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He is well-known to international audiences in the field of psychedelic-assisted psychotherapy, having presented at numerous conferences on the subject. He took part in a research study sponsored by MAPS Canada in 2008 to demonstrate the efficacy of MDMA as an adjunct to psychotherapy in patients with severe PTSD. He was also a mentor in the California Institute of Integral Studies program of Psychedelic-Assisted Therapies and Research.




Preface

I was in my third year of life when Albert Hofmann had the first experience of an altered state of consciousness induced by LSD which he had synthesized only five years before. Twenty-seven years later I was initiated into this strange realm. And now, in my eighty-fourth year I wrote this book about what I judge to be vital to remember after my death, crumbs like Hansel and Gretel left behind in the forest hoping to be found and rescued. For more than forty years the most magical psychedelics have been prohibited worldwide. I hope that now we won’t miss our chance to realize the gift they embody. It would be deeply regrettable if the current renaissance of psychedelics were to lead to disappointment due to greed and misunderstanding and medicalization and marginalization.




Editors’ note

When we decided to undertake the project of editing this book, our first step was to collect all of Andrew’s texts and talks on psychotherapy in non-ordinary states of consciousness. We began with the infamous 2001 Janus Head article, for which he was barred from entering the US, and went through all his interviews, conference speeches, and essays—right up to his remarks at the launch of his 2023 debut book in English, Credo: R.D. Laing and Radical Psychotherapy. We then deconstructed this material to synthesize his approach, which ultimately gave rise to the four chapters of this book—much like in a thematic analysis. After this process of aggregation, deconstruction, and analysis, we worked together with Andrew to build a completely new book. It is based not only on his previous writings and lectures, but also on new conversations between the three of us, along with fresh inputs, reflections, and stories from Andrew.

While we initially set out to gather and synthesize Andrew’s key points into a coherent text, we soon realized that his message of radical presence and navigating the unpredictability of the psychedelic encounter meant that any attempt at systematizing and codifying his ideas was impossible. But this did not concern us, as the book offers something far more valuable than a manual: an experience—a transformative process through which the reader may feel inspired, informed, and perhaps even initiated into the lineage that Andrew so generously shares through his wisdom and insights.

Working on this book has been a deeply moving experience for us, and we hope that it may be so for our readers as well.

Aron Büky-Tompa and Daniel Acs

October 2024





Chapter 1

Personal history with psychedelics

First encounter

When I was sixteen years old in Budapest, Hungary in 1956, after the defeat of the revolution, my father asked me, “Would you like to head out into the world on your own and get a Western education?” I immediately said yes. I soon realized that I didn’t know what I was saying yes to.

The decision to take my first dose of LSD in 1967 was another of those decisions that I could never possibly explain. I was studying psychology at the University of Western Ontario and my thesis supervisor asked if I would like to take some LSD. He had brought it back from Saskatchewan, where the first LSD experiments took place in Canada. Again, I immediately said yes. And, of course, I could not have known what I was saying yes to. No verbal accounts in the literature or from friends who tripped before could approximate and prepare me for the lived experience of what I found myself engulfed in.

I was twenty-six, just switched from mathematics into psychology. R. D. Laing’s quasi-mystical book, The Politics of Experience and the Bird of Paradise was hot off the press. I didn’t yet know that I would seek him out and acquire him as my therapist, teacher, supervisor, mentor, and friend. I was reading Watts, Ginsberg, Kerouac, Burroughs, I was looking for therapy, I was looking for love. A decade before, I had escaped from my family and country, to be free, and now there I was, being insatiably curious, in Canada.

In 1967 I left mathematics, physics, chemistry, and computers and began working on my MA in psychology. My supervisor, Zenon Pylyshyn, was from Saskatchewan and had participated, along with Abram Hoffer and Duncan Blewett, in the first experiments with LSD-25. I had heard of LSD-25. I knew that Blewett at Saskatchewan’s Weyburn Hospital had studied it with Humphry Osmond and Hoffer, and concluded: “Psychedelic drugs are to psychology what the microscope is to biology or the telescope is to astronomy.”1 Osmond introduced Aldous Huxley to psychedelic drugs, and the latter wrote in The Doors of Perception:

The man who comes back through the Door in the Wall will never be quite the same as the man who went out. He will be wiser but less sure, happier but less self-satisfied, humbler in acknowledging his ignorance yet better equipped to understand the relationship of words to things, of systematic reasoning to the unfathomable mystery which it tries, forever vainly, to comprehend.

The title came from Blake: “If the doors of perception were cleansed every thing would appear to man as it is, Infinite. For man has closed himself up, till he sees all things thro’ narrow chinks of his cavern.”

Zenon told me he had had enough strange experiences, that he had gone about as far with LSD as he wished to go. He still had what was once legal: Sandoz-manufactured LSD. I thought he wanted to pass it to me, for me to run with it, like they do with the baton in relay races. He offered to sit with me and said that the trip would take eight to ten hours. Looking back after all these years, I do not quite recall why I decided to accept his tentative offer. I was twenty-seven years old, thought of myself as a rational scientist, and had no experience with delirium, hallucination, or altered mind states. I was curious. Very curious. I thought that, like Faust, I might make a pact with the devil in return for esoteric knowledge.

The first time is unlike any other time. Zenon gave me 900 micrograms and the surprise of my life. He made himself comfortable, read a book, occasionally glanced at me, but otherwise he left me to my own devices and no words were exchanged. At one point he gave me a single stem of hyacinth to hold in my hands. I felt he had entrusted me with a fragile treasure, and I wasn’t sure I could do well by it. The strangest experience that day was what I would now call mind-interlock: although Zenon had taken no mind-altering drug, I read his mind, I became he, I knew everything he knew. I knew how he felt about his wife, I knew how he held his penis when he stood at a urinal, I knew what he thought about what he was reading. I experienced intense and embarrassing intimacy. Zenon seemed unaware that I was tapping into his soul. After some days, during which my embarrassment persisted, I asked Zenon about some of my more innocuous insights. He confirmed them all to be true and felt short-changed because he had made no inroads into my mind. He had become transparent while I had remained opaque. I felt shy and uncomfortable to be so entwined with my thesis supervisor: I was loving him through knowing him. I had no critical thoughts and felt deeper and deeper levels of acceptance. Many years later R. D. Laing told me, quoting Saint Augustine, that you can only love that which you know, and you can only know that which you love.

When Ram Dass described meeting his guru in India for the first time, he said they sat six feet or more from each other on the ground, and when he looked into his guru’s eyes, what he experienced was that this man knew him. This old man, even without speaking the same language, knew everything about him. And at the same time, he felt loved and totally accepted by this man. That was the miraculous experience, that here is another human being who knows you and loves you. In psychedelic therapy and integration, you have to find people who are willing to go to the state of consciousness with you where you are not separate from each other, and basically affirm each other’s experience that this unbelievable thing is in fact a reality.

Zenon did not want to influence my expectations by saying very much, so the set and setting for my first trip were deliberately left vague and open. The intensity and novelty of my experiences were all the more surprising. I entered a bizarre, yet meaningful and encouraging, world of phenomena. I experienced myself to be a magical, complex, mythical creature. The experience was spiritual because I realized I was a part of something greater than what I could imagine. I was intrigued: I had experienced something, but I did not know what my experience meant. Had I gained insight into the universe, or just into what a mind, poisoned by LSD, might secrete: dreams, visions, hallucinations?

Following this initiation, I traveled to many regions many times with the help of many different substances. I took peyote, psilocybin mushrooms, cannabis, MDMA, DMT, ketamine, nitrous oxide, 5-MeO-DMT, but I kept coming back to LSD. Acid seemed my most spacious, most helpful ally. While on it, I explored my past, regressed to the womb, to my conception. I remembered, grieved, and mourned many painful events. I saw how my parents would have liked to love me, and how they did not because they didn’t know how. I learned, on acid, to endure troubling and frightening states of mind. This enabled me, as meditation has done, to identify with being the witness of the workings of my mind, observing whatever was going on, while knowing that I was simply captivated by the forms produced by my own psyche.

On one trip I was trapped in an isolated, encapsulated state of mind, and I struggled to make contact with the world. I couldn’t hear, see, touch, smell, or taste, but I thought and felt. I felt caged in an autistic mind. It occurred to me that many years might have passed since I was last in contact with reality. I might have walked in front of a car, got hit, and the shattered glass of the windshield could have blinded me. Were I to regain my sanity, I might wake up in the back ward of a mental hospital. There might have been news reports about a psychologist who lost his mind as a result of ingesting LSD. Then I got the idea that a fire was starting near me and unless I could put it out, I would die in the ensuing conflagration. I tried to annul all traces of fire from my consciousness, thinking and hoping my mental maneuver could be guided, by unknown pathways, into the real world, and thereby save me from immolation. I found out later that my wife had lit a candle and I had, to her surprise, repeatedly blown it out with such fury that, after a few attempts, she gave up trying to relight it.
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