novelist and
smart drugs user (whomwe'll rneet |later), describes piracetan s
effect as going through life wearing a mner's lanp with a beam
of intelligence.'' Nearly everyone who takes it experiences
greater ability to conceptualize conplex problens and to retain
i nf ormati on.

Users' reactions to the drugs differ, and all have their
preferred conbi nati ons and dosages. It's quite comon to see a
bottl e of vasopressin on a conputer termnal, next to a bar of
chocol ate or a pack of cigarettes. A particularly dense passage
of text to understand or a conplex series of steps to wite into
a progranf? A blast of vasopressin and everything gets clear in
less than a minute. Going to have a difficult day filled with
i nterviews? Probably better off with piracetam or pyroglutanate
in a few doses spread out over the course of the day--that added
articul ateness and recall will conme in handy. And, of course,
don't forget the daily dose of hydergine until the end of the
semester. Jet lag still a problen? Maybe some L-tyrosine (an
ami no acid) to wake up this norning instead of coffee--it works
as well, without the jitters or the stress to the adrenal system
Smart drugs even hel p psychedelics users come down off difficult
trips.

Smart drugs don't get cyberians high or stoned, but they do
seemto help them cope with conpl ex computer problens,
ego- bendi ng phil osophical or spiritual inquiry, odd hours, a



hi ghly pressurized work environment, or a creativity |apse. The
nost common perception anbng users is that they have gai ned the
ability to deal with nore than one or two paraneters of a problem
at the sane time. A computer programer, for example, gains the
ability to track three or four different interdependent functions
t hrough a series of program commands rather than only one. Snart
drugs give some witers the ability to keep hal f-a-dozen pl ot
points in mnd at once. Psychedelics users report the ability to
downl oad nore of the information and realizations of a trip when
t hey augnent the com ng-down period with smart drugs.

A typical smart drug user receives his supplies from
| aboratories in Europe, then creates his own regi men based on
sel f-experinmentation. Personal neurochem cal adjustnent,'' as
users call it, is designer consciousness. Earth Grl's
distributor, Lila MlIlow Wipkit, a large, bald, hedonistic snart
drugs enthusiast, |oves explaining how this neurochenica
sel f-nmodul ation fits in to the new paradigm He often sits behind
Earth Grl's Smart Bar sharing his wealth of data and insi ght
wi th newcormers.

Per sonal neurochem cal adjustnent--the equivalent is
per sonal paradi gm and belief adjustnent. And there's a basic
presupposition stolen fromcybernetics that's used in NLP
[ neurolinguistic programm ng]: the organismw th the nost
requi site behavior--the broadest variety of requisite
behavior--will always control any situation.'

To Lila, smart drugs, NLP, and cybernetics are all basically
t he sanme thing: programm ng.

In other words, if two people interact and they're trying
to get sonething done, the one who has the nost variety in
behavior is the one who will be in charge and decide where it's
gonna go. It's an excellent operating presupposition. It works
nost of the time, because that person's nore able to conpronise
and come up with ideas, they're |l ess stuck. Think about children
who are getting a good Christian education right now Were are
t hose peopl e gonna be in the future? They're gonna be what Hunter
S. Thonpson called “the dooned.' They are the dooned. They have
one belief system they have one basic operating strategy, which
is the avoi dance of pleasure. That's about it in Christianity as
far as your real life. You get to kneel and pray to this dead
guy.'

What Lila argues is twofold. First, smart drugs and
nutrients open up new neural pathways, allow for new t houghts and
nmore flexibility in conceptualizing. Those who take smart drugs
can understand nore patterns and survive better. Second, and nore
i mportant, the inplicit argument he nmakes is that the idea of
smart drugs and the willingness to experinent with themare
t hensel ves heral ds of the new paradigm Not only is a smart drugs
user nore equipped to deal with the increasingly conplex reality
matrix; a person willing to take smart drugs is already coping
better. He has taken the first step toward becom ng a designer
bei ng.

The Readiness Is A
Downl oadi ng the nassive informati on wave emanating fromthe
end of time is no easy task. Sure, a stockbroker can use snart
drugs to help hinmself draw broader concl usions about certain
mar ket data, but cyberians have al ways known that the rea
destiny of these chemicals is to foster the processing of the
i nconcei vabl e.
Mark Hel ey had just graduated Canbridge when he first found



smart drugs. An experienced psychedelic explorer, Heley already
believed that the earth is heading toward a great bifurcation
point. As a woul d-be usher of the final paradigm he knew what
was required of him a hierarchical leap in his mnd s ability to
identify, process, store, and articulate the conplexities of
eschat ol ogi cal accel eration. Mark was already smart--very
smart--but he'd need to be even snarter to face the chall enges
ahead. He knew that smart drugs were going to play a major role
in the formati on of Cyberia, and he knew he was going to be a
part of it.

At that time Earth Grl, who hadn't yet abandoned her given
nane, Neysa, was visiting England. Her nother was a New Age
extrem st, and Neysa, age eighteen, had left the West Coast to
get away fromwhat she saw as trivial and fake spirituality. She
wasn't goi ng back until she knew had sonmething to fill the
vacuum

As a witer for England's I D, Heley exploited his Canbridge
phi | osophy education to becorme an articulate | auncher of cultura
viruses. In articles and | ectures on topics ranging from
permacul ture farm ng techni ques to technoshamani sm Hel ey defi ned
t he ways and nmenes of cyberian culture in London. He was DJing
for a house club and running a brain gym' (brain machine rental
store), and in the process he gathered a wide following for a
twenty-four-year-old. Neysa, for the tinme being, was just hangi ng
out. When they net, they knew it would be forever

In many ways, Heley and Neysa are opposites. He's an
i ntell ectual who grounds every psychedelic revelation into a
plan. He's all business, and even his nost far-reaching DMI
experiences nean nothing to himif he can't process theminto
concrete realizations about the nature of reality. If those
realizations are to be worth anything, he rmust al so quickly
determ ne how to comuni cate themto others through articles,
chemicals, club events, or cultural viruses. Heley is a mnd. So
much so, that his body, often neglected through aggressive
chemi cal use and | ack of sleep, revolts in the formof Chronic
Fati gue Syndrome, which incapacitates himconpletely for weeks or
even nonths at a tine.

Neysa lives through her body al nost exclusively. She can
feel what she calls spiritual weather,'' evaluate people at a
gl ance, and predict events in the weeks ahead entirely through
her body. She is incapable of articulating her experience through
wor ds, but has devel oped her own "l anguage of heart,'' which
takes the formof a smile, a touch, an enbrace, or even sex.

Wher ever she goes, a cluster of admirers forns around her | ooking
for the security that her carefree yet self-assured nmanner offers
them Wth the help of Heley and his cyberian epi phani es, Neysa
was able to enbrace the New Age ideas of her nmother in a new,
cyberian context. Then she was conplete: Earth Grl was born

Where Hel ey valued smart drugs for their nental effects,
Earth Grl saw them as a physical preparation for the com ng age.
They both knew that smart drugs and the cyberian designer mn nds
that the chenicals fostered needed to be broadcast to a w der
audi ence. Anerica was ripe and ready. A few books on the
subst ances had cone out in the United States, but popular, club
culture had no idea what was going on. Together, then, they
decided to put smart drugs and cyber culture on the map.

After severing ties with his partners at the Mnd Gymin
London, Mark Hel ey cane back to the Bay Area with Neysa and a new
i dea: Smart Bars. They could distribute the drugs as healthy
fruit drinks over the counter right next to the dance fl oor



Mark' s medi a savvy and pharnmaceuti cal experience coul d devel op

the idea into a workabl e concept. Neysa's personality and flair
made her the perfect barperson and iconic representati on of new,
desi gner being. Their mission was clear

In San Franci sco, Heley was introduced to Di ana, a Berkel ey
dropout who, with her friend Preston, was running Toon Town, an
under ground rovi ng house event for kids fed up with haughty dance
hal | at nospheres. Heley's nultidinmensional |anguage and strong
i deas soon earned himDiana as his newgirlfriend, as well as a
position as one of the coordinators of Toon Town. Heley's
presence quickly mani fested as an infusion of cyber-culture
viruses. Rooms were set aside for brain machines, virtual reality
denonstrations, sales of books and tapes, and the infanmous Smart
Bar. Wile Preston would later resist Heley's netabrainstorm for
the tine being it made Toon Town the highest profile house
gathering in town. That, coupled with Diana's gentle pleading and
positive attitude, kept conpetition between the two nmen in check

Hel ey, who by now had inherited and updated Ken Kesey's role
as charismatic visionary of the San Franci sco psychedelic
underground, invited the press and public to sanple the Smart Bar
and other attractions at the cyber disco'' party. Wile he tells
only the facts to the press, "Snmart drugs enhance
neur of unctioning legally and safely,'' he shares the real secret
of his success with anyone who thinks to ask

My theory is that all that's happening is really the sane
thing. There are cultural viruses which are actually no nore than
el aborate placebos to draw people in. They're not the actua
t hi ngs that are happening. For exanple, smart drugs and virtua
reality, these are two of ny favorite cultural viruses because
they really hit wide and hard. Virtual reality cones fromthe
heart of a society which is really wired in to technology; it's a
powerful cultural virus for people to interface with a conputer
in a harnoni ous way. And yet, if you try to experience it, you're
sadly di sappointed. O you take a smart drug and even after
designing an intelligent program you realize that you' ve had al
this inside you in the first place. People think they're going to
get evolved using smart drugs, when actually you've got to be
evolved to want to use themin the first place.’

But Earth Grl shares a different story. Her enthusiasmfor
smart drugs and her newfound fanme are irresistible. She puts her
hair up in a Bardot-neets-Diller dredl ocked beehive, and wears
Day-d o silk robes. She offers her take on the smart drug virus
to the crowds who have gat hered

For me they're really good "cause | do enjoy getting high
as everyone does. | love altered states--they're fun. But | can't
do the “body degeneration trip' anynore, especially the nental
one. Pot turns ne into a noron. And a |lot of these other kids are
doi ng so many drugs in one night that they' re depleting
t hensel ves of vitam ns and minerals that these drinks put back
W1l they feel nore | ove and conmunication ability fromthe
Psuper Cybertonic? Probably not. But at |east they're going to be
mai nt ai ni ng a bal ance. They're tripping forever. They don't eat
for days. So | say, “~Ckay, here, have sone of this, this is al
of the daily whatever you need. It's cheap, and it's actually,
really, really, really, really good for you so just like get into
it.' "

Mark gets pretty annoyed as Earth G rl babbles on to the
press. He knows her words are heartfelt, but they're also
m ndl ess and dangerous. Soon, Earth Grl is nore of a phenonenon
than the smart drinks thenselves. She's gathered a posse of



young, nostly gay or sexually nondescript hangers-on whom she
calls the Foxy Seven. To anyone uninvolved in the scene, Earth
Grl begins to |look nore and nore |ike a space cadet--or, in even
the best light, a new version of the stereotypical San Francisco
fag hag.'' The control she begins to exhibit over her seven
assistant bartenders is absolute. She is their nother and
spiritual guide. She holds out the prom se of glory and
adventure, and it's all in the formof an el aborate theater/comc
book/ cosm ¢ fantasy.

Earth Grl shares her new vision of the Smart Bar m ssion
wi th her squadron as they set up her portable booth.

We're doing this because what we really are is, witers and
performers. This is the perfect way to get in. W' re going to
make our own com ¢ book. We can keep | aunching all of our stuff.
That's why we all have to dress up. W're the Foxy Seven--Earth
Grl, Galactic Geg, Dynama, Geenfire. W get to play. Play and
serve "'

Earth Grl takes on the tone of a restaurant manager
briefing her new waiters, but in the |anguage of a Course in
Mracles instructor on |ocal cable access. Wen people are
tal king to you and aski ng questions, they're |ooking at you I|ike
you're an authority, so you conceive thought. And the stuff that
we put up--the pictures of nushroons, quotes from The Starseed
Transm ssions--it will help you keep on suggesting all this stuff
hypnotically and sublimnally. | mean, everyone needs a little
awar eness kick, as far as |'mconcerned.’

Hel ey begins to feel it is Earth Grl who needs the
awar eness kick. First, she has started bringing the Snart Bar
whi ch Toon Town paid for, to other clubs. Heley has been working
a carefully controlled culturo-viral experiment--nowit is

out.'' Second, the kind of indiscrimnate, overflow ng

ent husi asm she exhi bits clouds many of the issues that Heley is
attenpting to clarify. She's even been on national television
news saying, "Smart drugs are really really really really really
really really really really really good!’

But things get even worse when Rolling Stone shows up to do
a piece on smart drugs. O course, Earth Grl is the center of
the interview Alcohol, cigarettes, coffee--work culture is drug
culture,'' she explains to their reporter. "Wth smart drugs,
there's no hangover, you're not depressed, you have a better
menory. Instead of getting fucked up and meking a fool of
yourself, you're nore in touch.'

Hel ey is incensed by her bl anket statenents, which
counteract nonths of his machinations. He broods in a back room
with the contenpt of spurned lover. Alcohol is out there. Its
dangers are well known. It's pronmoted by a massive machi ne. She's
runni ng up agai nst sonethi ng which she can never ever hope to
defeat. What are they going to do? Stop selling al cohol? No
fucking way. It just has to be played out. What you' ve got to do
is move the ground. You don't attack the nmonster. You infect him
like a virus. Neysa's attitude is alnost like a sixties' “left
thing; it's like, “attack the nonster.' But if you do that, you
becorme the nonster. You're playing to spectacle. Wat we should
do is simply infect the monster and let it destroy itself. By
activating a nmedia virus. And a media virus isn't a nedia attack
it's something which exposes things internally.’

This conflict made for a tense week in Cyberia, as Earth
Grl explains: Honestly, the best way to tell on a reflection
level is the weather, as |I'msure you know. And if you just check
t he weat her out for the past three days it's just like ... it's



still ... we're coming out, we're trying to cone out of it."'

It seemed to be a week in which cyberians were | earning that
somewher e el se, someone el se was doing exactly the same thing
they were. Soneone else was witing a book about cyber culture.
Soneone el se was m xi ng a new house tune. Someone el se was
creating a club. Someone el se was doing a Smart Bar. In addition
it had been raining for four days, and nearly everyone was
fighting the same cold. No one was fully sick, but everyone felt
under the weat her.

Sitting with Earth Grl in a Thai restaurant on Haight
Street, | take some of the herbal fornulas that Lila
Mel | ow Whi pkit has given me for ny sniffles. Earth Grl explains
to me how everything fits together. In spite of her
generalizations, Earth Grl is a sensitive, spiritually mature’
young wonan. It would be a mistake to | et her cosnic jargon
obscure her quite perceptive observations on human nature in the
trenches of Cyberi a:

The weirdness of this weekend is that everyone's
di scovering all these parallel things that are going on and
everyone's reeling fromthe fear of “do it first.' But this is
just the realization of a universal mnd!l O course everyone's
doing it all at the same tinme. It's all part of the sane thing!
Everyone's fighting a cold, and feels like they' ve got a cold,
but ... it's not breaking through ... it's a slightly physica
thing, but it's much nore psychol ogi cal because in this tinme al
the fear can get in and all these negative thoughts and all this

stuff can get in, and it is getting in. It did get in ... but now
| feel today we're coming out of it. W've still got a lot of
shit we've got to work out personally, |ike, group-w se.'

To Earth Grl and her followers, the current friction is
really a norphogenetic stress. Many people are having the sane
i deas at the sanme times because they are all connected
nor phogeneti cally. The sickness and fear results fromthe
inability to break the fiction of individuality. But in the cyber
culture world, the denizens nust realize that they are al
connected. Their commitnent to the nmetatransformation of humanity
has put themall into the same weather system'' They nust be
content with never "owning'' an idea. There is no roomfor pride
or credit.

But Earth Grl also seens to realize that her final
all egiance is to herself and the Foxy Seven. Survival and
anbi ti on--however rationalized--still take precedence. By the
time the Rolling Stone piece goes to press, Earth Grl has gone
off to Big Heart City, another club in town, which gives her
their entire basenent (which was the location of TimLeary's
reception last nmonth) to create a smart drugs | ounge. There, she
wi Il be queen bee, and will never again have to put up with Hel ey
or his mld-mannered political arrogance. Her Smart Lounge wil|
just light up and live.’

Hel ey, meanwhile, partners with Chris, an electrica
engi neering student and smart nutrients chem st whose know edge
of neurochenmistry is as vast as Earth Grl's know edge of
spiritual weat her.

It stops raining Friday afternoon, and Chris, Heley,
Preston, and Di ana convene at 650 Howard Street (a club that has
becorme the tenporary home of Toon Town) to eat the free hors
d' oeuvres that the daytime bar gives out during happy hour
Havi ng reviewed the Rolling Stone article, they now di scuss
strategies to keep their new and i nproved Smart Bar sans Earth
Grl, called the Nutrient Cafe, on the cutting edge of



neur o- enhancenent. Mark gets on one of his articul ate inpassi oned
riffs about the smart drugs virus, as the others drink beer and
nod. Not that they haven't heard all this before, but noddi ng
general |y keeps Mark fromgetting too worked up and pissed of f.
Heley's main regret is that the Smart Bar, which was supposed to
be an outlet for true information about good drugs and bad drug
laws, turned into a nedia joke.

It's a war on information. If you're not capabl e of
fighting the wong information then you' re not capabl e of
fighting the machine. The point is, that if we manage to conbi ne
the subtlety of good information with the bludgeon of its nedia
i npact, we'd have had a tool against the war on drugs. Wat do we
have at the noment? Petty hype for a bunch of nultilevel
mar ket i ng peopl e who want to scama few fucking dollars out of
somet hing that doesn't do what they say it does.

What coul d have happened is that we could have gotten to a
| evel where we could have argued the case for the conplete
restructuring of the drug patenting laws just on their own
internal logic. Piracetamis not available in the U S., not
because of any toxicity, or any side effects, but because it's
not patented. Because the conpany that invented it didn't patent
it. At the tine, it just wasn't thought of as commrercially
vi abl e. The psychotropic effects of piracetam were discovered
years later. Also, there's no FDA approval procedure for a
nootropic drug. It has to be for Al zheimer's, or it has to be for
treating strokes.'

Hel ey's disgust is well founded. Today, nobst smart drugs are
not available in the United States even to victins of geriatric
di sease. In order for a drug to get FDA approval, a

phar maceuti cal conpany must spend millions of dollars on tests.
It's worth it to these conpanies to do the tests only if they
know they will have a patent on the nedication; with piracetam

t he conpani es know t hey cannot get a patent. So, instead, they
race to devel op substances simlar to piracetam and then patent
t hose. Meanwhile, only the underground knows of piracetamns
exi stence, and it's in the pharnmaceutical conpanies' best
interests to keep it that way. The FDA obliges, and npost doctors
who know of the drug do not buck the systemor risk liability by
orderi ng unapproved substances from overseas.

In even nore ludicrous cases, chenmicals and nutrients |ike
DHEA (not legal in the United States) and L-pyroglutamate (which
is available at any good health store) have been studi ed by
phar maceuti cal conpani es and proven to enhance cognitive skills
in humans. But the conpanies intentionally conceal these studies
and instead attenpt to devel op variants of these chem cals that
can be patented and sold nore profitably. Some of these
subst ances have even been shown to be effective in treating AlDS
but, again, since the drugs are not patentable, the studies done
on them are suppressed. In one case, a scientist has been issued
a court order not to reveal the results of his discoveries about
DHEA. Hel ey believes that smart drugs, as a cultural virus, wll
expose how the American heal th-care business nay be our nation's
nost serious health threat:

Smart drugs is a good way of burrowing in there. The
argunent ation that surrounds smart drugs, the web of the cultura
virus, is just a wormdesigned to eat into those regulatory
bodi es and expl ode them by turning the mirror back on thensel ves.
If we can create a cogent argunent we can show up their
structural inadequacies. The war on drugs, for exanple, being
this bl anket war on drugs. You can advertise cigarettes and



al cohol and there are all these horrible over-the-counter drugs
that you can buy; painkillers in this country are pretty fucking
dubious to say the least. But the thing that can't be said in
Anerican culture, because of that nassive nedia attack, is that
some drugs are good for you in some ways.

What | object to is the smart drug argunent being
conpl etely obscured. Now the FDA has a counteraction. Their
counterattack has been to cl ose the | oophole which allows the
i mportation of smart drugs. And that is the only rational piece
of legislature in the entire cannon of Anerican drug | aws. And
that wasn't a | oophol e established by the smart drugs novenent;
it was established by Act Up, and by AIDS activist organizations
over a long period of time with sustained political pressure of
an absolutely enornous nagnitude. All the FDA is waiting for one
public excuse for closing this, and it's gone.'

Diana rises to get nore food. Heley realizes he's
grandstanding a bit, and justifies hinmself. | admit that we nade
a mstake with this thing. It got out of hand. Wat we're doing
nowis we're actually trying to put this right. Doing this
Nutrient Cafe: really straightforward. W' re not hyping, we're
not going do a nmedia virus about it, but we'll provide a really
good product within a certain mlieu, and lots of information
about it. And if we conpletely stay within the |laws as they exi st
at the nonent, it'll just do the fucking job without all of the
bul | ocks. "'

Di ana returns with sone chicken wings and joins in the
conversation. That bar never even evolved. Wen we started it
the whol e idea was that Mark and Neysa [Earth Grl] would create
t hese products. They knew that Durk and Sandy products were shit
anyway. That's never happened. v

Mark defends: Well it's not just that they're shit; they're
old. It's told and tired."'

The only thing that's evolved down in that basenment [Earth
Grl's new Smart Lounge],'' Diana continues with candor, "is that
there's nore decorations. And there's nore flash and there's nore
superstars. And that's not the point. There's no books down
there, there's no information, there's no panphlets, there's no
not hi ng, and the people that designed it didn't know shit about
it. Not that | do, but I'mnot selling the stuff.’

Mark interrupts: I'mcertainly not washing my hands of it,
because we're all partly responsible; we instituted a ot of the
processes that lead to this thing. But | find myself radically
di sagreeing with the way she's doing it. It's not her, it's not
even the way that she's approaching it. It's the way that she's
allowing it to go. It's a group thing. It's not Neysa, the owners
of Big Heart City, Rolling Stone, or Lila Mellow Wipkit. It's
basically what all of themwant out of it. This is a propagation
of an inmedi ate product over sonething which is an informational
t hi ng. How many peopl e have ever fucking taken smart drugs since
we started this? That's a nmeasure of its failure. The people that
fucking do the Smart Bar don't even use them''

He stares off into space. He knows his ego is probably as
responsi ble for his upset as the political vulnerability of Earth
Grl's glanour inmage.

It's a matter of fine balance. | really believe that if it
had gone other ways, that FDA | oophole wouldn't even be in
qguestion. | think we'll still manage to keep it open, maybe we

have to do sone repair work. It should never ever have been this
way. It's just nmy stupidity to allow it to happen.'
Maybe he shoul d have taken nore smart drugs.



CYBERI A PART 3
Technoshamani sm The Transiti on Team

CHAPTER 9
Sli pping Qut of History

Much nore than arenas for drug activism Toon Town and ot her
house'' events are Cyberia's spiritual conventions. House is
nore than a dance craze or cultural sensation. House is cyberian
religion. But the priests and priestesses who hope to usher in
the age of Cyberia have problenms of their own.

We're at an early Toon Town--the night Rolling Stone came to
wite about Earth Grl and the Smart Bar. It's their first party
since one fateful night three weeks ago when their giant,
outdoor, illegal rave got crashed by the cops and they | ost
t housands of dollars. Preston is still alittle pissed at Hel ey
over that nishap. The English newconer got too ambitious, and now
Preston and Di ana's baby, Toon Town, is in serious debt. They may
never recover, and all Heley can think about are his dam
cultural viruses. This used to be a dance cl ub!

Hel ey's in no mood for argunents now. It's 11:00 p.m Earth
Grl hasn't shown up with her bar--correction: with Toon Town's
bar. She isn't picking up her phone. The laser is malfunctioning.
It's still early, but it's already clear that either the owners
of this venue or the hired doorpeople are stealing noney. A
Rolling Stone reporter is on his way to wite about the Smart
Bar, which is nowhere to be found. R U. Sirius and Jas Morgan,
the editors of Mondo 2000 mmgazine, arrive with about forty
friends whomthey'd |i ke added to the guest list. Tonight is
supposed to be a party for the new issue, but, on entering the
club, R U Sirius announces that the real release party wll
happen in a few weeks at Toon Town's conpetitor Big Heart City.
Tonight is just a party'' that Mondo is co-sponsoring. News to
Hel ey. News to Preston. News to Di ana.

Bryan Hughes, the virtual reality guide, is setting up a VR
deno on a bal cony above the dance floor. Along with his gear he's
brought a guest |ist of several hundred names. Cap'n Crunch,
not ori ous reformed hacker and the origi nal phone phreaque, and
his assistant are trying to hook up his Video Toaster, but the
projector isn't working. The place is buzzing, but Heley is not.
Perched on a bal cony overl ooki ng the dance floor, he | ooks away
fromthe confusion, takes off his glasses, and pinches the bridge
of his nose. He's angry. Chris--the future nutrient king--m xes
Hel ey a special concoction of pyroglutamate to take the edge off
t he apparent conflux of crises.

Di ana and Preston are running around with wires and
paperwor k, arguing about the limts of the building s voltage.
They perform nmuch nore actual physical business than Hel ey does,
but they know, even begrudgingly, that he's engaged in an equally
i mportant preparation, so they give himall the space he needs.
Heley is the technoshaman. He is the high priest for this
cybermass, and he nust nake an accurate forecast of the spiritua
weat her before it begins. He is guiding the entire novenent
t hrough a dangerous storm But instead of using the stars for
navi gati on, he nmust read the events of the week, the status of
key cultural viruses, the psychol ogical states of his
crewnenbers, and the tone and texture of his own psychedelic
vi si onquests. Tonight, nmost of Heley's cal cul ati ons and
intuitions indicate doom He brought cyber house to San Francisco



and was willing to man the helm but nowit's getting out of
control

| brought the house thing to Mondo, | did their article,
and | introduced themto it.'' Their disloyalty, Heley feels, has
underm ned his efforts to bring real, hard-core, spiritual
consci ousness-rai sing cyber-influenced house to America.
"Sometines | just feel like there's only fifteen of us really
doing this. There's Fraser Cark in England, who does Evol ution
magazi ne, there's ne, there's Nick from Anarchi c Adjustnent, Jody
Radzi k, Deee-Lite. | don't nmean that we're creating it, but we
are painting the signs. We're indicating the direction.'' Heley
| ooks down at the confusion of people, machinery, and wires on
t he dance floor and sighs. God knows what direction this is
pointing in."'

It was about three weeks ago that things began to get nessy.

Hel ey, Preston, and Di ana had arranged a huge rave''--a party
wher e t housands take E and dance to house, usually outside,
overnight, and illegally--at an abandoned warehouse and yard. A

club conpeting for the same business on Saturday night found
their map point (a small hand-out circul ated through the
underground community indicating where the party was to be hel d)
and notified the police, who were nore than willing to shut it
down. Hel ey recounts the bust with the conviction of a nodern-day
Joan of Arc.

They arrived and they only saw peopl e having a good tine.
Peopl e having a party. There's no rational argument they can make
agai nst us. They snell it. They snell it and they understand."'

Hel ey swi gs down the rest of his pyroglutamte and soon
appears to have gained a new clarity and, along with it, a new
reason to fight on. This is not a counternovement. It is the
shape of the thing that will replace them But it will be
painless for them It's not a thing to be frightened of. If
you're frightened of acceptance, yes, be afraid because this
thing is a reintegration. The trouble is that it just dissolves
the old lies--all the things you just know are untrue. W're not
living that life anynore. You can only live the old |lies when the
rest of the paraphernalia is in place. Really, house just
destroys that. It's not a reactionary thing.'

Let's | eave Toon Town for a nonment to get a | ook at the
history of this thing called house.'' Mst Anericans say it
began i n Chicago, where DJs at snmller, private parties and
menber shi p-only clubs (particularly one called The \Warehouse)
began aggressively m xing records, adding their own electronic

per cussi on and sanpling tracks, nmaking rmusic that--1like the
hone-nade vinaigrette at an Italian restaurant--was called
"house.'' The fast disco and hip-hop---influenced recordings

woul d sanpl e pieces of nmusic that were called bites'' so (others
spell it "bytes,'' to indicate that these are digital sanples
that can be nmeasured in terms of RAM size). Especially evocative
bites were called acid bites.'' Thus, nusic of the house, made
up of these acid bites, becane known as "acid house.'

When this sound got to England, it was reinterpreted, along
with its nane. Folklore has it that industrial (hard, fast,
hi gh-tech, and psychedelic) mnusic superstar CGenesis P. Oridge
was in a record store when he saw a bin of disks |abeled acid,"’
whi ch he figured was psychedelic nusic--tunes to play while on
LSD. He and his cohorts added their own hall uci nogenic flavor to
t he beats and sanples, and British acid house was born

When | heard acid house nmusic would be playing, | figured
for sure they neant it was a psychedelic dance club--music to



take acid to,'' explains Lyle, an ex-punker from Brixton who has
foll omed the house scene since its beginnings in the suburbs of
London. "It began on an island, |betha, off the coast of Spain.
Everyone goes there on holiday, does Ecstasy, and stays up al

ni ght. W got back to England and decided we didn't want to give
it up and started raving on the weekends.'

Lyl e's explanation is as good as any for how raves got
started. These Wodst ock-1ike fests begin on a Friday evening and
carry on through Sunday afternoon. Dancing is nonstop. They
became nost popular in the I ate 1980s, when thousands of cars
could be seen on any weekend headi ng toward whi chever
suburb--Stratford, Brighton--was hosting the party. Police began
cracki ng down on themin 1990 or so, but then they went legit by
renting out permtted club space. News of raves eventually
rebounded to the United States, where the original house clubs
began to incorporate the British hallucinogenic style and
subst ances. San Franci sco, where psychedelics are still the nost
popul ar, was nobst receptive to the new movenent, which is why
Hel ey and ot her English ravers wound up there.

As Hel ey suggests, there's nore to raves and house than
neets the eye. Coming to an understandi ng of the house phenonmenon
requi res a worki ng know edge of the new technol ogy, science, and
drugs that shape Cyberia, as well as an awareness of the new
spiritual di mension (or perhaps archaic spiritual revival)
arising out them Just as the new, quantum sciences and chaos
mat hemati cs devel oped out of the inability of materialist nodels
to effectively map our reality, house is neant as a fina
reaction to the failings of a work ethic---based,
overindustrialized culture.

The ravers see thenselves and the creation of their
subculture as part of the overall fractal equation for the
post moder n experience. One of the principles of chaos math, for
exanpl e, is phase-locking, which is what allows the various cells
of an organi smto work harnoniously or causes a group of wonen
living together to synchronize their nenstrual cycles.

Phase-1 ocking brings the participants--be they atons, cells, or
human beings--into |inked cycles that pronmpte the creation of a
singl e, interdependent organi smwhere feedback and iteration can
take place imedi ately and effectively. A phase-Iocked group
begins to take on the | ook of a fractal equation, where each tiny
part reflects the nature and shape of the |arger ones.

Menbers of rave culture phase-locked by changing their
circadi an rhyt hns. They sel f-consciously changed their basic
relationship to the planet's novenments by sleeping during the day
and partying all night. As Heley says in defiance: It's in the
face of the network that tells you seven to eight-thirty is prine
time. You sleep during prime tinme. You share the sane pl ace
physically as that society, but you're actually noving into a
di fferent dinension by shifting through the hours. It's an
opportunity to break out fromall the dualistic things.'

O course, sleeping days and partying nights is just as
dual i stic as worki ng days and sl eeping nights, but the point here
is that the dualistic things'' considered inportant by
mai nstream culture are not hard realities, and they are certainly
not the "best'' realities. Ravers were able to create a
subculture different fromthe work-a-day society in which they
had felt so hel pless. They used to be the victinms of a top-down
hi erarchy. As the poor workers to a nmean boss or the powerless
kids to a domineering father or even the working class to a rigid
nmonar chy, they were just nunbers in an old-style linear math



equati on. Now, phase-locked as part of a living, breathing
fractal equation, they feel nore directly involved in the
creation of reality.

When you nove away froma massive guilt trip in which there
is a direct hierarchy, you suddenly find that it doesn't matter a
fuck what your boss or the authorities think of you. You're
creating yourself nonent by nonment in an environment that is
created by people who are like-mnded. It's a liberation, and
it's conpletely in the face of twentieth-century society.'

The ultimate phase-1ocking occurs in the dance itself, where
t housands of these |I|ike-m nded' ' young people play out house
culture's tribal cerenobny. The dance |inks everyone together in a
synchronous nonent. They're on the same drugs, in the sane
circadi an rhythm dancing to the same 120- beat - per-mni nute
soundtrack. They are fully synchronized. It's at these nonents
that the new reality i s spontaneously devel oped.

The dance enpowers you. It reintegrates you. And then you
can start again. It's an ancient, spiritual thing. It's where we
have al ways communi cated to each other on the fullest |evel.
Instead of being in this extrenely cerebral
nar r ow- bandwi dt h-t el evi sion society, people learn instead to
conmuni cate with their bodies. They don't need to say anything.
There is just a bond with everyone around them A |ove, an
openness. If you look at a society as repressed as Engl and, you
see how rmuch inpact that can have.'

The various forns of social repression in England, along
with its own deeply rooted pagan history, made it the nost
fertile soil in which house could grow. As Hel ey shares: | felt
it was slipping out of history. That this was an alternative
history."'

House becane nmassive in England. News of raves was al ways
spread precariously by word of nmouth or tiny flyers, but sonmehow
everyone who needed to know what was happeni ng and where, found
out. Either one knew what was happening or one didn't. It was as
sinmple as that. By the end of the 1980s, house was everywhere in
the United Kingdom but it had never seen the light of day. Tens
of thousands of kids were partying every weekend. Minstream
culture was not even aware of their existence. By the tine the
t abl oi ds caught on and published their headlines proclaimng the
arrival of house, the ravers had realized they'd gone off the map
al t oget her.

Of the Map and into the Counterculture

Today, the English house scene still defines the pulse for
ot her house-infected cities. Wether through the brain-drain of
em grees like Heley or the exportation of London-ni xed dance
tracks, Great Britain still holds the nost coherently articul ated
expression of the house ethic. Wiile there's | ess technol ogy,
fewer gays, and fewer smart chenicals at London clubs, there's a
much cl earer sense of house's role as a countercul tural agent.

Sone argue that this is because London's norphogenetic field
of counterculture is nore devel oped than Anerica's. London's
pagan cul tures have endured centuries of repression and
distillation. Their phase-locking was probably achi eved sonewhere
inthe twelfth century. Synmbols and even personalities from
anci ent pagan times still live in London house.

One such pagan hero is Fraser Cark, a self-proclained
psychedelic warrior fromthe 1960s who began Encycl opaedi a
Psychedel i ca nagazi ne, which has since nmutated into London house
culture's “zine Evolution. At his London flat, which he shares



with two or three students half his age, the |ong-haired Wl shman
rolls sonme sort of cigarette and explains to ne what's happeni ng.
Fromthe British perspective, this is a historical battle for
religious freedom

A kid grows up in a Christian culture and thinks he's
probably the only one questioning these ideas. Wen he cones to
house,'' the English are found of using the word alone like that,
as if it's areligion, "he suddenly realizes he's got a whole
alternative history. He mght get into UFGs or whatever there

is--drugs, witches, it's all in there.'
And all quite accessible. To participate in this experience
of resonance, each participant nust feel like part of the source

of the event. Where a traditional Christian ritual is domi nated
by a priest who dictates the cerenony to a crowd of followers,
pagan rituals are free-for-alls created by a group of equals. For
house events to provide the same kinds of experiences, they had
to abandon even traditional rock and roll concert ethos, which
pedestals a particular artist and falls into the duality of

audi ence and performer, observer and object. The house scene
liberates the dancers into total participation. Fraser, whose new
cl ub UFO opens tonight, explains the advantages of a no-star
system

Nobody is that much better than the next guy that he needs
a whol e stage and twenty thousand people fillin' up a stadiumto
see him Nobody's that much better than the audi ence. W don't
need that and people don't want it anynmore. A lot of the music
you'll hear tonight is never gonna be on a record. Kids just mx
it the week before and play it that one night.'

So the house nmovement is determined to have no stars. It is

in the face'' of a recording industry that needs egos and
idolatry in order to survive. It depends, instead, on a comunity
in resonance. The fractal equation nust be kept in balance. If
one star were to rise above the crowd, the spontaneous feedback
creating the fractal would be obliterated. The kids don't want to
dance even facing their partners, nuch |l ess a stage. Everyone in
t he room nust become "one.'' This neans no performers, no
audi ence, no | eaders, no egos. For the fractal rule of
self-simlarity to hold, this also means that every house club
nmust share in the cooperative spirit of all clubs. Even a club
must resist the tenptation to becone a star.'' Every club and
every rave nust establish itself as part of one community, or
what Fraser calls "the posse.'

It looks sort of like a tribe, but a tribe is sonmehow
geographically separate fromthe main culture.'' Fraser finishes
his cigarette and feeds his dog sone | eftover Indian food from
dinner. "A posse is very definitely an urban thing. It's just a
group of people, sharing technol ogy, sharing all the raves and
nmusi ¢ as an organi zation. W even call them " posses putting on
raves.' | really don't think there's such a thing as persona
illumnation anynore. Either everybody gets it or nobody gets it.
| really think that's the truth.'

UFQ, a collective effort of Fraser's posse, opens in an
abandoned set of train tunnels at Canden Lock market. This
English party is not at all like a San Franci sco or even a New
York club. It is an indoor version of the old-style nassive
out door raves. The clothing is rem niscent of a Dead show, but
maybe slightly less grungy. Batik drawstring pants, jerseys with
fractal patches, |ove beads, dredl ocks, yin-yang T-shirts, and
colorful ski caps abound. In the first tunnel, kids sit in small
clusters on the dirt floor, smoking hash out of Turkish netal



pi pes, sharing freshly squeezed orange juice, and shouting above
the din of the house nmusic. In one corner, sharply contrasting
the nedi eval attire, ancient stone, and general filth, are a set
of brain machines for rent. In the second tunnel, dozens of kids
dance to the throbbing house beat. Even though we're in a
dungeon, there's nothing down'' about the dancing. Wth every
one of the 120 beats per minute, the dancers articul ate anot her
optimstic pulse. Up up up up. The hands expl ode upward agai n and
again and again. No one dances sexy or cool. They just pulse with
the rhythm snile, and nake eye contact with their friends. No
need for partners or even groups. This is a free-for-all.

A cluster of young nen are hovering near the turntables with
t he nervous head- noddi ng and note-taking of streetcorner bookies.
They are the DJs, who are each scheduled to spin records for
several hours until the party breaks up at dawn. Tonight's mnusic
will be nostly hard-core, techno-acid---style house, but there
are many house genres to choose from There's bleep,'' which
sampl es fromthe sounds of the earliest Pong ganes to extrenely
hi gh-tech tel ephone connection and nodem signals. New York house,
or "garage'' sound, is nore bluesy and the nmost soulful; it uses
many pi ano sanpl es and depends on nostly bl ack femal e singers.
There's also headstrong'' house, for the hardest of headbangers;
"techno,'' fromDetroit; dub,'' coined from G bson's Neuromancer
for Reggae-influenced house; and "new beat,'' from Northern
Europe. Less intense versions of house include deep'' house,
with nore space on the top layers and a generally airier sound,
and the | east throbbing kind, and "anbient'' house, which has no
real rhythmat all but sinmply fills the space wi th breathy
textures of sound. O course, any or all of these styles may be
conbined into a single song or mx, along with sanples of
anything el se: Native Anerican whoops,'' tribal chanting,
evangel i sts shouting, or even a state trooper calling a nmother to
i nform her "your son is dead.'

The DJs consider thenselves the technoshamans of the
evening. Their object is to bring the participants into a
t echnoshamani ¢ trance, much in the way anci ent shamans brought
nmenbers of their tribes into sinmlar states of consciousness. A
DJ naned Marcus speaks for the group

There's a sequence. You build people up, you take ~em back

down. It can be brilliant. Some DJs will get people tweaking into
a real animal thing, and others mght get into this snooth flow
where everyone gets into an equilibriumw th each other. But the
goal is to hit that magical experience that everyone will talk
about afterwards. Between 120 beats a minute and these sounds
that the human ear has never heard before, you put themto nusic
and it appeals to sone prinmal |evel of consciousness.'

If it didn't, house would never had nmade it across the
Atlantic to Anerica, where it could manifest not only on a prinal
| evel but a marketing one.

CHAPTER 10
Maki ng the Gol den Rul e Trendy

Bui I di ng on the foundations of shamanismin the English
house scene, Anmericans in San Francisco focus on the techno side.
Wil e the English rave has a quality of medievalism triba
energy, and A d Wrld paganism the Anmerican cyber disco is the
nost modern nutation of bliss induction, and uses whatever neans
necessary to bring people into the fractal pattern.

As Jody Radzik explains: 1In a really good house experience,



you want to create something like the Electric Kool-Ad Acid
Test. You're trying to create an environnment where people can get
out si de of thenselves. There gets to be a certain point in the
ni ght where people just cut |oose. The party just reaches a kind
of critical mass. A synergy of shared consci ousness occurs and
boom You'll knowit. It'll have a certain sparkle to it.'
Ri si ng above the nmuted grit and gristle of the British pagans,
Ameri can technoj unki es sparkle and buzz to the sane throbbing
beat .

Rat her than abandoni ng the tel evision aesthetic and
di scouraging the urge to be hip,'" club pronoters use hipness as
bait. Jody Radzi k, who desi gns house cl ot hi ng when he's not
promoting the club Osnobsis, believes that as house gets on MV,

"a whole new culture will be created. This will be a result of it
being trendy. At the bottomline, that's what makes things run
narci ssism Trendiness. |I'malways trying to be the trendiest |
can be. It's ny job. | do design. People get into this because

it's a hip new thing. Then maybe they have an openi ng and get
exposed to new ideas. But the fuel that's going to generate the
gromh of this culture is going to be trendi ness and hi pness.
W're using the cultural marketing thing against itself. They
consume the culture, and get transfornmed. House makes the Gol den
Rule trendy. That's why I'mtrying to create the trendiest
sportswear company in the world."'

For Radzik, marketing is the perfect tool for
transformati on. Rather than discard the systemthat has dom nated
until now, the systemis used to destroy itself. The machi nery of
the industrial culture--be it technol ogy, economics, or even the
nore subtle underlying psychol ogi cal principles and soci al
nmechani sns--is turned against itself for its own good. Just as
the earth uses its own systens of feedback and iteration to
mai ntain a viabl e bi osphere, house culture exploits the positive
f eedback | oops of marketing and data sharing to further human
consci ousness. Radzi k explains his take on the Gaia hypothesis
and McKenna's prediction about the year 2012:

This bifurcation we're conming up to, this shift, will be
t he awakeni ng of the planet's awareness. That's the shared beli ef
of the raver canp in the scene. House is the vehicle for
di ssem nating that culture to the rest of the planet.'

And how does house conduct this dissemnation? By inparting
a direct experience of the infinite. In the dance is the eternal
bliss monent. The social, audio, and visual sanpling of
i nnurrer abl e cultures and tinmes conpresses the history and future
of civilization into a single nonment, when anything seemns
possi bl e. The di sconti nuous nusi cal and visual sanpling trains
the dancers to cope with a discontinuous reality. This is a
| esson in coping with nonlinear experience--a test run in
Cyberia. A tour of Radzik's clothing studio makes this anply
clear. H's design arsenal is made up of the illustrations froman
eclectic set of texts: Decorative Art of India, with pictures of
I ndi an rugs woven into patterns rem niscent of fractals;

Mol ecul ar Cell Biology, with atom c diagrams and el ectron

m croscopy of cells and organic nol ecul es; The Turbulent Mrror
An Illustrated @Quide to Chaos Theory and the Science of

Whol eness, with fractals and mat hemati cal di agrams; and Yantra:
The Tantric Synbol of Cosmic Unity, a collection of hieroglyphics
and graffiti-like ancient scribblings. Radzi k conposes his

desi gns by conputer scanning images from books |ike these and
then reconbining them Wth a keen eye for the simlarities of

t hese i mages, Radzik creates visually what house does nusically:



t he di sconti nuous sanpling of the synbol ogy of bliss over tine.
The images' simlarities give a feeling of confort and
met acontinuity.

Radzi k | eafs through the pages of his books, scanning inmages
for his next pronotional flier. The arcane and future groove in
the now It's like this fantastic coincidence. House culture is a
nmeeting point for all these different things. Miusic, finally, is
t he uni versal |anguage of |ove. The nightclub people are the ones
who help manifest it into popular culture. What | do is creative
ant hropol ogy. | observe what's happening in the house culture,
and market it back at those people.’

It's inmportant to realize that this seemngly nercenary
attitude is not inconsistent with house phil osophy--in fact, it's
not considered nmercenary at all. Marketing is nmerely one of the
f eedback | oops that can pronote the house phil osophy back into
itself, and anplify the experience. It does not suck fromthe
system it adds to it. Everything relates to house in a
sel f-conscious or nmeta'' way. House nmusic is not just nusic, but
sampl es of music reconbined into a kind of mneta-nusic.

House is nmerely a construction--a framework--1ike |anguage
or any other shell. Once something is in the house,'' it has
been incorporated into the fractal pattern of netaconsci ousness,
and is a subject of and contributor to the greater schematic. It
has becone a part of the self-simlar universe--one with the
gal actic dance. That's why the nechanisns for change in house
m ght be "in your face,'' but they are al nost never
confrontational. Wth no dualities, there's nothing to confront.

House, like punk, is an anarchic, rebellious nmovenment,'' admts
Radzik "but it isn't a violent or negative one. If the planet's a
living organism then it doesn't nmake sense to fuck with each
ot her."'

Nick Phillip, twenty-two, a recent emigre fromBritain and
now t he desi gner for Anarchic Adjustnment clothing, is one of
Radzi k' s best friends and conspirators. He agrees whol eheartedly
that participants in house are within a construct that allows for
gl obal change.

The kids now are not going to turn on, tune in, drop out.
They're going to drop in. They're going to infiltrate society and
change things fromw thin. They're going to use business, nusic,
or whatever they can to change people. \Wat we're doi ng speaks
for itself. People who are involved in the scene are creating
this stuff for thenselves.'

Finally Going Mental

Ni ck has arrived at Toon Town tonight with a supply of his
nost popul ar jerseys to be sold at the club's small shop, and he
senses that the crowd needs an infusion of life. Heley has nmoved
down fromthe bal cony and i s maki ng suggestions to Buck, the
rookie DJ who will play until 2:00 a.m, when Jno, the
t echnoshanan extraordi naire, takes over. N ck makes his way to
the dance floor like a prizefighter taking the ring, and his
pugilistic fury is nore rem ni scent of punk sl andancing than
bl i ssful house explosions. It's called going nental'' and it
| ooks pretty intense, but his enthusiasmis contagi ous and ot hers
are either encouraged enough to join in or frightened off the
dance floor altogether. Apparently, part of the reason for the
evening's discontinuity is that the venue's previous event, a
birthday party for a yuppi e named Nornman, had not been |et out
bef ore Toon Town began. Di ana and Preston have urged Buck to play
the nost brutal house nusic he can find in the hopes of scaring



t hese peopl e away.

Many house regul ars have retreated to a brain machine
| ounge,'' where they snmoke and chat |ike nmenbers of a bridge
club. The room has been set aside for David, a distributor of the
"l'ight and sound'' devices, to denonstrate the new technol ogy to
house ki ds and maybe nake a few sal es. The machi nes consist of a
set of goggl es and headphones.

No, it's not virtual reality,'' David says, probably for
the hundredth tinme, to a newconer to the room "It's for
rel axation and it can get you high.'' The goggles flash lights
and the headphones beep sounds at exact frequencies, coaxing the
brain into particular wave patterns. Utimately, the brain
machi nes can put the user into the brain state of an advanced
medi t at or.

VWhile the kids play with the machines, David is nore
interested in explaining to an attractive young worman who is
waiting for a brain machine, an article he hopes to wite for
Magi ckal Bl end magazi ne about the physics of David Bohm

It's all about discontinuity. Things that | ook separate in
our reality, the explicate order, are all |inked together in what
Bohm says is the inplicate order."'

David grabs a pencil and draws a picture on the back of his
hand to nmake his point. |If two positrons shoot out of an atom at
the sane time, and you shove one, the other will nove, too.'

How does it know to nove? ESP?'' asks the girl.
No. It happens at the sane exact tine.'
A coupl e of other kids perk up to hear the expl anation
That's because on the inplicate order, the positrons are stil
I i nked together.'

David is interrupted by a fourteen-year-old boy who seens to
have a better handle on the idea. Bohmused the anal ogy of a
goldfish and two TVs. If you put two caneras on a single
gol dfi sh, and connected themto two TVs, you m ght think these
were pictures of two different fish. But when one fish noves, the

other will nove at exactly the same tinme. It's not because
they're connected. It's because they're the sanme fish!'
Right,'' David chimes in, eager to get credit for his

know edge before the girl disappears under the goggles. "The rea
goldfish in the bowl is the inplicate order. The nonitors--the
way we see and experience it--is the explicate order.'

The young boy rolls his eyes. Cearly, David doesn't
understand the inplications of all this. Kind of, only, man. The
inplicate order is tineless truth. It's the way things are. The
explicate order is the way they manifest for us in tinme and three
di nensi ons. "'

David gives in to the child' s brilliance. Do you take snart
drugs, or what?'

In another private room actually a kind of DJ |ounge, Jody
Radzi k, a DJ nanmed Pete, and a nore fl anmboyant crowd who cal
t hensel ves personal friends of the DJs'' snoke pot and tal k
about simlar issues. This is all very heady for a house club
The center of attention is a state-of-the-art transvestite
calling "her''self Gregory, who is trying to understand the
nerits of trendiness in house culture.

Radzi k takes a stab at a sinple response: House makes the
Golden Rule trendy. It nakes spirituality trendy.'

But is trendi ness good?'' Gegory asks, her eyes shifting
in that tweaking-on-psychedelics-paranoid way.

The culture is just pushing a pseudopod into a new
direction and that's a trend.'' Radzi k says, using the biol ogica



nmet aphor to reassure her. "The ideas have a life of their own.
They have an exi stence outside the human bei ngs. The hunman bei ngs
receive the ideas, and that manifests them"'

That's the inplicate order being downl oading into the
explicate order!'' The girl fromthe brain machine roomhas a
near religious experience in relating the two conversations. "W
were tal king about the sanme thing in there!'' She beans. Two
conversations. Distinct on the explicate order, |inked on the
inmplicate order. | get it now'

Pete, the DJ, seens a little unconfortable when the
conversation gets too far into science. Sounding as brainy as he
can, he tries to ground everything back to music. The ecstasy
cones through the nusic. The different polyrhythm c el enents and
the bass. It's technoshamani sm

G egory kisses Pete's hands as if she's recogni zed the
messiah. You're our spiritual |eader, aren't you!'

Well, spiritual |eader entails a lot of responsibility and
| don't think I want to take that on.'

Nobody does,'' Radzik says, once again, trying to bring it
all together. It's the unspoken rule here that if everyone's
poi nt of view can be integrated into the sane picture, it wll
all be okay. "Nobody wants to be a spiritual |eader. 'Cause
everyone's got the access to the E-xperience. Everyone can create
their own situation in the social context. House lets all those
di fferent experiences get on and synergize.'

G egory's eyes widen. She slowy rises, her arns
outstretched, her head falling back. Wth E, at 120 cycles a
second t hrough our heart, we're dancing. W nust dance!’

Radzi k' s been overpowered. Well, the E s not responsible,
but ..."’

Gregory mght be on the verge of a bad trip. She whips her
head to face Radzik directly. It'll literally bust our spines,
won't it?"’

Radzik tries to regain control of the previously quiet
gathering. That's a lie! Propaganda.'’

But Gregory doesn't seemto mind her suspicions about
per manent neurol ogi cal damage. She clenches her fists together as
if to hold back an orgasm The peak threshold is bliss, is E, is
now. W've condensed it down. It's powerpacked. It's now. W all
man and wonman, we come together and dance. All our technol ogy.

W' ve heard of the side effects. E dinminishes a vital chemical in
our bodies every time we take it. The chemical is the essence of
life. This is a gift which cannot be replaced. W're taking this
fluid and spending it. The E is underm ning our very existence.
feel alittle bit of my life force being spent each tine. It's
bliss. You're dancing it. E gathers all your life's bliss at one
time. If the world were supposed to end, we'd cone together, take
E, and dance!'"’

Gegory's allusion to a recent study |inking MDVA to spina
fluid reduction in mammal s, coupled with her oversinplified
E- xuberance for the dance, gets everyone a little unconfortable.
Is this the transformed being we've been working to create?
Luckily, the noment is interrupted by a young visual artist and
vi deo wi zard who just happens to be distributing an MAO i nhi bitor
called Syrian Rue. Radzik introduces ne as, Don't worry, he's
cool,"'' which garners me four of the capsules. |I put themin ny
pocket and thank the boy, but he's already busy rigging a
projector to show a filmloop on a wall near the dance fl oor
It's a ten-second cycle of two boys fighting over a nicroscope.
ask Radzi k about the pills |I've been given



It's called Syrian Rue. Mark Heley will be able to tell you
a lot nore about it. It has to be taken with other psychedelics.
It has a synergistic effect. It's made froma bark.'' Not enough
information to nmerit sanmpling. | leave it in ny pocket and work
nmy way back out into the club. | search for the periphery so that
| may observe but not participate ... fully. Leaning against a
nonconmittal wall near the edge of the club is Bob, an oriental
conput er progranmer from Cakl and whom | net |ast week at M.

Fl oppy' s, where he operated the canmera for sone television
interviews and got bitten by the house bug. He continues a
conversation we had been having there, as if there were no break
in continuity:

Thought is a distraction of the monment. \Whenever we're in a
space we're processing information. In our reality, we're
bonbarded with information. So in Reichian terns, we put this
arnmor on. You know the song, | Wanna Be Sedated'? | think a | ot
of people are anesthetized by their surroundings. It takes sone
really piercing hard information to break that. Like piercing
your cheeks. If you get Zen, you've got to let go, and let it al
cone in. But if youlet it all in, you go crazy. But if you |let
it cone in without processing it, without calling it good or bad

peopl e who | abel things bad have got a | ot of heaviness. Go
Zen about it. There is no black or white, then you can | et
everything in."'
I give himone of ny capsules of Syrian Rue and nobve on

Engi neering the Synchroni zati on Beam

Qur evening at Toon Town is getting into full sw ng. Mst of
Norman's birthday partiers are gone, and several hundred nore
har d- core house peopl e have crowded onto the dance floor. Buck
the novice DJ, is spinning well, and steering the energy toward
deeper, techno-acid house. N ck, the rave pugilist, is on a snall
stage punping his fists into the air, and the laser is finally
functi oni ng.

Meanwhi | e, on a bal cony, Bryan Hughes, the cyberspace guide,
| eads a young man through his first virtual reality experience.
Cap' n' Crunch uses one of his caneras to capture an i mage of the
boy in his VR goggl es. Another of Crunch's video | eads cones
straight fromthe virtual reality machine. He uses his Video
Toaster to conbine the two inages and then projects a conposite
video picture onto a giant screen above the dance floor. The
resulting image is one of the boy actually appearing to nove
through the virtual reality space he is unfolding in the
conput er. Superinposed on that picture are further video inages
of people on the dance fl oor watching the giant projection
Gregory notices me staring at the self-referential conputer-video
infinity. Wrks kind of like a fractal, doesn't it?'' | have to
agr ee.

But Bruce Eisner, MDVA expert, who stares at the sane video
depiction of virtual reality, shakes his head. He is anused but
unconvi nced. Maybe one day the nystical vision will be realized
in sone kind of neurological link-up or a virtual reality.
Technol ogy does have a great promise. It could becone seanl ess,
so that what we think of today as magic will eventually be done
by technol ogy, and eventually we won't even see the technol ogy. A
neo- Garden of Eden made possible by technol ogy. But the nain rub
is human nature. That's where | have a problemw th the virtua
reality people. | was at the Wole Life Expo, and Tinothy [Leary]
was there with John Barl ow and Ken Goffman [R U. Sirius] and they
were doing a panel on virtual reality and | sat there for an hour



and a half and listened to themtalk about virtual reality the
way they tal ked about LSD in the sixties--it was this thing that
was intrinsically liberating. You hook yourself up to this thing
and automatically you're better--you got it. And so | asked hima
question. | said, "It seens to nme that technol ogy can be used for
good or for bad. In the sixties, Leary told us he was | ooking for
the cure for human nature. How is a new nedia intrinsically

good?

Leary | ooked at me and said, “Bruce, I'mgoing to talk to
you as | would to a ten-year-old child.' And then he went on to
expl ai n how when we have virtual reality, no one will have to fly
anynore. No one will have to go to Japan to make a deal. You can
do it in Hawaii on the beach. Fine. But why is that intrinsically
|'i berating?

Ei sner seens alnost sad. He's not in tune with the sane
harmoni ¢ as these kids but can, deep down, renenber the sixties
and his own acid experiences. He refuses to be lulled into that
fal se optim smagain. He stares out, losing hinmself in thought.
Meanwhi | e, the pul se on the dance floor deepens. | can feel
t he bass passing through ny body |ike the subsonic frequencies of
an as-yet-uninvented ki dney therapy. The frenzy of the crowd
iterates back to the DJ, and in turn to Mark at the laser. The
wal | s are covered with projected i mages of fractals, tribes
dancing, the fight over the m croscope, a cartoon smley shoots
at evil, attacking letters. Another nonitor displays the virtua
reality bonbardments of attacker pilots in the Gulf Wr, intercut
with tribal dancing and the wild conputer hol ographics of a tape
called Video Drug.'' The strobe flashes |like a brain machine.
Do you know where | can get sone Syrian Rue?'' asks a young
house girl naned Mni, pulling me out of my trance and into
another. | recognize her fromother house events; this nakes her
part of our posse. Her face is soft and young--al nost
supernaturally so. It's as if she isn't a regular hunman bei ng but
an extremely human being. Her eyes are |arge and cl ear, al npst

like a Disney character's. ... Then it hits me! She's a toon
She's a soft and squi shy new evol ved being! The iterations have
created a new human. | produce the coveted capsule fromny shirt

pocket and hand it to her. She pops it in her nouth and washes it
down with a choline drink, then hops back out onto the dance
floor. It's not as if |I could have asked her to dance. One
doesn't dance with soneone. One just dances. No purpose. No
agenda.
A smell like flowers. From where? Lavender water. \Who? Earth

Grl! She's arrived with her Smart Bar and has al ready set up. At
her side is Galactic Greg, one of her brightly clad bartenders.
Earth Grl enbraces nme as if recognizing me fromlifetinmes before
this one, and pours ne a conplinmentary Cybertonic. It nicely
washes down the L-pyroglutamate | had earlier. | offer her one of
my two remaining Syrian Rue capsules, but Lila Mellow Wipkit, in
drag this evening, stops her fromaccepting: You' ve got to be
careful with MAO inhibitors.'' Meanwhile, Galactic Geg begins
explaining his own and Earth Grl's mssion

Earth Grl, Galactic Geg, Psychic Sarah, Disco Denise
Audrey Latina, Conputer CGuy, and his assistant Dynama. W al
make up the Foxy Seven, and we are environmental crime fighters.
And performers. Qur performances are rituals to augment our
psychic powers, and then in return we use our psychic powers to
hel p change the world. W are building the infrastructure right
now. Everything's all happening so rapidly and really naturally.
Al'l these people in the infrastructure are comng together |ike a



big famly reunion--all the star-seeded children.'

I"mnot sure how seriously to take Galactic Geg, for whom
nmet aphor and reality seemto have nerged. | wonder if he realizes
that this will be the Foxy Seven's l|last night at Toon Town. Earth
Grl has already made her deal with Big Heart City, and Mark
Hel ey has al ready signed contracts with Chris for the new and
i mproved Nutrient Cafe.

But right now none of that seenms to matter. Toon Town is in
absolutely full swi ng, and not even the apocal ypse coul d break
the spell of the technoshamanic trance. | work ny way up to the
| aser controls, where | find Mark and one of his assistants
dancing as they furiously pound the consoles. They are one wth
t he technol ogy. Just at the nonent that Jno, who is now the
DJ, shifts froma hard, agro, techno sound to a broad, airy,
fem ni ne, anbient one, the |laser transforns from a sharp-edged
flurry into a large holl ow tunnel cut through the fog in the
room Al hands on the dance floor are raised. Another sixteen
bars of techno layered with tribal rhythns begins the
120- beat - per-m nut e drone once again, drawi ng in anyone who
hasn't al ready reached the dance floor. Screams and whoops.

VWhi stles blowing. Chanting. We're at the peak. Watever it is
that goes on at a house party that everyone tal ks about later is
happeni ng now.

Mark has the uncanny ability to articulate the event as it
occurs, but the din requires that he shout, and his Oxbridge
el ocution gives way to a nore urban, East End accent.

It's a transposition of the fractal/harnmonic. Every Toon
Town is a psychedelic event. We're the transition team It's |like
a Mayan tenple, and acts as a relay station. An antenna. It's a
har moni ¢ t hi ng- - beam ng out something. It's a | andi ng beacon for
starships. W are trying to attract sonething down. Through tine,
toward us.''

Hands continue to reach into the air, and dancers | ook up at
the ceiling ... or past the ceiling. Are they |ooking for the
UFGs? Do they sonehow hear what Mark is saying? The music shifts
back and forth between a familiar garage'' house sound to an
amazi ngly dense assenbl age of electronic orchestral thrusts.

Every new pi ece of house music is another clue. A new
strand of the DNA pattern. A new piece of information. W need to
create a synchronization wave for the planet. House is synchronic
engi neering. "'

Mark is referring to a recently revived Mayan idea that the
pl anet, in the year 2012, will have passed through the gal actic
time wave of history. Time itself will end as the planet noves up
to a new plane of reality.

The weird orchestral sound gives way to a nore anbient
passage. A few dancers |leave the floor and head to the Snart Bar
O hers browse the clothing boutique and bookshop that Di ana has
set up.

Media viruses work at the sanme level. Smart drugs, life
ext ensi on, house, acid, and VR nost inportantly exist in people's
i magi nations. This is a clue. Mayan mat hematics just came into
exi stence and di sappeared. We're in the endgane. This is
post apocal yptic. We're living under the nushroom cl oud. Being
busted at precisely 11:30 |last week. It was a group
sacrifice--just like the Mayans.'

Mark' s assistant nudges himto play with the laser a little
nore. The crowd is getting hyped again, and Jno,
accordingly, is playing nore agro'' beats.

I consider nyself to be nore of a technoshaman now t han



when | was DJing. You don't need to be the one controlling the
decks. There's a feedback energy | oop going on between the people
there--it's just a mind thing. The DJs that we work with are just
tuned in to these frequencies. You can influence the fracta
pattern at a different vortex, a different corner.’

We | ook down at the sea of bodies. The pattern their bright
cl ot hes makes on the floor |ooks sonmething |ike one of the
fractals being projected onto the wall. Look closer and the
pattern repeats itself in the nmovenents of individual dancers
bodi es, then again in the patterns printed on their T-shirts. The
boy in the VR television | oop discovers the torus in Bryan's deno
tour. The whole screen turns to cosmic stars. The dancers
respond. The DJ responds. The | asers respond. The pattern
iterates, feeds back, absorbs, adjusts, and feeds back again.
Hel ey transl at es:

At a house event, the dance floor is really a very conpl ex
fractal pattern, consisting of the entirety of all the people
there, and their second-to-second interactions, and everyone is
i nfluencing everyone else in areally interesting way. Areally
nonver bal way. You can just be yourself, but you can redefine
yoursel f, nmoment to monent. That's the essence of the dance.'

Jno takes of f his headphones for a nmoment and stares at
the crowd. Rather than | ook for another record or adjust the
control of the m x, he closes his eyes and begi ns to dance,
flailing his arms in the air.

Jno just tunes in to the frequency that's already
there and reiterates it. He is anticipating the energy changes
bef ore they happen, not because he's tuned in to the records, but
because he's tuned in to a sort of psychic tenplate which exists
above the people that are there and unifies them It's the
transpersonal essence of what's going on.'

Mark has described the house version of Bohms |aws of the
i mplicate and explicate order. The dance floor is the explicate
order, and the DJ is the link fromthe dancers to their inplicate
whol e. They only think they are separate gol dfi sh because they
experience life in ol d-fashi oned space-time. Through the iterated
and reiterated sanples of nusic, they regain access to the
experience of total unification. It is religious bliss. Al is
one. And, of course, this realization occurs simultaneously on
many | evel s of consci ousness.

Everything is inmportant,'' Mark continues. "The Ecstasy,
the lights, even the configuration of the planets. The dance is a
holistic experience. You're there in your totality, so duality is
irrelevant. It's where your body is mnd. It's a question of
reintegration. You dance yourself back into your body. It's got a
lot to do with self-acceptance. There's no | evel of separation as
there is in words, when there's always a |inguistic separation
bet ween subject and objects. The song is the nmeaning. It lets you
avoid a lot of the semantic |loops that tie people in to things
like career, and other fictional ghosts that are generated by our
soci ety for the purpose of mass control. It's a different
frequency that you tune in to when you dance than the one that's
general | y broadcast by TV shows, the nedia, politics.'

This new frequency, finally, is the frequency of the
apocal ypse. Terence MKenna's 2012, the Mayan cal endar, and the
great, last rave of all tine are all part of one giant
concrescence. Over the |oudspeakers, sanples of Terence MKenna's
nmeandering voice now mix with the rest of the soundtrack. He's on
a house record, his own words hel ping the dancers to tunne
toward the overnmind, as the overmind lovingly drills backward



through time toward them

If we imagi ne ourselves in four-dimensional space-tine,’
Hel ey explains, "in that very dubi ous construct of Einsteinian
space-time--we're sort of swi nmm ng towards the object fromwhich
the frequency emanates. It's like these are fragments of DNA
information that are squeezed into a certain specific tine frane.
It's a constant exploration and discovery of how those resonate
with our own DNA information in that particular moment of tine.
Basically it's that fact--and the rich sampling of all the
nmonents placed within that context--that gives you this amazingly
flexible framework for reintegrating yourself into your body and
al so conmuni cating as a group. You're noving to a certain
ti me-space and you're in a group state of consciousness. You're
at one with it and you becone the nonent.'

| realize that Mark's perception and retelling is
LSD- enhanced; he's just beginning to feel the full effect of a
hit he took about an hour ago. Still, he's concerned that it's
not strong enough to take himto any kind of edge.'' | offer him
my two remaining Syrian Rue capsul es. He pops them down
i medi ately, explaining that they enhance the effect of other
psychedelics and are rel ated to ayahuasca, one of the main
ingredients (along with DMl used by shanmans to nake the npst
potent brews. | surmise that it puts a new tw st on things the
way one m ght turbocharge a car with NO2, add salt to spaghetti
water to raise its boiling point, or throw a starship into warp
drive. In an om nous synchronicity, down on the dance floor D ana
hel ps a disoriented girl to a chair at the side of the room

Mar k goes on, the new chemnical accelerating his speech
toward the climax of his cosnmic drama: The human body has not
been fully danced. W don't dance our full dance yet. Tine is
accelerating towards this point in the year 2012 when the story
of the human race will have been unfol ded. W're reaching a
bi furcation point. There's so much instability in our current
paradigmthat it's just shaking apart. A lot of people |I know
feel we're reaching an endgane. There's that feeling in the air.
| feel nyself being dragged through different time zones and it's
i ntense. When you surrender to it, it becomes even stronger
Exponentially so. It's amazing.'

But what about the people who haven't been exposed to house?
Al'l those people D ana so desperately hopes to bring into the
scene before it's all over? If they aren't dancing when the
spaceshi ps or the galactic beam cones, won't they be left out?
How are people to guide thenselves toward Cyberia? As Mark tries

to reassure ne, | becone conscious that my questioning nmay be
starting to affect his trip.

Well, bliss is the nost rigorous naster you could
i mgi ne,'' he says. Then suddenly his face registers a new
t hought. "If your antenna is finely tuned, you'll find it
[Cyberial. In a way, everyone is tuned in. One point in humanity
rises, all of humanity rises.'' He adds, as if he's never thought
this before: But | imagine that there are some towns in the

M dwest where a house record has never even been played.’

These ki nds of conceptual uncertainties grow into physically
realized | andnines for the shamanic warrior. Mark senses his own
doubts, as the Syrian Rue drives his trip down a frictionless
psychic tunnel. Instinctively, he hands the |laser controls to an
assistant. He stares at me intently. There's only so nmuch
energy. My only tack is to just keep ny head down and push ahead.
Diana may bring in nore people someday. But until then, |I've got
to do what | can with what |'ve got. We'Il struggle and struggle



until we give up. Then it will break through.’

He works his way to the dance floor. The bodies are
withing, peaking. It is in the mddle of this swirl that Mark
reaches the highest part of his trip. He realizes that the
fractal pattern that surrounds himis of his own nmaking. The
synest hesi c congruities between novenent, sound, and light bring
a feeling of certainty and whol eness. H s body and mind are
united, as he literally steps under the | ooking glass that he
created. Both God and Adam at once, his very existence literally
di ssolves the fiction of creator and created, beginning and end.
He has constructed his own wonb and stepped inside. In his
sel f-conception is the essence of tinelessness. The beginning is
t he end.

But timel essness is only tenporary. How | ong can this last?
In that very wondering is the initial descent. The perfection of
the fractal pattern has begun to decay. Reentry into tine is
i mmi nent. Has he becone the UFO?

Damage can occur on the way back. Downl oadi ng t he cogent
i nformation requires every shamanic skill he can nuster. The
Syrian Rue has caused a kind of tine phasing. Mark searches for a
way to bring hinmself back into crystalline alignnent, even if at
a different frequency frombefore. He doesn't care how he cones
back, as long as he can find the way honme. H's body is gone,

di spersed throughout the room

He tries to recreate his body by finding his point of view
A point of reference can serve as the seed. But his field of
vision is conpressing and expanding ... expanding as far out as
the sun and even the galactic core. He is riding through the
precari ous Mayan Tzol kin cal endar. He closes his eyes and fixes
on the galactic core--on that time a year or so ago, tripping in
a field, in the sun. He was |like a dol phin under water, sw mm ng
under the surface yet still warmed by the sun. It was beautiful
And as he lay there, a new Gaia program canme down fromthe sun to
the earth, and needed his head to do it. The light used himto
downl oad the precious information. H s own body. Strange ganglia
sprouted fromthe back of his head straight into the soil beneath
hi m Beautiful.

But no. That's not what's going on here. Everything is phase
shifted. It's out of control. No panic or all is lost. He could
spin out and be gone forever. Mark nust get down carefully. He
doesn't care what he brings back anynore, as long as he gets
back. He realizes that somehow he's gotten hinself onto a flight
of steps. Real steps, somewhere in the club. Perfect image. It's
where he is. Stuck on the stairway. It's life or death now Bliss
is merciless. The rigorous master. The music continues to pound
and eventually draws himback into the vortex. Everything spins.
This is dangerously disorienting. He's conpletely |osing
polarity. He's on the steps, but which way is he facing? Is he
goi ng up or down? The back and the front are the sane!

But wait! This isn't so bad. There's conpl ete know edge of
what's on both sides! He can see in front and behind at the sane
time! There's no duality--but, alas, no orientation, either
There's no up the stairs or down. No before the trip or after. No
hi gher than the peak or lower. Suddenly everything is static.
Paral yzed. Still ness.

It isinthis brief fulcrumof stability that the
transm ssion occurs. Like an electrical earthquake, an alien
t hi ng passes up through Hel ey's nuscles, bringing his whol e being
up into a faster, shamanic shape-shifting frequency. This is the
state of being, Heley realizes, in which naster shamans turn into



pumas or eagles or visit the dead.

Suddenly, then, it's all clear. The duality is not within
life as judgnents or ideas. Life itself is one side of it. It's
life itself that is rooted in dinension. That's one side of the
whol e thing. The explicate order. That's the place where will is
necessary. ( I'll just keep ny head down and press on.'")

The will. Mark summons his will, knowing that this
navi gati on through the iron gate of the nonent back down into
di mensi onal space-tine requires it. He nust sumon his will. He
senses novenent.

He passes through the I Ching sequence as if it were a cloud
formation--the effortless binary expression of the universe. Ahh,
he realizes, the creation of time and history were necessary.
Wthout them we'd never have created will. Wt need the will in
order to nove toward sonething. But what? Toward 2012. Toward the
overm nd. The gal actic event. But now he rnust continue his
descent.

He passes over a shamanic conference. Eight old nen sitting
in a spotlight. He is offered an apprenticeship by these dead
warriors, but refuses. He's made the right choice, he thinks, and
begins to travel faster. He's gained either power or stupidity.

He just needs to renenber that everything is fractal; he
just needs to find the fractal pattern on any |evel and the rest
will fall into place. But stretch out too far and the pattern
breaks. The illusion of personal reality is gone, and so goes the
person with it.

Di ana, Preston, and Nick cone to the rescue, finding Heley
stuck on the stairs, trenbling. He can't even speak to them but
just their focus is helping. As they stare at Heley and call to
him he beconmes anchored in the present. Then all the Hel eys on
each of the fractal levels are able to redefine into shape. He
finally finds hinmself back on the stairs, |eaning against the
wal | . Preston | ooks at himand asks sinply, Are you going up or
down?"'

If I only knew,'' Mark says, grinning.

Mark had a really, really bad trip,"" Nick Phillip
announces at his design studio the next day. "He took some Syrian
Rue and LSD. He got a weird side effect and he was cog-wheel i ng.

It took us two hours to get himinto the car. He wouldn't let us
touch him'' N ck dials Heley's nunber angrily. Mark picks up the
phone after about ten rings.

You shoul d fucking reeval uate what you' re doing!'' N ck
scolds him

It was brilliant, Nick. Just brilliant!’

So brilliant!? You shouldn't do those bl oody MAO
i nhibitors! You could die, you know "'

Mark hides his extreme weariness by speaking in clipped
sent ences.

| experienced sone polarities, that's all"’

Ni ck covers the nout hpiece and talks to the roomand to the
air: That's sooo Mark Hel ey!"’

There were just not enough people to absorb the beam'
Mark explains logically, "and | had to do it alone."''

The responsibilities of the technoshaman never end. Like the
shamans of ancient cultures, they must translate the wave forns
of other dinmensions into the explicate reality for the purposes
of forecasting the future and charting a safe path through it.

And as Hel ey's adventure indicates, it's networking the potenti al
of this beamthat defines success in spiritual Cyberia.



CHAPTER 11
Neopagan Technol ogy

There is a growing spiritual subculture dedicated to
channeling the beam and it is characterized by pagan ethics,
reliance on technol ogy, and interconnectivity through vast
networ ks. The neopagan revival incorporates ancient and nodern
skills in free-for-all sanpling of whatever works, making no
di stinction between occult magi c and hi gh technology. In the
wor ds of one neopagan, The magic of today is the technol ogy of
tomorrow. It's all magic. It's all technol ogy.'

Again, it's easiest to get a fix on the neopagan revival
back in Engl and, where the stones still resonate fromthe nurders
of over 50 million pagans throughout the Dark Ages. Fraser d ark,
pater of the Zi ppy noverment ( zen-inspired pagan
professionals''), sees the current surge of pagan spirit in the
cyberian subculture as the nmpbst recent battle in an ancient
religious struggle. Youth culture is the only answer.

As Fraser prepares to head to work (it's about one in
afternoon) he invites me to read what he's just typed onto his
conput er screen:

Ever since they nmanaged to bl ackball the Hi ppy to death, the
correct node of Youth (as hope and consci ence of the

cul ture) has been systematically schizophrened fromits
historical roots. And we're tal king about roots that go back
t hrough the punks, hippies, rebels, beats, bohen ans,

soci alists, romantics, alchenists, the shakers and the
quakers, witches, heretics and, right back in the roots,
pagans. Yet the human spirit still revitalized itself! W
pagani (Latin for nonnilitary personnel, by the way) have
been cooperating and breedi ng unstoppably, together with our
personal gods and succubi |ike personal conputers! Unti

now, just when the Roman Christian Monotheistic Mnd State
reaches out to grasp the whole planet by the short hairs,
the Alternative Culture births itself.

Fraser has dedicated his life to the spread of pagan
consci ousness, specifically through the youth culture, which he

sees as our last hope for planetary survival. The system cannot
be allowed to go on for another ten years or it really wll
destroy us all, it's as sinple as that,'' Fraser tells ne as we

wal k with his hairless dog fromhis house in Hanpstead to Canden
Lock Market. H s tone is always conspiratorial, reverberating a
personal paranoia |left over fromthe sixties, and an inherited
par anoi a passed down through pagan history. "If we had this
conversation in the thirteenth or fourteenth century, we'd be
burned at the stake for it. W' d never even be able to inagine

t hi ngs being as good as they are now ... or as bad as they are
now.'' Fraser brings a broad perspective to the archaic revival,
hel pi ng woul d-be pagans to see their role in the historica
struggl e agai nst the forces of nonotheistic tyranny.

The actual witch-hunts canme in |ike waves of hysteria just
like drug stories in the press do now. You know, every so often
al ong comes a story about witches in their mdst so let's burn a
few So it came in waves. Another thing that cane in waves is the
pl ague. The bl ack death.'' | can tell that Fraser wants ne to
draw the parallel nyself. Deep down, this nman is a teacher. His
t heory (which has been espoused el sewhere in pagan literature) is
that the sudden rises in black death can always be traced to a



surge in witch killing and cat killing. The church would reward
peopl e who killed cats because they were associated with w tches.
The rat popul ati on would be free to increase, and nore pl ague
woul d spread. As he puts it, "Hysteria caused the plague.'
Meanwhi | e, our current and potential plagues--AlDS, pollution,
nucl ear war--are seen to be caused by sinilar repression of the
pagan spirit, which he seeks to revitalize in the youth culture
of England, in any way possible.

To this end, Fraser has becone a spokesman and advocate for
t he nodern, urban neopagans. Like both their own ancestors and
the nost current mathematici ans and physicists, they have
abandoned organi zed rules of logic in favor of reality
hacki ng--riding the waves, watching for trends, keeping an open
m nd, and staying connected to the flow It's not inportant
whet her the natural systemis a forest, an interdinensional
pl ane, a subway, or a conputer network. For the neopagan
exploration itself is a kind of understanding, and the process of
exploring is the nmeaning of life.

I nt er di mensi onal Scrolling

One urban neopagan, Green Fire, is a witch who works for
Earth Grl at the Smart Drugs Lounge under Big Heart City and as
a psychic for a 900-nunmber phone service called Utraviol et
Vi sions. The house scene is like a self-simlar hypertext
adventure. Each new person is like a new screen, with its own
menus and links to other screens. But they're all sonmehow united
in purpose and direction. As though each menber of the gl oba
neopagan network goes on his own visionquests, they are all on a
journey toward that great chaos attractor at the end of tine.

Today, Earth Grl and other nenbers of her Foxy Seven are
busy renodeling the new basenment hone of the Smart Bar. Toys and
trinkets are everywhere. In one corner sits a six-foot geodesic
done lined with pink fur and foam dubbed the Space Pussy. The
soft being inside, who believes he's a direct descendant of the
magi cal Shee'' beings, is Geen Fire, an inpish and androgynous
t went y- sonet hi ng- year - ol d whose Peter Pan gestures belie the
gravity with which he approaches his nission: to save the pl anet
by bringing back the Shee, the ancient fairie race that
originally inhabited Irel and before the planet was overrun wth
the "Naziish alien energy'' that has been directing human
activity for the past few mllenia.

Geen Fire believes we are fast approaching a kind of
spiritual dawn. There is nore light now than ever before. Even
Joe Blow now is starting to experience a little bit of nagic
t hrough technology.'' Geen Fire is a seanl ess bl end between the
magi ¢ of the ancients and the technol ogy of the future. "Hi gh
technol ogy and high nagic are the sane thing. They both use tools
frominner resources and outer resources. Magic fromthe ancient
past and technology fromthe future are really both one. That is
how we are creating the present; we're speeding up things, we are
qui ckeni ng our energies; time and space are not as rigid as they
used to be; the belief systemisn't there. Those who did contro
it have left the plane; they have been forced out because it no
longer is their tine. Those of us who know how to work through
time and space are using our abilities to bend tine and space
into areality that will benefit people the nost.'

So, like house nusic and its ability to condense'' tinme
t hrough juxtaposition of historical "bytes,'' Geen Fire's
wi tchery gives himan active role in the creation of the noment.
The ancients call forward in tinme to the present, giving Geen



Fire the techni ques of sorcery, while the light fromthe future
calls back in time through conputer technol ogy.

Earth Grl joins us in the Space Pussy to make sure Green
Fire is presenting hinself in the best possible |ight. Diana,
from Toon Town, follows her in. Diana has cone to the Smart
Lounge as an emi ssary of peace. The subtext never reaches the
surface, but Diana's presence is threefold: first, to understand
exactly why Earth Grl left Toon Town for Big Heart City; second
to gather as many facts as possible about Hel ey's conpetition
and third, and nost apparently, to make sure everyone stays
friends. No matter how stiff the conpetition and how hot the
tenmpers, everyone is in this thing together. There's only one
gal actic beam

Gving the gift of vulnerability as a peace offering, D ana
mentions Heley's bad'' trip last night at Toon Town.

He doesn't have the tools to be traveling that far out,'
Earth Grl responds in a genuinely caring tone.

No one says anything for a while. The Space Pussy, too, is
silent, itself an enmblemof Earth Grl's betrayal of Toon Town
and her ex-boyfriend, Heley. Diana shifts unconfortably: Wy
woul d he | eave her for me? Earth Grl, knowi ng she's being stared
at, fingers the lace on her flowing satin dress--a striking
contrast to Diana's tonboyish overalls and baseball cap

Diana lights a cigarette and | aughs. They all pretend the
nmonent of silence was spent contenplating Mark's weird Syrian Rue
adventure. He doesn't feel bad today. He even thinks he may have
touched the ability to shape-shift.

We humans are all shape-shifters,'' Geen Fire conments,
getting the conversation back on track. "W just need to learn to
access our DNA codes. It's very conputer-oriented. W are
conputers; our mnds are conputers; our little cells are
conputers. We are bio-organic computers. W are crystals. W are
made out of crystals. | even put powdered crystals into the smart
drinks."'

Geen Fire's words seema little hollow given the enotiona
reality of Diana and Earth Grl's conflict, so the two girls
| eave. But despite its inability to tackle everyday, real-world
strife, Geen Fire's cyber pagan cosnol ogy beautifully
denonstrates the particul ar eclecticismof the new spirituality.
It is not an everything-plus-the-kitchen-sink grab bag of
religious generalizations, but a synthesis of old and new i deas
whose organi zation is based on a postquantum notion of tine. The
j uxtaposition of magic and conputers, shape-shifting and DNA
crystals and pharmaceuticals, is itself indicative of a tine
conpressi on preceding the great |eap into hyperspace, or
ti mel essness.

But until that leap, the realities of romance and busi ness
still shape the experiences of cyberians. Diana and Earth Grl
must still cope with the fact that they're in the same business
and have shared the same boyfriend. Geen Fire nust cope with the
fact that his goddess, Earth Grl, will eventually realize the
futility of her com cbook-style |eadership, dissolve the Foxy
Seven, and go into business for herself.

But in the Space Pussy, for the time being, all is quite
well. In the safety of his cocooned enotional playground, G een
Fire is free to take daring leaps into interdi nensional zones
that a parent, professional, or reality-based adult would not.

I nstead of using Hel ey's psychedelics and house nmusic, or a
hacker's home conputer and nodem he practices his magic using
techniques fromthe Celtic shamanic traditions. (Unless, of



course, he just happens upon a fairie ring of mushroons in the
forest.)
He'll begin with a purification ritual and an herbal bath,
t hen some breathing techniques and chanting for an hour or so,
whi ch brings himinto a kind of psychedelic clarity.
Everyt hi ng nundane | eaves so | know |l'min the trance. |'ll

cast the circle and invoke the elenments. Sonetinmes |I'll have to
do a dance to help tap in to sone of the Celtic energies. Then I
will begin the journey down. Now, that's just like--that's

somet hing cl ose to rmushroons, LSD, or DM. "'

Geen Fire's fairie realmis also very close to the computer
experience. Hi s description of this space, his iconic presence,
the way he nmoves through the space, as well as the hypertext
quality of his experiences make it sound like a cyber space
fant asy gane.

They' Il take me inside. Sonetines | feel like I'"'mfalling
or flying. Sonmetimes | just whoosh, and |I'mthere. Depends on
what kind of passage it is. Then |I'"'mthere, and it's a rea
pl ace. Usually once | get there ny body is still in this
di rension. |'ve gone through ny cells, ny DNA and |'ve opened a
doorway and |'ve gone to that other dinmension. So | will need to
have an archetype there. It's a dreamike state, but it's also
very physical. This is the strange part. | can feel stuff there
t hrough that body. | can smell, | can taste, | can touch, and
can hear. My guides will be there, my totens--and they usually
guide me to certain cities | need to go to.'

Just as | was guided through virtual reality by gentle Bryan
Hughes, Green Fire is guided by his fairies through Celtic
Cyberia. This is a virtual world! Each doorway is another screen.
Each totemallows himto load ' nore "worlds.'' Through an
archetypal virtual suit, he can see and feel his hyperdi nensi ona
reality. And, like Mark Heley in the shamanic fractal, or me in
the Intel virtual reality deno program he rmust prove he is a
wort hy interdi mensional traveler. As MKenna woul d say, thoughts
are beheld.'' As Heley would say, "bliss is a rigorous nmaster.'

What ever | think becomes real. Just to even get there
have to be very clear. My enptions and ny thoughts steer ne.

Real |y, instead of nme nmoving, the place noves. | think sonething,
and then I"'mkind of Iike, there. So if | start feeling dark and
weird, | find nyself in the dark places of that land. And there
are dark places.'

Things get eerie. Green Fire describes howrealities

scroll'" by as on a conputer screen, and it's as if he's
describing the thickest places in the "ice'' in WIIliam d bson's
Neur omancer, where a hacker/cowboy can lose his soul. Geen Fire
nmoves through the fairie matrix |ike a hacker through the
network, fromsystemto system always |eaving a back door open
But Green Fire is nmaking his systenms breaches w thout the
protection of David Troup's Bodyguard program |nstead, he nust
depend on his nmental discipline. He's in the ultinmate designer
reality, where his thoughts becone what's real, whether he |ikes
it or not.

It's a discipline to keep your enotions in check--to keep
certain archetypical images in ny mnd. | have to keep them
because they're doorways, and if | don't have those doorways
positioned correctly, they could lead ne to a place that |
woul dn't want to be. It's like a puzzle or a maze and | coul d get
lost. Magic is a dangerous thing. There's a new age belief that
you can never get hurt; that's not true. You can get hurt very
bad. Not everybody should do nagic. Even those of us who are made



to do it, we fuck up quite a bit. | fuck up quite a bit.'

VWil e a conputer hacker who ventures into the wong system
m ght find the Secret Service knocking at his door, a witch who
ventures into the wong dinmension risks psychol ogical or
spiritual damage. But just as the npbst aggressive cyberian
hackers make sacranental use of psychedelics to augnent their
conputer skills, adventurous w tches nmake use of the conputer net
to keep informed of pagan technol ogi es. The comuni cations and
conputer networks are a self-simlar extension of the pagan need
for a map to hypers