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  “Tomorrow morning,” he decided, “I’ll begin clearing away the sand of fifty thousand centuries for my first vegetable garden.

  That’s the initial step.”




  

    

      

        — Philip K. Dick, The Three Stigmata of Palmer Eldritch


      


    


  




  What best can I do? Exactly what I’ve done. My voice for the voiceless.




  

    

      

        — Philip K. Dick, The Exegesis
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  Introduction




  l.




  

  

    

      The beautiful and imperishable comes into existence due to the suffering of individual perishable creatures who themselves are not beautiful, and must be reshaped to form a

      template from which the beautiful is printed (forged, extracted, converted). This is the terrible law of the universe. This is the basic law; it is a fact. Also, it is a fact that the suffering

      of the individual animal is so great that it arouses an ultimate and absolute abhorrence and pity in us when we are confronted by it. This is the essence of tragedy: the collision of two

      absolutes. Absolute suffering leads to — is the means to — absolute beauty. Neither absolute should be subordinated to the other. But this is not how it is: the suffering is

      subordinated to the value of the art produced. Thus the essence of horror underlies our realization of the bedrock nature of the universe.


    


  


  




  This passage was written by the American novelist Philip K. Dick in 1980. Taken alone, the handful of lines might seem to be an extract from a lucid and elegant fugue on

  metaphysics and ontology — an inquiry, in other words, into matters of being and the purposes of consciousness, suffering, and existence itself. This particular passage would not strike

  anyone versed in philosophical or theological discourse as violently original, apart from an intriguing sequence of metaphorical slippages — printed, forged, extracted, converted

  — and the almost subliminal conflation of “the universe” with a work of art.




  What makes the passage unusual is the context in which it arose and the other kinds of writing that surround it. Despite a tone of conclusiveness, the passage represents a single inkling,

  passing in the night, among many thousands in the vast compilation of accounts of his own visionary experiences and insights that Dick committed to paper between 1974 and 1982. The topics —

  apart from suffering, pity, the nature of the universe, and the essence of tragedy — include three-eyed aliens; robots made of DNA; ancient and suppressed Christian cults that in their

  essential beliefs forecasted the deep truths of Marxist theory; time-travel; radios that continue playing after being unplugged; and the true nature of the universe as revealed in the writings of

  the ancient philosopher Parmenides, in The Tibetan Book of the Dead, in Julian Jaynes’s The Origin of Consciousness in the Breakdown of the Bicameral Mind, and in Robert

  Altman’s film Three Women.




  The majority of these writings, that is to say, are neither familiar nor wholly lucid nor, largely, elegant — nor were they intended, for the most part, for publication. Even when Dick,

  who was an autodidact if ever there was one, recapitulates some chestnut of philosophical or theological speculation, his own philosophical and theological writings remain unprecedented in their

  riotous urgency, their metaphorical verve, their self-satirizing charisma, and their lonely intimacy (as well as in their infuriating repetitiveness, stubbornness, insecurity, and elusiveness).

  They are unprecedented, in other words, because Philip K. Dick is Philip K. Dick, one of the more brilliant and unusual minds to make itself known to the twentieth century even before this (mostly)

  unpublished trove now comes to light.




  Dick came to call this writing his “Exegesis.” The process of its production was frantic, obsessive, and, it may be fair to say, involuntary. The creation of the Exegesis was an act

  of human survival in the face of a life-altering crisis both intellectual and emotional: the crisis of revelation. No matter how resistant we may find ourselves to this ancient and

  unfashionable notion, to approach the Exegesis from any angle at all a reader must first accept that the subject is revelation, a revelation that came to the person of Philip K. Dick in

  February and March of 1974 and subsequently demanded, for the remainder of Dick’s days on earth, to be understood. Its pages represent Dick’s passionate commitment to explicating the

  glimpse with which he had been awarded or cursed — not for the sake of his own psyche, nor for the cause of the salvation of humankind, but precisely because those two concerns seemed to him

  to be one and the same.




  The attempt eventually came to cover over eight thousand sheets of paper, largely handwritten. Dick often wrote through the night, running an idea through its paces over as many as a hundred

  sheets during a sleepless night or in a series of nights. These feats of superhuman writing are astonishing to contemplate; they impressed even an established graphomaniacal writer like Dick, who

  had once written seven novels in a single year. The fundamental themes of the Exegesis come as no surprise. The body of work that established Dick’s reputation — his forty-odd realist

  and surrealist novels written between 1952 and his death in 1982 — concerns itself with questions like “What is it to be human?” and “What is the nature of the

  universe?” These metaphysical, ethical, and ontological themes enmesh his work, even from its very beginnings in domestic melodrama, science fiction adventure, and humor, in an atmosphere of

  philosophical inquiry.




  Dick increasingly came to view his earlier writings — specifically his science fiction novels of the 1960s — as an intricate and unconscious precursor to his visionary insights.

  Thus, he began to use them, as much as any ancient text or the Encyclopedia Britannica, as a source for his investigations. Never, to our knowledge, has a novelist borne down with such eccentric

  concentration on his own oeuvre, seeking to crack its code as if his life depended on it. The writing in these pages represents, perhaps above all, a laboratory of interpretation in the most

  absolute and open-ended sense of the word. When Dick began to write and publish novels based on the visionary material unearthed in the Exegesis, he commenced interpreting those as well. So, as

  these writings accumulated, they also became self-referential: the Exegesis is a study of, among other things, itself.




  Fully situating this text’s genesis within the flamboyant and heartbreaking life story of Philip K. Dick is beyond our reach in this introduction. We commend you to Lawrence Sutin’s

  Divine Invasions: A Life of Philip K. Dick, published in 1989 and thankfully still in print. Sutin’s biography finds its limitations only in the sense that neither he nor any other

  commentator in the years immediately following Dick’s death, however persuaded of the unique relevance and appeal of his writing, could have predicted the expansion in its reputation and

  influence in the subsequent decades.




  What will be needed by a reader coming to the Exegesis, however, whether familiar or not with Dick’s great novels, is a brief encapsulation of what both Dick and Sutin call

  “2-3-74” — meaning, simply, February and March of 1974 — for the simple reason that Dick’s endless sequence of interpretations derive from that initial period of

  visions and a handful of external experiences that surrounded them (some of which, frankly, challenge credulity).




  Whether interpreting a happening, memory, vision, or dream, Dick in his haste rarely bothers to set down the source events as scrupulously as we might wish — testament to his eagerness to

  begin his fierce private excavation of their meaning. After all, he understood to what he referred. Except for those lucky instances when Dick retraces his steps to their source, or in the

  letters to others that (mercifully for the reader) represent this wild journey’s inception point, Dick explicates events, but rarely narrates them. Sutin observes:




  

  

    

      The events of 2-3-74 and after are unusual, even bizarre. There are scenes of tender beauty, as when Phil administered the Eucharist to [his son] Christopher. There are

      instances of inexplicable foresight, as when he diagnosed his son’s hernia. And there are episodes, like the Xerox missive, that foster skepticism. For some, the visions and voices will

      constitute evidence of grace. Others, both atheists and religionists, will doubt 2-3-74 for these very reasons.


    


  


  




  So, what happened to Philip K. Dick in 1974? Among the mysterious events he chews over in these pages, the first, dark precursor to his visions was a break-in at his home in San Rafael,

  California, in November 1971 when someone blew up the file cabinet in his office. Candidates range from drug dealers to Black Panthers to various clandestine authorities, a few of which undoubtedly

  had Dick on their watch lists. Dick never settled on a single explanation for the break-in, but his fascinated, terrified rehearsals of this event set the stage for the deductive explosion to

  follow. It was then that Philip K. Dick’s life began to resemble, as many have observed, a Philip K. Dick novel.




  Then to 1974: Dick now lived in Orange County, with a wife and young child. After receiving a dose of sodium pentothal during a visit to the dentist for an impacted wisdom tooth, Dick went home

  and later opened his door to a pharmacy delivery-girl bearing a painkiller and wearing a gold necklace depicting a fish, which she identified as a sign used by early Christians. At that moment, by

  his testimony, Dick experienced “anamnesis” — that sudden, discorporating slippage into vast and total knowledge that he would spend the rest of his life explicating, or

  exegeting.




  Yet that doorway meeting with the fish necklace was only the first vision. In March Dick enjoyed two separate, unsleeping, nightlong episodes of visual psychedelia, the second of which he

  describes memorably as “hundreds of thousands of absolutely terrific modern art pictures as good as any ever exhibited . . . more than all the modern art pictures that exist put

  together.” Next, he found himself compelled to perform a home baptism on his son, Christopher. Then he was visited by a “red and gold plasmatic entity,” which he came to call,

  variously, Ubik, the Logos, Zebra, or the plasmate. He also heard dire messages on his radio (which played whether or not it was plugged into the wall).




  Readers will learn here of the “Xerox missive” — a mailed broadside of some sort, possibly from an ordinary basement Communist organization, which Dick understood as a dire

  test of his new and visionary self-protective instinct: it needed to be disposed of. Dick believed that he was inhabited by another personality with different habits and character, someone more

  forceful and decisive than himself — in the Exegesis he auditions various candidates for this role — who steps in to fire his agent and field the Xerox missive. Our hero sees

  “Rome, Rome, everywhere,” in a vision of iron bars and scurrying outlaw Christians; he came to call this vision of the world the Black Iron Prison, or BIP for short. A cat died, and the

  apartment was flooded with memorial light. Most stirring, a pink beam informed Dick of a medical crisis that threatened the life of his son, a diagnosis confirmed by doctors.




  Beyond 1974, he endured voices, visions, and prophetic dreams too numerous to list here — all to be enfolded, by the writer, into the cascade of interpretation of those earlier events. A

  reader will learn how readily and fluently a new revelation transforms Dick’s sense of the “core facts” of 2-3-74, which never sit still but adapt to a flux of analysis,

  paraphrase, and doubt. Illuminating them fully was Dick’s subsequent lifework. Why should it be simple for us?




  2.




  The journey of the Exegesis from a chaos of paperwork stored, after Dick’s death, in a garage in Sonoma, California, to this (noncomprehensive) publication is still, if

  not as unlikely as its creation in the first place — what could be? — a saga in itself. When Dick died in 1982, the Exegesis was still a pile of papers in his apartment. Dick’s

  friend Paul Williams, then executor of his literary estate, sorted the fragments into the ninety-one file folders that still house it. (Williams’s provisional organizational choices, in the

  absence of other guides, remain evident in the form in which we present the material here.) The Exegesis spent the next several years in Williams’s garage in Glen Ellen.




  It is difficult to overstate the degree to which Dick’s reputation had gone underground in the 1970s and 1980s; it had never been very far overground to begin with, and his stature with

  publishers was nonexistent. Working with Dick’s agent, Russ Galen, Williams found remarkable success inventing Dick’s posthumous career as we now know it, guiding the out-of-print

  novels into republication and a place in literary culture more secure than Dick probably ever imagined for himself. A number of unpublished novels — coherent, finished manuscripts that in

  almost every case had already made the publishers’ rounds and been rejected — were also brought to light.




  The Exegesis, an unruly and unlikely “manuscript” that threatened to defy editorial ambition, remained terra incognita. Its first scholar, Jay Kinney, published a “Summary of

  the Exegesis Based on Preliminary Forays” in 1984. Estimating the document at two million words, Kinney defined requirements for its publication: transcription from the handwritten pages; an

  attempt at chronological resequencing; and “selecting out the most coherent portions.” He rightly called this prospect “staggering.” With Williams and a few volunteers,

  Kinney’s venture at least accomplished the photocopying and inventory of the eight-thousand-plus pages. At one point a distributed transcription effort was begun by mail — “swarm

  scholarship” before the Web. Kinney, in his article, also suggested that the published Exegesis could be the basis for the founding of a “Dickian religion,” mentioning the name L.

  Ron Hubbard. His intent may have been flippant, but the notion seeped into the chatter and proved more hindrance than incentive to scrupulous investigation of the material.




  Next, biographer Lawrence Sutin edited 1991’s In Search of Valis: Selections from the Exegesis, a volume that thrilled and frustrated a core of seekers for whom the text was

  increasingly taking on the status of legend. Less than three hundred pages long, In Search of Valis presented an array of enigmatic morsels that, for some, only raised questions as to what

  might be in the other 7,700 pages. When Paul Williams relinquished his role as literary executor in the mid-1990s, the Exegesis and other PKD manuscripts went into the custody of

  Dick’s children. For them, the unpublished trove was fraught, since it attracted unwelcome attention and threatened to undermine their father’s growing academic and literary reputation

  with its disreputable aura of high weirdness. For some of Dick’s admirers, even the novels written in the wake of the 2-3-74 revelations are at best a footnote to what they regard as his

  seminal writings and, at worst, an embarrassment. (An interesting Exegesis subplot consists of Dick’s reactions to meeting some of his earliest admirers in academia, whom he refers to as

  “the Marxists” and who were clearly perplexed by his metaphysical preoccupations. “I proved to be an idiot savant,” he writes, “much to their disgust.”)




  The present editors have navigated this maze of perplexities in possession of a few useful axioms. One is that, putting aside any of the peculiarities earmarking his work or the circumstances of

  its creation, Philip K. Dick was one of the twentieth century’s great novelists. This makes the eventual public availability of his unpublished notes, journals, drafts, and other surviving

  papers not only desirable but inevitable. This is as true of Dick’s Exegesis as it is of the notebooks of Dostoyevsky or Henry James. If the fate of such material is to attract fewer readers

  than the writer’s novels — and who would wish otherwise? — it is nevertheless of clear importance that it emerge. Yet another axiom is this: the whole of the Exegesis is

  unpublishable, short of a multiple-volume scholarly edition issued at a prohibitive price or (more likely) in an online form.




  Another belief we held going in: the Exegesis is terrific reading, of a kind. We might say, “If you take it for what it is,” or, “If you care for this sort of thing,” but

  those terms beg the question of what “sort of thing” “it” exactly is, and we are at a loss to answer that question. To give yourself to it completely, as Kinney and Sutin

  and ourselves — most especially the tireless Pamela — have done, demands a degree of mania and stupefaction we would not wish on another human (though we will undoubtedly not be the

  last). But to give yourself to it in part, at leisure, and in a spirit of curiosity can be entrancing. And to become entranced by it is — contradicting ourselves now — to want more. One

  last axiom, then: in the compromises and sacrifices that this effort, by its nature, imposed, we will satisfy no one. We have set another foot on Everest, reached a slightly higher station than

  others before us. But not the summit. That admission leads to a declaration: this book spearheads an effort to transcribe, reorganize (or, more rightly, “organize”), and, eventually,

  provide scholarly access to the entirety of the writing left behind by Philip K. Dick after his death. Much of what we excluded was repetitive and boring. Some was tantalizing but opaque, or defied

  excerpt. But no one will need to take our word for this forever.




  

  3.






  

  

    

  

      

        Determinist forces are wrong,




        Though irresistibly strong.




        But of god there’s a dearth,




        For he visits the earth,




        But not for sufficiently long.


      


    


  


  


  




  or:




  

  

    

  

      

        Determinist forces are wrong,




        Though irresistibly strong.




        But of god there’s no dearth,




        For he visits the earth,




        But just for sufficiently long.


      


    


    


    


  




  Science fiction writer Tim Powers recited these two limericks from memory, then explained, “He’d call you up at eleven in the morning and say, ‘I just figured

  out some stuff — I just figured out the universe — why don’t you come over.’ Possibly he’d written until six A.M., then

  slept from six to eleven. I’d say, ‘I’ve gotta go to work. Write it down so you don’t forget it.’ One day I said, ‘Oh, yeah, and can you write it as a

  limerick?’ When I showed up he gave me two versions.”




  In the last decade of his life, Philip K. Dick’s friends and visitors became, one after the next, confidants of the iconoclastic human being who was both scribbling out the Exegesis and,

  in many senses, living it. These eyewitnesses offer evocative accounts that amplify the text’s human dimension; its tenderness, monologuing obsessiveness, irascibility, seductiveness,

  despair, irony, voraciousness, curiosity, anger, and wit, and above all its doubt and certainty, were Dick’s own.




  Tim Powers continued: “Every day was starting again from zero. It was never cumulative. And every now and then he’d say: ‘It’s all nonsense. It’s all acid

  flashbacks.’ He’d be down, terribly depressed. For one thing it would mean he’d wasted years. Then he’d be off again. He called me one day and said, ‘Powers, my

  researches have led me to believe I have the power to forgive sins.’ I said, ‘Well, who have you forgiven?’ He said, ‘Nobody . . . I forgave the cat’s sins and went to

  bed.’”




  Cartoonist Art Spiegelman, then a young fan who considered Dick “the only living writer I wanted to meet,” made his first visit to Dick’s apartment in February 1974: “It

  was one week before the vision. I planned a trip from S.F. to L.A., but he wasn’t answering his phone. We did our day at Disneyland, then I thought: I can’t not ring his

  doorbell. I stayed for three days. He was charming, eager for someone to talk to about his work. Only later did I find out he’d been in a deep funk. We’d talk, I’d fall

  asleep, he’d go in and begin typing, and then I’d wake up and we’d begin talking again.




  “I think I have one of the earliest manifestations of what became the Exegesis. I wish I could find it. We wanted a collaboration with Phil for Arcade magazine — he gave us

  something sort of essaylike, clearly religious. It concerned taking Christopher to the hospital. This was the first clue I had that he was off in that territory, but I can’t remember it being

  a very big deal in ’74–’75. He didn’t seem obsessive, didn’t seem manic.




  “Later, visiting to recruit him for Raw magazine, I thought: This guy’s on the skids somehow. The apartment was the worst version of the Philip Marlowe housing complex.

  But he was studying Aramaic. I was struck, thinking, That’s intense! There’s not too many people doing that. Yet it didn’t seem like a good influence on him — he

  seemed burdened by all this stuff. Crushed. I do remember expressing excitement about one idea, and he lit up. He’d figured out why evil exists on earth: we were in a bubble, and God

  couldn’t get to us. I liked that image, and we talked about it for a while.”




  Painter and cartoonist Gary Panter offered a word-portrait: “Phil was pixieish and self-effacing, always ready to make himself the butt of the joke. He sat thinking with his head back and

  lips pursed a little. He smiled small before he smiled big. He had long fingers like a piano player’s. White hairy chest peeking over his top button. His skin was pale. His lips were red. His

  cheeks had a tiny blush. He was like a clever fox, but tired, like he didn’t sleep much. He told me more than once about the miracle of his intuiting his son’s potentially fatal

  internal hernia. He’d take a big breath before he spoke because he knew the sentences would be long. His hands were lithe and expressive, often mirroring each other palm to palm. He had

  soulful, heartful eyes. With other people he could’ve played other roles, because he was a theatrical and prankish person. He laughed a lot.”




  Tim Powers alludes to a notion found in other accounts as well: that in its latter stages the Exegesis journey seemed to converge with a foreshadowing of its author’s death. “I do

  remember that around Christmas of ’81 he was convinced that the world would end in a couple of months. And it did, for him. I thought: Not bad — you were close.”




  4.




  Anyone interested in suggesting a medical, psychiatric, neurological, or pharmacological context for the experiences and behavior surrounding Philip K. Dick’s Exegesis

  — and by “behavior” we mean, of course and above all, the writing of the thing itself — will be spoiled for choice. Dick offers a wealth of indicators suggestive of bipolar

  disorder, neurological damage due to amphetamine abuse, a sequence of tiny strokes (it would be a stroke that killed him in 1982), and more. Within these pages, Dick mordantly speculates on a few

  himself.




  The decades since Dick’s death have been fertile ones for popular neurological case histories, frequently of creative people (call it the Oliver Sacks era). It is likely that had Dick

  lived longer, he would have been drawn to project his own neurological metaphors for his visionary experiences; in particular, it is hard to imagine that his restless mind would not have been eager

  to explore what Eve Laplante, in her 1988 article in the Atlantic Monthly, called “The Riddle of TLE” (temporal lobe epilepsy). The cause of electrical seizures in the brain less

  dangerous, and more diagnostically furtive, than grand mal epilepsy, TLE is associated in certain cases with hypergraphia (superhuman bouts of writing) and hyperreligiosity (“an unusual

  degree of concern with morality, philosophy, and mysticism, sometimes leading to multiple religious conversions,” in Laplante’s words). Among the historical figures whose profiles are

  suggestive of a retroactive TLE diagnosis are Dostoyevsky, St. Theresa of Avila, Emanuel Swedenborg, and Van Gogh.




  Temporal lobe epilepsy has, reasonably enough, drawn attention from Dick’s biographers, and we should not hesitate to mention it here. Yet, given just a brief paraphrase of Dick’s

  history, neurologist Alice Flaherty, author of The Midnight Disease: The Drive to Write, Writer’s Block, and the Creative Brain, cautioned that one of any number of medical causes

  might easily account for Dick’s hypergraphia — a TLE diagnosis is far from a foregone conclusion. Indeed, it is worth noting that Dick described hallucinatory experiences of one kind or

  another going back as far as grade school; that his earliest writings prefigure the ontological and moral concerns exhibited after 2-3-74; and that his boggling literary productivity during his

  aspirant years and first ascendancy, from 1952 to 1964, could easily be labeled “hypergraphic.” Dick’s Exegesis is a site, then, where we reencounter one of the defining mysteries

  of our scientific age: the persistent elusiveness of a satisfying description of the full activities of “mind” — that is, consciousness — even as the mechanism of the

  biological brain yields itself increasingly to our understanding.




  5.




  Dick’s pursuit of the truth of 2-3-74 was destined, like Zeno’s arrow, for no destination. Years before his death, it became apparent that these activities would not

  cease until the pen fell from his hands, no matter his periodic attempts at closure. “Here ends four years and six months of analysis and research,” Dick wrote. “Time is unmasked

  as irreal; 1,900 years are disclosed as aspect of one underlying matrix . . . my 27 years of writing the same themes over and over again fits into place; 2-74 and 3-74 is comprehensible, as is the

  overthrow of Nixon; the transtemporal constants have been explicated . . . perhaps I should destroy the Exegesis. It is a journey that reached its goal.” Dick wrote those words in 1978; they

  occur on the first page of an entry that would continue for sixty-two more.




  In the end the Exegesis can be viewed as a long experiment in mind-regarding-itself. The puzzle that Dick can never solve in this effort is that of his own exegetical efforts. This mind writes

  — why? More and more it may seem as if in describing the macrocosm Dick describes the Exegesis: the two are coextensive. Each falls victim to repetition and entropy; each grows by

  reticulating and arborizing; each, for its renewal, requires divine intervention in the form of language. The same questions apply to both: What saves the universe from running in useless circles

  until it drops? What separates the living spark of meaning from the “inferior bulk” of chaos and noise? Does the universe evolve or devolve? If the system is closed, then where does

  “the new” originate?




  We found ourselves struck by the notion that Philip K. Dick was, for all his garrulous explications, an aphoristic writer, in the vein of E. M. Cioran or Blaise Pascal. What disguises his

  aphoristic gift is, simply, the scaffolding he left in place. Every impulse, every photon of thinking collects on the page; it is left for the reader to isolate the spires.




  

  

    

      “What lies hiding within each object? A garden, so to speak.”




      “There are no gold prisons.”




      “The schizophrenic is a leap ahead that failed.”




      “To remember and to wake up are absolutely interchangeable.”




      “All that is colossal is fraud.”




      “The physical universe is plastic in the face of mind.”




      “Reality lacks discretionary power.”




      “What’s got to be gotten over is the false idea that an hallucination is a private matter.”




      “‘One day the masks will come off, and you will understand all’ — it came to pass, and I was one of the masks.”


    


  


  




  Each of these fine provocations is embedded somewhere in the Exegesis’s pages, together with more extensive sequences of aphoristic invention and self-contained parables

  too lengthy to quote here. We invite readers to discover their own.




  Jonathan Lethem and Pamela Jackson




  
 





  Editors’ Note




  Your humble scholars have wandered into a land that makes a mockery of scholarship. Dick’s own centrifugal and chaotic methodology was more than infectious; it rewrote

  our attempts to rewrite it. This volume, then, reflects an enthusiastic foray on the reader’s behalf. The larger purposes of archival scholarship could only have been answered with a

  completely transcribed and fully cross-referenced Exegesis — a thing not bindable into the pages of a book. In the name not of apology but of transparency, we offer an account of our

  compromises and the decisions that made them possible.




  We chose chronological ordering, yet this is a text that defies chronology. Dates were frequently determined only by internal clues or references and so should be regarded as approximate and

  open to revision by future scholarship. We kept folders intact, despite recognizing these as an artifact of Paul Williams’s archiving rather than Dick’s own ordering. In places where

  this led to conflict with chronology, we relocated parts of folders; these are noted. Excerpts are identified by bracketed numbers at the top [folder number: page number in folder]. In folders

  where Dick’s own page numbering suffices, we retained these; in folders with multiple discontinuous numbering sequences, we have renumbered the pages to create a single pagination for the

  whole. Note that folder numbers do not reflect chronological order; they represent the order in which Williams picked up the pages. Inventive inconsistency is our hallmark here: we were affixing

  numbers to chaos. Bracketed ellipses indicate some of our excisions and elisions, providing a glimpse of the scope and nature of our editorial choices. Other excisions go unmarked in favor of

  readability.




  The Exegesis began in 1974, with letters and short pieces, and grew steadily. The early pages form an epistolary detective novel, plunging the reader into the 2-3-74 revelation: Dick began his

  interpretations even as clues in the form of dreams, voices, and visions poured in. Soon, his letters grew longer and denser, some accompanied by enclosures of further typewritten

  “notes”; short pieces with recognizable beginnings and ends gave way to the extended theoretical speculations and open-ended meditations that characterize the Exegesis proper. By the

  end of this period, Dick was typing twenty-plus pages at a go — single-spaced, with minimal margins and paragraphing. We have largely offered the earliest entries in full; as longer, more

  meandering entries begin, in early 1975, we transition to the method of excerpting used for the remainder of the book: selecting discrete chunks of varying lengths, from a single paragraph to

  several pages (with or without some internal trimming).




  Dick’s text is given interpretive, personal, and unsystematic annotation by the editors and these others: Simon Critchley, Steve Erickson, David Gill, N. Katherine Hayles, Jeff Kripal, and

  Gabriel Mckee. These annotations are identified by their author’s initials. Following the text and an afterword by Richard Doyle, we offer two aids to a reader’s comprehension: a series

  of individual notes on nomenclature, translation, sources, and editorial interventions; and a glossary of some of the most frequently seen terms, including Dick’s neologisms. This glossary

  was prepared by the editors, annotators, and the Zebrapedia Group, under the guidance of Erik Davis, but it includes material developed by Lawrence Sutin for his 1991 volume. A modest index follows

  the afterword.




  Let us be the first to say that the notes, glossary, and index are incomplete: nothing short of a Vast Active Living Intelligence could sort all of Dick’s avenues of reference and

  citation. For one small example, among many, of the challenges in an annotator’s path: Dick often quoted English sources from memory or altered sources as he hurriedly copied them out; his

  use of German and Latin is willful and imaginative. In consideration of sanity (our own) and time and space (which are after all the same thing), we have offered the gist of his intentions, as we

  understood them, rather than unraveling his errors. A few names have been disguised in these pages to ensure the privacy of persons not wishing to be named.
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  Folder 4




  [4:1] In Ubik the forward moving force of time (or time-force expressed as an ergic field) has ceased. All changes result from that. Forms regress. The substrate

  is revealed. Cooling (entropy) is allowed to set in unimpeded. Equilibrium is affected by the vanishing of the forward-moving time force-field. The bare bones, so to speak, of the world, our world,

  are revealed. We see the Logos addressing the many living entities.1 Assisting and advising them.2 We are now aware of

  the Atman everywhere. The press of time on everything, having been abolished, reveals many elements underlying our phenomena.




  If time stops, this is what takes place, these changes.




  Not frozen-ness, but revelation.




  There are still the retrograde forces remaining, at work. And also underlying positive forces other than time. The disappearance of the force-field we call time reveals both good and bad things;

  which is to say, coaching entities (Runciter, who is the Logos), the Atman (Ubik), Ella; it isn’t a static world, but it begins to cool. What is missing is a form of heat: the Aton.

  The Logos (Runciter) can tell you what to do, but you lack the energy — heat, force — to do it. (I.e., time.)




  The Logos is not a retrograde energetic life form, but the Holy Spirit, the Parakletos, is. If the Logos is outside time, imprinting, then the Holy Spirit stands at the right

  or far or completed end of time, toward which the field-flow moves (the time flow). It receives time: the negative terminal, so to speak. Related to the Logos in terms of embodying word-directives

  and world-organizing powers, but at a very weak level, it can progressively to a greater degree overcome the time field and flow back against it, into it, impinging and penetrating. It moves in the

  opposite direction. It is the anti-time. So it is correct to distinguish it from the Logos, which so to speak reaches down into the time flow from outside, from eternity or the real universe. The

  H.S. is in time, and is moving: retrograde. Like tachyons,1 its motion is a temporal one; opposite to ours and the normal direction of universal causal motion.




  Equilibrium is achieved by the Logos operating in three directions: from behind us as causal — time — pressure, from above, then the final form, the very weak H.S. drawing toward

  perfection each form. But now equilibrium as we know it is being lost in favor of a growing ratio of retrograde teleology. This implies we are entering, have entered, a unique time: nearing

  completion of the manifold forms. Last pieces are going into place in the over-all pattern. The task or mode of the H.S. is completing. Not beginning, not renewing or maintaining, but

  bringing to the end, to the close. An analogy would be the transit of a vehicle from one planet to another; first stage is the gravity of planet of origin; then equilibrium of both planets in terms

  of their pull; then the growing pull of the destination gravity-field as it gradually takes over and completes the journey. Beginning, middle, end. At last one senses the receiving field engage,

  and then correct.




  When I wrote Ubik I constructed a world (universe) which differed from ours in only one respect: it lacked the driving force forward of time.3 That

  time in our own actual universe could weaken, or even go entirely away, did not occur to me because at that point I did not conceive time as a force at all (vide the Soviet astro-physicist’s

  theory2). I thought of it in Kantian terms. As a mode of subjective perception. Now I believe that time, at this point in the expansion of the universe

  (or for some other reason[s]), has in fact actually begun to weaken, at least in ratio to certain other fields. Therefore, this being true, a measure of the

  Ubik-experience could be anticipated. I have indeed had that experience, or a measure thereof. That is, time still drives on, but counter forces have surfaced and impinge, laying bare the

  Ubik landscape — only for a few moments, that is, temporarily. Then time resumes its sovereignty.




  What one would expect is two fold: (1) Material (e.g., information, images, weak energy fields, etc.) from the future leaking or bleeding back to us, while we continue on. (2) Abrupt lurches

  back on our part to recent prior time periods, like a needle on a record being anti-skated back to a prior groove, which it has already played, and then playing on from there as if nothing

  happened.4 The latter we would not be consciously aware of, although subcortical responses, and perhaps a vague sense of amnesia, dreams, etc., would tell us

  that something was “wrong.” But the leakage back to us from the future, not by us but to us, that we would be aware of (calling it ESP, etc.), and yet be unable to account for

  it.




  But what is most telling is that in March, at the initial height of the “Holy Other” pouring into me, when I saw the universe as it is, I saw as the active agent, a gold and red

  illuminated-letter like plasmatic entity from the future, arranging bits and pieces here: arranging what time drove forward. Later I concluded that I had seen the Logos. What is important is

  that this was perceptual to me, not an intellectual inference or thought about what might exist. It came here from the future. It was/is alive. It had a certain small power or energy, and great

  wisdom. It was/is holy. It not only was visible around me but evidently this is the same energy which entered me. It was both inside and out. So the Logos, or whatever it was, this plasmatic life

  form from the future which I saw, satisfies, as near as I can fathom, most of the theoretical criteria above.5




  Also, the official Catholic/Christian theories about the Holy Spirit so depict it: moving backward from the end of time, pouring into people. But if the Holy Spirit can only

  enter one, is only inside, then what I saw that was gold and red outside, like liquid fire, wasn’t the H.S. but the Logos. I think it’s all the same thing, one found inner, one found

  outer. What difference does it make? It’s only a semantic quarrel; what’s important is that it comes BACK HERE FROM THE FUTURE, is electrostatic and alive, but a

  weak field. It must be a form similar to radiation. [. . .]




  However, that which caused me to see differently and to be different must be distinguished from what I saw and became. A bioplasmic orgone-like energy entered me or rose up in me and caused

  changes in me; that is one enormous miracle . . . but the heightened awareness caused me to see a different universe: one which contained the red and gold living threads of activity in the outside

  world, a world enormously changed, very much like the world of Ubik. But I feel a unity between the force which changed me and the red and gold energy which I saw. From within me, as part of

  me, it looked out and saw itself.




  Letter to Peter Fitting,3 June 28, 1974




  [4:6]




  Dear Peter,




  [. . .] In regards to some of the intellectual, theoretical subjects all of us discussed the day you and your friends were here to visit, I recall in particular my statement to you (which I

  believe you got on your tape, too) that “the universe is moving backward,” a rather odd statement on the face of it I admit. What I meant by that is something which at the time I could

  not really express, having had an experience, several in fact, but not having the terms. Now, by having read further, I have some sort of terms, and would like to describe some of my

  personal experiences using, in a pragmatic way, the concept of tachyons, which are supposed to be particles of cosmic origin (I am quoting Arthur Koestler) which fly faster than light and

  consequently in a reversed time direction. “They would thus,” Koestler says, “carry information from the future into our present, as light and X rays from

  distant galaxies carry information from the remote past of the universe into our now and here. In the light of these developments, we can no longer exclude on a priori grounds the theoretical

  possibility of precognitive phenomena.” And so forth (Harper’s, July 1974).4




  I had been for several months experimenting with something I read about while doing research on the brain, in particular new discoveries on split-brain phenomena, for my novel A Scanner

  Darkly; I had come across the fact that the brain can transduce external fields of both high and low frequency providing that the thermal factor is quite low. Also, I had read about which

  vitamins in megadosages can improve neural firing and produce vastly increased brain efficiency. I began attempting, on the basis of what I knew, to bring on both the hemispheres of my own brain

  using the recipe for megadoses of the water-soluble vitamins; at the same time I tried again and again to exclude the ordinary external electrical fields that we customarily tune into: man-made

  fields, which we consider “signal,” and at the same time I tried to directly transduce what we usually think of as “noise,” in particular weak natural electrical fields.




  One night I found myself flooded with colored graphics which resembled the nonobjective paintings of Kandinsky and Klee, thousands of them one after the other, so fast as to resemble

  “flash cut” used in movie work. This went on for eight hours. Each picture was balanced, had excellent harmony and possessed idiomatic style — that of a well-known nonobjective

  artist. I could not account for what I was seeing (this took place in the dark, and was evidently phosphene activity within my eyes, but the source of the stimulation of the phosphenes was an

  enigma to me at the time), but I was certain that those tens of thousands of lovely, balanced, quite professional and esthetic harmonious graphics could not be originating within my own mind or

  brain. I have no facility with graphics, and besides, there were too many of them; even Picasso, whose style predominated for over an hour, never actually painted so many, although he very likely

  saw that many in his own head.




  In later studies about the brain I learned of an inhibiting brain fluid called GABA, which when its effect drops drastically, which is to say when an external stimulus causes disinhibition and

  firing of a programmed sequence up to then is inhibited, such colored graphics are often experienced. So I concluded that massive — unique in my life, in fact — disinhibition had taken

  place, although I could not identify the external stimulus, nor comprehend the programmed or engrammed sequences. At the same time (in the days following) I found myself possessed with enormous

  energy and did a lot of unusual things. This, in fact, is what probably raised my blood pressure so much that my doctor had to hospitalize me. I was constantly active, and in

  new ways. This tends to confirm the theory of massive disinhibition and unused neural firing along hitherto unusual neural pathways, perhaps an entire hemisphere of the brain held in readiness

  until then — I did not know for what.




  All this may have been induced by the huge doses of water-soluble vitamins I took, gram after gram of vitamin C, for instance. But I doubt it. At the same time as I experienced the release of

  psychic energy (to use Esther Harding’s phrase, picked up by Jung), I became conscious of pathic language directed at me from all creatures, and finally, as it spread — and this is the

  point I’m getting at — from the direction of the sky, especially at night. I had a keen intuition that information of some kind was arriving at us all, in fact bombarding us, from

  sidereal space.




  For a time I imagined that an ESP experiment had somehow by accident involved me: the long-range transmission of graphics. I wrote to a lab in Leningrad and told them about my experience, having

  at the time the feeling that the point of origin of these signals was far distant, and hence in the USSR. Now I believe the point of origin was even farther: I think that I somehow for a short time

  transduced tachyon bombardment, which comes to us constantly, and which animals utilize to engram them into performing what we call “instinctive actions.” I had been consciously trying

  to transduce external weak fields, which I know to be possible, and I know that when this is done successfully the brain’s efficiency is increased; however, I had no preconception of what

  fields I might transduce — except that I felt they would be natural and not man-made — and what information, if any, they might contain. I was hoping only for increased neural

  efficiency. I got more: actual information about the future, for during the next three months, almost each night, during sleep I was receiving information in the form of print-outs: words and

  sentences, letters and names and numbers — sometimes whole pages, sometimes in the form of writing paper and holographic writing, sometimes oddly, in the form of a baby’s cereal box on

  which all sorts of quite meaningful information was written and typed, and finally galley proofs held up for me to read which I was told in my dream “contained prophecies about the

  future,” and during the last two weeks a huge book, again and again, with page after page of printed lines.




  Without the tachyon theory I would lack any kind of scientific formulation, and would have to declare that “God has shown me the sacred tablets in which the future is written” and so

  forth, as did our forefathers, back on the deserts of Israel under the sky as they tended their sleeping flocks. Koestler also points out that according to modern theory the universe is moving from chaos to form; therefore tachyon bombardment would contain information which expressed a greater degree of Gestalt than similar information about the present; it would, thus

  at this time continuum, seem more living, more animated by a conscious spirit, to us giving rise to the concept of God. This would definitely give rise to the idea of purpose, in particular purpose

  lying in the future. Thus we now have a scientific method of considering the notion of teleology, I think, which is why I am writing you now, to express this, my own sense of final causes, as we

  discussed that day.




  Much of this printed-out information arriving in dreams has had a teaching, shaping and directing quality; it tends to inform and guide me, and make me aware of what I should do. It literally

  educates me, and I’m sure each small creature, each bug and plant and animal and fish, has the same sense of it. I’ve watched my cat, now, as he sits out on the sundeck at night; he is

  beyond doubt considering the sidereal world above him and not moving objects below — when he comes in the house an hour or two later he seems modified, as if he has been taught during that

  period and knows it. I think this happens to us all but I managed consciously to transduce above the threshold of awareness, which is unusual but not unique, and became aware of this constant

  natural and normal process which shapes all life from the future, as Koestler describes. It is often described as the “Divine Plan,” or better yet “Continual Creation.” Any

  such terms will do, but I regard it for my own purposes as a continual informational printout from the future which directs us all, not in the coercive sense that the past does, but experienced

  — and rightly so — as volition. As so to speak, free will. This term sounds right to me each morning when I wake up and reflect on the pages of print I’ve seen during the night; I

  am not forced to do what the information brings to my attention; I am free to consider it, digest and understand it, and, with its assistance, act on it.6




  For well over two months I was convinced that the Holy Spirit, which is to say God, was directing me, and in a sense this is true; it is a matter of semantics: at one time

  these would have been the only terms we had available to us; we would have talked about a divine vision and so forth. What I think now is that more modern terms can be better applied; the future is

  more coherent than the present, more animate and purposeful, and in a real sense, wiser. It knows more, and some of this knowledge gets transmitted back to us by what seems to be a purely

  natural phenomenon. We are being talked to, by a very informed Entity: that of all creation as it lies ahead of us in time.




  Cordially,




  

    Philip K. Dick


  




  P.S. In terms of Ubik (not the novel but the force described in my novel) perhaps I was already becoming aware of this total coherence which the universe is moving toward and which bombards us

  backward, so to speak, with information about itself, thus giving us a certain awareness of itself. I would think that for purely fictional purposes the description given and the name given in the

  novel would be more rather than less accurate vis-à-vis the tachyon theory, which is connected with the theory that the universe is moving from chaos to form. Ubik talks to us from the

  future, from the end state to which everything is moving; thus Ubik is not here — which is to say now — but will be, and what we get is information about and from Ubik, as we receive TV

  or radio signals from transmitters located in other spaces in this time continuum.




  I see no objection to interpreting the meaning of the force Ubik this way. Nor in interpreting the purpose of the novel Ubik by saying that in it I was trying in a dim and unconscious way

  to express a series of experiences I had had most of my life of a directing, shaping and assisting — and informing — force, much wiser than us which we in no way could perceive

  directly; where it was or what it was called I did not know; I knew it only by its effects: in Kant’s terms, it is (or as I understand now will be) a Thing-in-Itself.




  Thus I would express the purpose of the novel — my purpose, anyhow — to be a fictional statement containing a presentation of this directing presence which I arbitrarily chose the

  name “Ubik” for. That Ubik (or more accurately the future total Gestalt of purpose and Meaning) may well have written the book through me is possible, but only in the sense that all

  creatures from grasshoppers on up, in particular small creatures such as grasshoppers, are “written through,” by what we call instinct, rather than

  “writing” their lives. However, I do think one could say this; rather than having it read: Ubik, by Philip K. Dick, one could put it this way:




  

    PHILIP K. DICK




    By




    Ubik


  




  In a sense I am joking, of course, but in a sense I am not.




  I don’t feel I was “picked” by a Future Force, as its instrument, etc., bidden to make manifest its word, etc., any more than when you are watching a TV program the transmitter

  has picked you. It is broadcast; it just radiates out in all directions and some people tune in, some do not; some like what they see and hear, some reject it. All I did was to transduce, as all

  creatures do. I just gave what I received a local habitation and a name, as Shakespeare put it.




  P.P.S. One aspect of regarding this as an information transmission and reception-transduction system (like a teletype) might at last throw some light on the otherwise puzzling phenomenon of

  glossolalia when seized by the “Holy Spirit.” In my reception of tachyon bombardment (assuming this is what it is, of course) I frequently either fail to transduce properly (error at

  the receiving end) or else there is a lapse of accurate transmission (as if the teletype operator has his fingers on the wrong line of keys, etc.). When that happens, instead of seeing, in my

  dreams, the perfectly articulated English prose passages which would be the result of all components functioning correctly, I get gibberish like this: meaningless “names” and

  “words” and sequences of numbers which have no significance. Unless one is very, very careful to factor out, to use a scrupulous reject circuit of some kind (I suppose this would come

  with practice) one is confronted with the task of making sense out of random or inaccurate integers. I give these actual examples:
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            Command — Odd
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            Mrs. Aramcheck


          



          	

        




        

          	

            Sadasa Ulna
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  Considering the distance over which these packets of information travel, and their velocity, much contamination, signal-loss and other familiar invasion of the material

  contained must take place — cross-talk from other fields, so that when the tachyons at last impinge on us even if our transduction is superb (as in the case of “mystics” and

  “saints”) there would be something quite less than a perfect meaningful construct. I suppose that out of these etoin shrdlu type of ramblings (or whatever you get on a linotype when

  your fingers go from left to right) the various “Names of God” are constructed; they supply the spurious and dogmatic Holy Writ such as the Mormons treasure as their inspiration.




  If you recall the weird word found on deserted Roanoke Island in 1591, which was CTOSYOAN, carved on a tree and everyone mysteriously gone, — well, look I did it

  just then; I had my fingers one key to the right on my keyboard: the word is CROATOAN; I was copying it from my text book and had my eyes away from my hands. Thus

  marvelously proving my point. But for centuries scholars have been trying to figure out what “Croatoan” means. Probably it means nothing; the terrified colonists of the island, faced by

  one or more hostile forces (famine, Indians, plague, etc.), had an inspiration and left the island for some other sanctuary, believing that those letters spelled out something meaningful. Perhaps

  the Cosmic Teletype Operator turned his head for a moment, as I did, and erred.




  In my novel Galactic Pot-Healer there’s a girl character named Mali Yojez. Not being able to think of another name, I hit keys at random, and used what I got. Years later a

  burned-out freak who had read the book looked at me with secret insinuating accusation and said, pointing to these letters-used-as-a-name, “That’s me you’re writing about there in

  your book.” I pointed out that Mali Yojez was in no way his name. “It’s a code you used,” he explained, “to cover over my name so I wouldn’t know. But I do

  know.” I then pointed out that I had written and published the book years before I ever met him; at that his all-knowing paranoid glee increased. “That just proves how clever you

  are,” he said. “You even knew about me in advance.” You see what I mean, Peter.




  I’ve reinserted this into the typewriter because just as I was about to mail this, it occurred to me that according to my tachyon theory, I could well have anticipated

  meeting the above-mentioned burned-out freak. This brings to my mind my strange and eerie feeling that my novels are gradually coming true. At first I laughed about this, as if it was only a sort

  of small matter; but over the years — my God, I’ve been selling stories for 23 years — it seems to me that by subtle but real degrees the world has come to resemble a PKD novel;

  or, put another way, subjectively I sense my actual world as resembling the kind of typical universe which I used to merely create as fiction, and which I left, often happily, when I was

  done writing.




  Other people have mentioned this, too, the feeling that more and more they are living in a PKD novel. And several freaks have even accused me of bringing on the modern world

  by my novels.




  Well, a case could be made here for my above tachyon theory, I guess, although I hadn’t thought of it until now. Let us say that I am inspired by a creative entity outside my conscious

  personality to write what I write. (I had imagined it to be my subconscious, but this only begs the question, What is the subconscious?) There is no doubt that quite frankly I do not in any real

  sense write my novels; they do come from some non-I part of me. Often they contain dreams I’ve had (this was true of Lovecraft, I’ve heard). If tachyon bombardment was inspiring my

  novels, then it would stand to reason that the world — it is really all the same world which my books depict, as has been pointed out in critical essays many times — it would stand to

  reason that, as the years pass, my books would, so to speak, come true. They are about the future in two ways: they describe it fictionally, like S-F tends to do, and, they being inspired by

  tachyon information about the actual future (or possible several alternate futures) depict on-coming reality. Isn’t our world now somewhat like the world in Solar Lottery, my first

  novel? And other, later novels of mine even more so? I do not wish to be in one of my own novels, by the way. So this isn’t wish-fulfillment. Anyhow, I’m not the only person who’s

  noticed that the world seems to be getting like my novels; it was pointed out to me recently that if I had waited another year to bring out Flow My Tears it would have been out of date

  (actually it was by-and-large finished in 1970).




  Several times I’ve had the uncanny experience of meeting people who resemble persons, characters, I’d previously made up for my novels. In Flow My Tears there’s a 19

  year old girl named Kathy, as you recall, whom Jason meets; she is a girl of the gutter, so to speak, living a quasi-illegal existence. The next year, 1971, I in fact did meet a girl, the same age,

  living a life so similar to that of the girl in the novel as to frighten me — frighten me that if she reads the book ever she may sue. Her name — Kathy.




  I am not the true and actual source of my own fiction, and I’ve always wondered what the source was. John Denver, the current folk singer, says he doesn’t compose his many songs;

  “They’re out there in the air somewhere,” he says, “and I just fish them in.” Well, my novels aren’t out there in the air; they’re in my unconscious

  — or are they? Maybe Denver is right; it’s coming at us from a standpoint physically outside our brains, not down deep below the surface. In point of fact, S-F is often thought of as

  “future history,” and this notion is one I’ve combated, with great irritation, over the years. And yet I’m faced with the fact that time and history have caught up with me,

  which is perhaps one reason why you and others were disappointed with Flow My Tears; I waited too long to bring it out. Put another way, the gap between my vision and

  the actual world has gotten smaller and smaller over the years; when I wrote Solar Lottery it was a vision that no one else had, but how can I claim my vision in Flow My Tears to be

  unique in the same way? I could do as well by getting my information from newspapers, perhaps. How strange. How frightening, to me, anyhow.




  And yet, as of this March, with the sudden bombardment of the non-objective graphics, perhaps I have once again regained contact with the authentic future; for example, the work I’m

  engaged in now is a sequel to Man in the High Castle, at last — I’ve wanted to do that for 12 years, but never come up with an idea good enough. Based on my experiences from

  March of this year on, I believe I have indeed, finally, come up with an idea good enough, and am deep into it. I feel that the external creative force which I’ve discussed throughout this

  letter, whatever its source, whatever its nature, has inspired me as I have never been inspired before. More important to me than what it is, what it’s called, is the quality of its

  inspiration to me and the effect on my writing. Well, from these experiences over the past three months I do have a terrific idea, I think the best of my life, and in no way will it be anything you

  can read about in the present day newspaper. Perhaps what has happened is nothing more or less than a sudden return of the old force of creativity which animated me in years past and novels past. .

  . . Whatever it is, God bless it, and I am grateful for it. Wish me luck — and also, let me know what you think of all this; I value your opinion uniquely.




  Letter to Claudia Bush, July 5, 1974




  [4:13]




  Dear Claudia,




  Since I last wrote you (sending on the 7 page letter to Peter Fitting plus the 2 page letter to you) I have continued to have the same dream again and again which I mentioned: a vast and

  important book held up before me which I should read. Yesterday, for example, since Tessa and Christopher had gone off on a picnic, I took several naps and had four dreams in which printed matter

  appeared, two of them involving books.




  For three months, virtually every night, I’ve had these dreams involving written material. And within the last few days it became obvious that a specific book was indicated. That the

  ultimate purpose of all these dreams was to call my attention to an actual book somewhere in the real world, which I was to find, then take down and read.




  The first dream on July 4 was much more explicit than any before; I took down my copy of Robert Heinlein’s I Will Fear No Evil, a large blue hardback U.K.

  edition, for two men to look at. Both men said this was not a book (or the book) they were interested in. However, it was clear that the book wanted was large and blue and hardback.




  In a dream a month ago I managed to see part of the title; it ended in the word “Grove.” At the time I thought it might be Proust’s Within a Budding Grove, but it was

  not; however, there was a long word similar to “Budding” before “Grove.”




  So I knew by the first part of the day yesterday that I was looking for a large blue hardback book — very large and long, according to some dreams, endlessly long, in fact — with the

  final word of the title being “Grove” and a word before it like “Budding.”




  In the last of the four dreams yesterday I caught sight of the copyright date on the book and another look at the typestyle. It was dated either 1966 or possibly 1968 (the latter proved to be

  the case). So I began studying all the books in my library which might fit these qualifications. I had the keen intuition that when I at last found it I would have in my hands a mystic or occult or

  religious book of wisdom which would be a doorway to the absolute reality behind the whole universe.




  Of course the possibility existed that I didn’t have the book in my library, that I would have to go out and buy it. In several dreams I was in a bookstore doing just that. One time the

  book was held open before me with its pages singed by fire on all sides. By that I took it to be an extremely sacred book, perhaps the one seen in the Book of Daniel.5




  Anyhow today I looked all day around the house, since Tessa has been sick with a sunburn, and all at once I found the book. The three month search is at last over.




  As soon as I took down the volume I knew it to be the right one. I had seen it again and again, with ever increasing clarity, until it could not be mistaken.




  The book is called The Shadow of Blooming Grove, hardback and blue, running just under 700 huge long pages of tiny type. It was published in 1968.6 It is the dullest book in the world; I tried to read it when the Book Find Book Club sent it to me but couldn’t.




  It is a biography of Warren G. Harding.




  Cordially,




  

    Phil Dick


  




  P.S. This is on the level, and it goes to show you that you should never take your dreams too seriously. Or else it shows that the unconscious or the universe or God or

  whatever can put you on. A three-month gag. (If you want to read the book I’ll mail it to you. Postage should be enormous. You got three years ahead in which you have nothing planned?)




  Letter to Claudia Bush, July 13, 1974




  [4:16]




  Dear Claudia,




  [. . .] Inasmuch as I’ve delighted you so far with my unusual (to say the least) trip into Big Dreams of Big Books, then I might as well go all the way.




  Now, as I’ve mentioned, among other things I’ve dreamed about:




  A big blue book whose title ends in the word grove and before this is a word starting with a “B” which could be blooming or budding or something. A book in which everything there is

  is.




  The sibyl. Who knows and sees everything . . . The deeds of men, especially.




  The cyclops (in same dream as above). Contributing the seeing Eye.




  A friend called “Paul” holding up galley proofs for me to read, which I am told consist of a “book of prophecies,” and in which I find a passage about myself. Again, a

  huge MS of printed pages, but not quite a true bound book in our terms. Yet enormous.




  The word “sintonic,” which I am told to be, and which when I wake up I believe to be a neologism, but when I finally look up and find to be a real word, Greek, meaning self-harmony,

  etc. In harmony with, etc. A key term in Pythagorean thought, also Roman.




  Well, Claudia, let’s take the above five in terms of what I found in my funky reference books. Now, ESP has been described as “when you somehow acquire knowledge you shouldn’t

  have,” or “have no way of having,” whether it’s about the future, or what’s in the next room, or in another person’s mind, etc., or in the past. Since I wrote

  you earlier today I decided to look up Virgil’s Aeneid, because in the short paragraph which I quoted to you about the Cumaean Sibyl, it’s in that book where she is mentioned.

  Okay. Here is what I found:




  In Book III of The Aeneid there is a long description of the Cyclops.




  In a later book, Aeneas meets Queen Dido, “. . . Then the Sibyl takes him through mystic passages of the Blissful Groves where those who led good lives bask in green valleys and endless

  joys” (Will Durant’s Caesar and Christ, page 241). Note: “Blissful Groves.”




  So we have here (1) the Cyclops, (2) the sibyl, and (3) the “Blissful Groves” which is indubitably what I saw in my dream, and also the fact that the sibyl has a lot of books of

  prophecies which she burned one by one, as in my dream of the singed book held up to me to read, each page rimmed with singed black. As if the book had gone through a fire but

  had been rescued.




  Now, Claudia, I never knew any of these things. And it certainly is odd how much are from a single strand of myth from Roman and Greek times: right down to specific Greek words such as Syntonos,

  or however it’s spelled in Greek. Also I dreamed the word “ulna” one time, as I mentioned in the form “Sadasa ulna.” Well, I looked it up and it is Latin for

  “elbow,” but also it can stand for a measure of length, and the citation in my complete Latin dictionary for that use is Virgil’s The Aeneid, book III. The word

  “ulna” appears there as used by Virgil in that fashion, and although other citations follow, its appearance in that book would seem to be the initial use of it that has survived. And

  the best known, to scholars.




  So my dreams seem to refer again and again to a specific paradigm and that paradigm is being explicated with each dream until now I can’t avoid seeing what the paradigm is.




  Or was 2,000 years ago.




  So this could be placed under the rubric “ESP” or more accurately ESP knowledge.




  What the dreams I’ve had from mid-March to now, which is to say scores and scores of them, mean is that: This is prophetic knowledge. Which is to say, I can take what comes and has already

  come as accurate prophecy. Once this is established, the so-to-speak credentials, then it can and has gone on to the knowledge itself. Such as last night, about the assassinations in this country,

  which the sibyl said included Jim Pike, Bishop Pike that is, who knew Bobby Kennedy and Dr. King, and who is my friend; I knew Jim very well.




  The sibyl said that the three burglaries of my house between November 1971 and March 1972 in which all my papers were taken finally, by the time it was over, had to do with the belief or fear

  that I had material Jim Pike had given me before his death. (I had said he had done so in the foreword of my 1969 novel A Maze of Death.) This was the purpose of the three burglaries of my

  files. They had reason to think so; I had said so in A Maze of Death.




  I always wondered why my papers were taken. I could never figure it out and the police said they were baffled, too.




  In April of this year when I was in the hospital for high blood pressure (caused really by these “dreams”) I met a lawyer and told him at length about the hits on my house. His

  theory after careful thought was that it was most likely that they were after papers concerning Jim Pike, religious material Jim had given me or told me before his death. In at least one of my

  dreams, Claudia, I was Jim Pike; I know that because I saw “my mother” and it was Jim’s, Mrs. Chambers, who I once met. Also, Jim was a Latin scholar. His

  specialty, in fact, his joy in life.




  I am freaked, when you consider his book The Other Side, about the dead coming through to the living. He gave credit to me in its foreword, for research work.




  Love,




  Phil




  Letter to Claudia Bush, July 16, 1974




  [4:34]




  Dear Claudia,




  Herewith you will find a copy I made for you — did the whole damn thing word by word on my own typewriter — of a short piece I wrote which I think a lot of.




  I’m sending it to you because first I do think it has worth and it’s a present to you from me, what I have best to give. (I was going to put it on the market, but never mind.) There

  is however a second reason. I wrote this short piece with no thought to any formal system of thought past or present. It is just what I experienced and believed. The next day when I read it I saw

  instantly that it was unquestionably Hindu doctrine. There is the path: dharma. There is the delusion that hangs over reality: maya. And there is the light of God shining below maya: Brahman. But

  later on I realized that even more was involved: the clear concept of the liar, when I looked through my reference books I came across it and recognized it at once when I turned to a passage about

  Zoroastrianism. The God of Light versus the Master of the Lie. There it was. I could not recall ever having known that before. Perhaps I did, but it was no longer a conscious part of me.




  Needless to say, honesty was valued by the Persians as the first virtue, after piety (which was needed to justify honesty, evidently, since in those days everything had to be assigned to a

  supernatural cause to make it stick). They believed other good things, as revealed to them by Zoroaster as revealed to him by Ahura-Mazda by way of the Avesta, such as it being a sin to feed

  unfit food to an animal such as a dog. The greatest thing in the Persian system of course was its affirmation of life, the value of life, the joy of life, the justice possible in this world and not

  the next, the value of trying. It put down passivity, resignation, despair, and I’m glad to say once released from the power of the Lie I saw passivity, resignation and despair as

  intended by-products of the Lie, and any system of thought or religion which taught those as virtues (Christianity included) as a manifestation of the Lie.




  Well, there I went and said it. Any system which says, This is a rotten world, wait for the next, give up, do nothing, succumb — that may be the basic Lie and if we

  participate in believing it and acting (or rather not acting) on it we involve ourselves in the Lie and suffer dreadfully . . . which only reinforces that particular Lie. I imagine that if Sweet

  Jesus is listening to me He is becoming very angry now, but if He follows his own philosophy He will fold his hands, look tragically toward heaven, and do nothing.




  Meanwhile, I am trying to bring back an affirmative view of life, as was stamped out furiously wherever it appeared in history, and all I can hope is that I won’t get caught. Well, I will

  be, but hopefully not too soon. It’s a nice world and I’d like to stick around and enjoy it for a long time . . . but I got to say what I think is so, right? Whatever the

  consequences.




  Love,




  Phil




  July 8, 1974: The First Day of the Constitutional Crisis




  (Enclosure, letter to Claudia Bush, July 16, 1974)




  But the state of things is so dreary here in the U.S. — they say the elderly and poor are eating canned dog food, now, to stay alive, and the McDonald hamburgers are made from cows’

  eyes. The radio also says that today when Charles Colson, the President’s former counsel, went into jail he still wore his Richard M. Nixon tie clasp. “California dreaming is becoming a

  reality,” is a line from a Mamas and the Papas song of a few years ago, but what a dreadful surreal reality it is: foglike and dangerous, with the subtle and terrible manifestations of evil

  rising up like rocks in the gloom. I wish I was somewhere else. Disneyland, maybe? The last sane place here? Forever to take Mr. Toad’s Wild Ride and never get off?7




  The landscape is deformed out of recognition by the Lie. Its gloom is everywhere, and we encounter nothing we recognize, only familiar things without the possibility of

  accurate identification. There are only shocks, until we grow numb, are paralyzed and die. When I suddenly stopped believing in the Lie I did not begin to think differently — I saw

  differently, as if something was gone from the world or gone from between me and the world which had always been there. Like a scrambling device that had been removed: deliberate scrambling. All,

  suddenly, was clear language. God seemed to seek me out and expressed things through things and what took place. Everywhere I saw signs along a path, marking His presence.




  Any lying language creates at once in a single stroke a pseudo-reality, contaminating reality, until the Lie is undone. As soon as one lies one becomes separated from reality. One has introduced

  the falsification oneself. There is one thing no one can force you to do: to lie. One only lies for one’s advantage. It is based on an inner decision invisible to the world. No one ever says

  to you, “Lie to me.” The enemy says, You will do and believe certain things. It is your own decision to falsify, in the face of his coercion. I am not sure this is what the enemy wants,

  or anyway the usual enemy. Only a Greater Enemy, so to speak, would want that, one with greater objectives, and a clearer idea of what the ultimate purpose of all motion is.




  Sometime in the past, about three months ago, I must have become aware for the first time in my life that the cause of my misery was the Lie and that the enemy, the real enemy, was a liar. I

  remember somewhere along the line saying loudly, “He is a liar; he is a liar,” and feeling it to be very important, that discovery. I forget — or rather I guess it does not matter

  — what specific lie by which person made it all change. There was a person, there was a lie. A week after I realized that with no possibility of evading it everything altered radically for

  me, and the world began to talk, in a true language of signs: silently. The Lie had slipped away. The Lie deals with talk, written or spoken. Now it’s gone. Something else shines forth at

  last. I see the cat watching at night, for hours. He has seen it all his life; it is the only language he knows.




  I think a lot about my early childhood and remember events in it vividly, which I guess is a sure sign of senility. Also events that took place within the past ten years seem dim and not really

  a part of me. Their sadness is gone: used up. I encounter new fresh sadnesses in my remote past, like stars that burst into life when I notice them. When I pass on, they again are forgotten.

  Usually, however, senility is a gradual process; mine came on abruptly when I noticed the cat trying to discern what was causing me pain (I had stomach flu) and then what he could do to help me. He

  finally got up on my abdomen transversally and purred. It helped, but then when he jumped down the pain returned, whereupon the cat got up again. He lay on me for hours,

  purring, and finally the disturbed rhythm of my stomach began to match the pace of his purrs, which made me feel much better. Also, the sight of his jowly face gazing down at me with concern, his

  keen interest in me his friend — that changed me, to suddenly open my eyes (I had been lying for an hour on the couch) and see his concerned large furry face, his attention silently fixed on

  me. It was not an illusion. Or, put another way, his field of energy, his strength, was at that moment greater than mine, small as he was, since mine had dimmed from the flu and his was as always.

  Perhaps his soul was at that unusual moment, that critical moment, stronger than mine. It is not usual for a small animal’s soul to be larger than a man’s. He warmed me and I recovered,

  and he went his way. But I changed. It is an odd senility, to be comforted and healed by a small animal who then goes on as always, leaving you different. I think of senility as a loss of contact,

  a drop in perception, of the actual reality around one. But this was true and in the present. Not a memory.




  The Constitutional guarantees of our country have been suspended for some time now, and an assault has begun on the checks and balances structure of the government. The Republic is in peril; the

  Republic has been in peril for several years and is now cut away almost to a shadow of itself, barely functioning. I think they are carving it up in their minds, deciding who sits where forever and

  ever, now. In the face of this no one notices that virtually everything we believed in is dead. This is because the people who would have pointed this out are dead: mysteriously killed. It’s

  best not to talk about this. I’ve tried to list the safe things to talk about, but so far I can’t find any. I’m trying to learn what the Lie is or what the Lies are, but I

  can’t discern that anymore. Perhaps I sense the Lie is gone from the world because evil is so strong now that it can step forth as it is without deception. The masks are off.




  But nevertheless something shines in the dark ahead that is alive and makes no sound. We saw it once before, but that was a long time ago, or maybe our first ancestors did. Or we did as small

  children. It spoke to us and directed and educated us then; now perhaps it does so again. It sought us out, in the climax of peril. There was no way we could find it; we had to wait for it to come

  to us.




  Its sense of timing is perfect. But most important it knows everything. It can make no mistakes. It must be back for a reason.




  [4:41] The best psychiatrist I ever saw, Dr. Harry Bryan attached to the Hoover Pavilion Hospital, once told me that I could not be diagnosed, due to the unusual life I

  had led. Since I saw him I have led an even more unusual life and therefore I suppose diagnosis is even more difficult now. Something strange, however, exists in my life and

  seems to have for a long time; whether it comes from my odd lifestyle or causes the lifestyle I don’t know. But there it is.




  For years I’ve felt I didn’t know what I was doing; I had to watch my activities and deduce, like an outsider, what I was up to. My novels, for example. They are said by readers to

  depict the same world again and again, a recognizable world. Where is that world? In my head? Is it what I see in my own life and inadvertently transfer into my novels and to the reader? At least

  I’m consistent, since it is all one novel. I have my own special world. I guess they are in my head, in which case they are a good clue to my identity and to what is happening inside me: they

  are brain prints. This brings me to my frightening premise. I seem to be living in my own novels more and more. I can’t figure out why. Am I losing touch with reality? Or is reality actually

  sliding toward a Phil Dickian type of atmosphere? And if the latter, then for god’s sake why? Am I responsible? How could I be responsible? Isn’t that solipsism?




  It’s too much for me. Like an astrophysicist who by studying a Black Hole causes it to change, I seem to alter my environment by thinking about it. Maybe by writing about it and getting

  other people to read my writing I change reality by their reading it and expecting it to be like my books. Someone suggested that.




  I feel I have been a lot of different people. Many people have sat at this typewriter, using my fingers. Writing my books.




  My books are forgeries. Nobody wrote them. The goddam typewriter wrote them; it’s a magic typewriter. Or like John Denver gets his songs: I get them from the air. Like his songs, they

  — my books — are already there. Whatever that means.




  The most ominous element from my books which I am encountering in my actual life is this. In one of my novels, Ubik, certain anomalies occur which prove to the characters that their

  environment is not real. Those same anomalies are now happening to me. By my own logic in the novel I must conclude that my or perhaps even our collective environment is only a pseudo-environment.

  In my novel what broke through was the presence of a man who had died. He speaks to them through several intermediary systems and hence must still be alive; it is they, evidently, who are dead.

  What has been happening to me for over three months is that a man I knew who died has been breaking through in ways so similar to that of Runciter in Ubik that I am beginning to conclude

  that I and everyone else is either dead and he is alive, or — well, as in the novel, I can’t figure it out. It makes no sense.




  Even scarier is that this man, before his death, believed that those who are dead can “come across” to those who are alive. He was sure his own son who had

  recently died was doing this with him. Now this man is dead and it would seem he is “coming across” to me. I guess there is a certain logic in this. Even more logical is that I and my

  then wife Nancy participated as a sort of disinterested team observing whether Jim Jr. was actually coming through. It was our conclusion that he was.




  On the other hand, I wrote Ubik before Jim Pike died out there on the desert, but Jim Jr. had already died, so I guess my novel could be said to be based on Jim Jr. coming through to his

  father. So my novel Ubik was based on life and now life is based on it but only because it, the novel, goes back to life. I really did not make it up. I just observed it and put it into a

  fictional framework. After I wrote it I forgot where I got the idea. Now it has come back to, ahem, haunt me, if you’ll pardon me for putting it that way.




  The implication in Ubik that they were all dead is because their world devolved in strange ways, projections onto their environment of their dwindling psyches. This does not carry across

  to my own life, nor did it to Jim’s when his son “came across.” There is no reason for me to project the inference then of the novel to my own world. Jim Pike is alive and well on

  the Other Side, but that doesn’t mean we are all dead or that our world is unreal. However, he does seem to be alive and as mentally enthusiastic and busy as ever. I should know; it’s

  all going on inside me, and comes streaming out of me each morning as I — he — or maybe us both — as I get up and begin my day. I read all the books that he would be reading if he

  were here and not me. This is only one example. It’ll have to do for now.




  They write books about this sort of thing. Fiction books, like The Exorcist. Which are later revealed to be “based on an actual incident.” Maybe I should write a book about it

  and later on reveal that it was “based on an actual incident.” I guess that’s what you do. It’s convenient, then, that I’m a novelist. I’ve got it made.




  There have been more changes in me and more changes in my life due to that than in all the years before. I refer to the period starting in mid-March (it’s now mid-July) when the process

  began. Now I am not the same person. People say I look different. I have lost weight. Also I have made a lot of money doing the things Jim tells me to do, more money than ever before in a short

  period, doing things I’ve never done, nor would imagine doing. More strange yet, I now drink beer every day and never any wine. I used to drink only wine, never beer. I chugalug the beer. The

  reason I drink it is that Jim knows that wine is bad for me — the acidity, the sediment. He had me trim my beard, too. For that I had to go up and buy special barber’s scissors. I

  didn’t know there even was such a thing.




  Mostly, though, what I get is a lot of information, floods of it night after night, on and on, about the religions of the Antique World — from Egypt, India, Persia,

  Greece and Rome. Jim never loses interest in that stuff, especially the Zoroastrian religion and the Pythagorean mystery cult and the Orphic cults and the Gnostics — on and on. I’m even

  being given special terms in Greek, such as syntonic. I’m told to be that. In harmony with, it means. And the Logos doctrine. All this comes to me in dreams, many dreams, hundreds of dreams,

  on and on, forever. As soon as I close my eyes information in the form of printed matter, visual matter such as photographs, audio stuff in the form of phonograph records — it all floods over

  me at a high rate of print-out.




  These dreams have pretty well come to determine what I do the next day; they program me or prepare me. Last night I dreamed that I was telling people that J. S. Bach was laughing at me. I

  imitated J. S. Bach’s laugh for them. They were not amused. Today I find myself putting on a Bach record, rather than Rock. It’s been months, even years since I automatically reached

  for Bach. Also last night I dreamed that I took the microphone away from Ed McMahon, the announcer on Johnny Carson’s show, because he was drunk. Tonight when Ed McMahon came on I

  automatically got to my feet and switched the TV off, my desire to watch it gone. This fitted in fine because my Bach record was playing anyhow.




  I should mention that I have become completely sophisticated now, having withdrawn all my projections from the world. I am mature and am no longer lachrymose nor sentimental. My spelling is as

  lousy as ever.




  There is no known psychological process which could account for such fundamental changes in my character, in my habits, view of the world (I perceive it totally differently, now), my daily

  tastes, even the way I margin my typed pages. I have been transformed, but not in any way I ever heard of. At first I thought it to be a typical religious conversion, mostly because I thought about

  God all the time, wore a consecrated cross and read the Bible. But that evidently is due to Jim’s lifestyle. I also drive differently, much faster, reaching for an air vent on the dashboard

  that is not there. Evidently I’m used to another car entirely. And when I gave my phone number the last two times I gave it wrong — another number. And to me the weirdest thing of all:

  at night phone numbers swim up into my mind that I never heard of before. I’m afraid to call them; I don’t know why. Perhaps in some other part of Orange County someone else is giving

  my phone number as his, drinking wine for the first time in his life and listening to Rock; I don’t know. I can’t figure it out. If so, I have his money. A lot of it. But I got it from

  my agent, or rather ex-agent, since after 23 years I fired him. To explain the totally different tone and attitude of my letters I told my agent I had my father-in-law, a CPA,

  working with me. At the time this was to my mind a lie, but looking back I can see a thread of truth in it. Someone was and is working with me on all business matters, making my attitude tough and

  shrewd and suspicious. I am hard boiled and I never regret my decisive actions. I can say No whenever I want to. Jim was that way — no sentimentality. He was the shrewdest Bishop I ever

  knew.




  Perhaps he is collaborating in the writing of this right now. [. . .]




  Maybe I, Phil Dick, have just abreacted to a past personality, formed up to the mid-fifties. Lost skills and heartaches that came after that.




  Well then we have here a sort of time travel, rather than someone who is dead “coming across” from the Other Side. It is still me, with my old, prior tastes and skills and habits.

  Mercifully, the sad recent years are gone. Another form of my odd and chronic psychological ailment: amnesia, which my head learned after my dreadful auto accident in 1964.8




  Come to think of it, it is the memories laid down since 1964 which have dimmed. I recall saying to Tessa that it seemed to me that precisely ten years of memory was gone. That would take it

  right back to that day in — my god, almost ten years to the day — when I rolled my VW in Oakland on a warm Spring Saturday. Perhaps what happened that day was that from the physical and

  mental shock an alternate personality was struck off; I did have extraordinary amnesia during the months afterward. So that might make an excellent hypothesis: the trauma of that auto accident

  started a secondary personality into being, and it remained until mid-March of this year, at which time for reasons unknown it faded out and my original “real” personality returned.

  That makes sense. More so than any other theory. Also, it was in 1964 that I first encountered Jim Pike — the letter I wrote him for Maren. He was a vivid personality in my life at that time.

  It was only a few days after writing that letter for Maren that I suffered the auto accident. No wonder I have Jim interwoven with this restored personality; he was on my mind

  at the time it was abolished. I’ve just picked up where I left off in 1964.




  I’ve explained everything but the preference for beer over wine. I never drank beer. And the business shrewdness; I never was shrewd. And the general health kick, the religious kick, the

  lack of sentimentality, the resolution, the ability to discern a lie, the intention and determination never to lie, the vastly higher level of effectiveness in all fields, the trimming my beard so

  expertly — everything is explained but those; also I still have to explain the constant written material which I see in dreams every night, including Greek and Latin and Sanskrit and god

  knows what else, words I never knew but have to look up. This abreaction to before the auto accident explains some things, but it doesn’t explain others. Could it be that I now am what I

  would have been had the accident never occurred? As if I’ve shifted over to a sort of alternative world where I grew naturally and normally to this mature and responsible character-formation,

  not derailed tragically by first the accident, then the involvement with Nancy et al., which of necessity followed? This, then, would be a sort of personal alternate universe. Ananke . . . another

  Greek word flashed up to me in sleep; the compulsion which determines the outcome of even the gods’ lives. There is an ananke for me which decreed that I would become what I am now, and that

  weird unfortunate sidetracking cannot abolish it as my destiny.




  In which case I am more truly myself now than at any other time since the accident. Which may well be. I am myself — in this, the best of all possible worlds. It’s heredity, so to

  speak, over environment. The stars and my innate character triumphed.9




  Which explains why I still can’t spell. It is not in my nature.




  Whatever all this is, I brought it on. I had been doing months of research on recent discoveries about brain function, especially the exciting news that we have two

  hemispheres and use only one, the left one. They say that’s where procedural thoughts such as doing math and thinking inductive and deductive logical processes take place; the other

  hemisphere, which people in Asia use instead, does simultaneous work, such as gestalting of a picture, intuitive and even ESP functioning. Whatever it comprehends it comprehends in a single pattern

  and then passes on to the next, without there being a sequential or causal relationship between the apprehended and evaluated matrices, which I guess fly by like the frame freeze pictures on TV in

  the Heinz 57 Variety ad. I had read that massive doses of certain water-soluble vitamins improve neural firing in schizophrenics: better synchronization and so forth. It occurred to me that maybe

  in a normal person with normal, which is to say, average synchronization, it might cause firing to take place so efficiently that both hemispheres of the brain might come on together. So I found a

  recipe in a Psychology Today article and I did it. I took what they prescribe schizophrenics.




  In terms of my own personal life what happened made history, and I’m sure — off and on, anyhow — that whatever happened then and from then on has to do with my getting what I

  set out to get: such improved neural firing that both hemispheres came on together, for the first time in my life. It is the contents that puzzle me, not what happened in the biochemical or

  physiological or even psychological sense. Even allowing for the obvious fact that since my personality must have formed in the left hemisphere alone when whatever happens in the right would be

  subjectively experienced as the Not-I, or lying outside of my self-system and therefore not me and not my thoughts, I still can’t for instance understand why when I begin to fall asleep my

  thoughts switch from English to Greek, a language I don’t know.




  All my thoughts and experiences, focusing mainly in dreams, seem to constellate around the Hellenistic Period, with accretions one would expect from previous cultures. The best way to describe

  it is to say at night my mind is full of the thoughts, ideas, words and concepts that you’d expect to find in a highly educated Greek-speaking scholar of the 3rd century A.D., at the latest, living somewhere in the Mediterranean Area of the Roman Empire. His daytime thoughts, I mean. Not what he’d dream while asleep.




  Perhaps this is another Bridey Murphy.7 I’ve brought back to being active a personality “from a former life.” Undoubtedly, from

  internal evidence it appears to be the past, the archaic past, breaking through. But it’s not chaotic. It’s highly systemized, sort of like the left hemisphere of the

  Greek-speaking Roman citizen. It seemed to me that the preoccupations of this individual were indeed those of Jim Pike, and thus if you allow all prior steps in this chain of inferential thought to

  stand, you arrive logically at the final step that Jim Pike broke through to me “from the other side.” But, if you apply Occam’s Razor, the Principle of Parsimony (the smallest

  theory to cover the facts), you can deal Jim out and run with the ancient material alone. Except that obviously it’s organized as if by a living, idiosyncratic personality, which I often

  sense behind it. This personality, glimpsed by me as being a woman, holds up the book to me or mails it to me, etc. She likes me. She wants to guide, educate and help me. Evidently she’s

  exposing me to all this enlightening and ennobling written material deliberately, to make me into a higher life form, or anyhow, a better person. Up until now my higher education has been sadly

  neglected; she is making up for that, using very effective show-and-tell audio-video teaching techniques. I have the feeling that for every word or photo I consciously catch and remember there are

  thousands of yards of it poured into me that I do not consciously remember. They take hold anyhow, as witness my busy intellectual research — homework, if you wish — the next day.




  After one dream, in which I saw a sibyl who was a cyclops, I decided after doing research that it was the Cumaean sibyl who had seized hold of me, and not anyone from present times or the

  “other side.” I got a lot of mileage out of that theory, but then I get a lot out of each theory I hold.




  Treating this as a detective mystery thing which I have to solve on the basis of the clues, I am struck most by the amount of medical information and advice given me in these dreams. Health,

  mine, both physical and psychological, seems to be a high priority in this ceaseless nightly didactic print-out. The first written item held up to me, in fact, a baby’s cereal box with

  writing on it, contained medical information, among other things, although that was not first.




  The first was my ex-wife Nancy’s handwriting. Then in printing, very small, this: “The bichlorides are a very poisonous poison for you,” and it went on, dribbling off though,

  to say I ought to flush down every metallic toxin in the house: Sleep-Eze and spray can sprays with traces of metal in them.




  This is very much like Ubik, in which Ubik the force, the deity, the underlying entity bringing on and stabilizing eidos, form, is seen as a spray can — in fact, the label of a

  spray can.




  This is too close to be coincidence. My first written material was a label on a cereal box about a spray can. A main difference, though, is that my info-dump told me the spray can was

  bad; whereas Ubik of course was good. The absolute good of the universe.




  Anyhow I rose up in the night and threw out my Sleep-Eze and many spray cans including in particular insect sprays, and after that I wouldn’t let my wife smoke. Now we

  learn that the carcinomic factor in cigarette smoke is radioactive lead — a metal poison. So this information, however bizarre, from whatever source, has a definite therapeutic quality and

  accuracy. When I withdrew all my psychological projections and became sophisticated I experienced the universe as being drawn through infinity and winding up backward. Maybe when I did that I not

  only wound up in my own book I even turned the book backward. Turned Ubik inside out too. This causes me to think up, sui generis, another theory.




  

    

      

        

          	

            (1)  


          



          	

            I, consciously, don’t write my novels.


          

        




        

          	

            (2)  


          



          	

            Therefore a part of my unconscious does.


          

        




        

          	

            (3)  


          



          	

            Novels are composed of words.


          

        




        

          	

            (4)  


          



          	

            Taking all the water-soluble vitamins causes my neural firing to so improve generally that what had been below the threshold of consciousness was raised up to

            consciousness, anyhow at night.


          

        




        

          	

            (5)  


          



          	

            That portion, active and more highly potentiated than before, and unusually endowed with verbal skills, in particular written verbal skills, rattles away at me visibly

            as soon as I shut my eyes; it is, so to speak, writing a book while I’m asleep.


          

        


      


    


  




  What the water-soluble vitamins did, then, was to make it possible for me to get in touch with myself, which when most people do that they get in touch with repressed material in the

  unconscious, usually their real feelings, all of it inchoate as the unconscious has to be in order to stay unconscious. But my unconscious has a predilection toward esoteric, exotic and archaic

  words — exact and precise ones at that. Much of the printed material I see in my dreams has elaborate annotation in scrawly blue pen or pencil in the margins. Someone has been copyediting it,

  cutting out unnecessary words. My book-writing unconscious has a concise style. As one would expect from over 23 years of professional work, cutting and pruning, looking up words in the dictionary.

  I have so to speak a real pro for an unconscious. It’s a fine style but it isn’t mine. I’d never write “a very poisonous poison,” or, as it expressed a vital thought

  in my sleep once by saying, “She will see the sea.” It makes an exact point with no regard for literary style, a higher method of expression with the intent to convey its meaning above

  all. Therefore it resorts to such strikingly enigmatic words as “syntonic,” if that is what it means; no other will do and it doesn’t seem to care whether I know the meaning of

  the word or not; if I don’t then I can just look it up. That’s my — the audience’s — problem. One thing about it: my wordsmith unconscious

  doesn’t talk down to me. On the contrary; I have to hustle every day to catch up with it.10




  Partly this must come from the fact that it has available to it my complete and entire memory, every word, every thought, everything I ever saw, read, heard, knew. My conscious memory — my

  conscious vocabulary — is only the tip of the iceberg. And yet it seems highly structured; obsessed in fact by the theological disputations and dogmas and highly abstract and abstruse

  concepts and theories of Rome. As Robert Graves once said, “Theological dispute was the disease of that age,” meaning that everyone in the streets was obsessed by it and had to talk

  about it endlessly — as my unconscious does. My unconscious is fixated in the Roman period, and that strikes me as strange. How did it get there in the first place? And being there, why does

  it remain?




  Once I myself was consciously deliberately interested in that period; I was in my early twenties, and read about it a lot, at the expense of being a rounded person. But my unconscious for all

  its obsessions with the theoretical material of that period is hard-headed and shrewd, and wants everything it comes up with applied in the most practical way. If it shows me the Golden Rectangle

  it does so in order to calm me with that ultimate esthetically balanced sight; it has a firm therapeutic purpose. There is a utilization of all its abstract material for genuine purposes, for me,

  by and large. It is a tutor to me as Aristotle was to Alexander, which makes me wonder why it is grooming and shaping me this way, tutoring me in the exact fashion employed by the Greeks.

  Philosophy for real ends, for final causes, as Aristotle would have put it: for something lying ahead and not as an idle pastime, an end in itself. The ennobling and elevating education is altering

  me and I would presume that when it is finished I, having become changed (to resort to the Ablative Absolute), will act upon the improved character which I’ve acquired — not on the

  knowledge direct, as if on enlarged memory banks, but upon the basis of my matured and elevated character. I know this whole process sees ahead because I have caught sight of

  its clear perception down the web of time, seen with it for a while; it knows what is ahead and acts accordingly. I’m sure it has a final purpose in mind, for which this is careful

  preparation. This recalls to me my notion that the Cumaean sibyl is behind it all; certainly she had or has a clear view of the future, of time; that is what a sibyl is.11




  Following basic Greek thought it is improving my mind and body together, as a unity. Health is equated — correctly so — with vigor and the capacity to act. All its concepts, its

  viewpoints, are Greek. Symmetry, balanced, harmony. I sense Apollo in this, which is consistent, since the Cumaean sibyl was his oracle. Moderation, reasonability and balance are Apollo’s

  virtues, the clear-headed, the rational. Syntonos, or whatever. Pythagorean harmoniousness. A reconciling of all impulses and tendencies within, then turning to the outer world once that is

  achieved and becoming syntonic with it as well. I’m getting a classical education. Greek, a little Latin, knowledge of Sanskrit, theology and philosophy and the Ionian Greeks’ various

  views of the cosmos. Very unusual to get this here in Southern California. All very sane and steady. The most worthy, the highest virtues and values in the history of our civilization.




  How did they happen to arise within me? For instance, it pointed out that my ananke — the compulsion or fate lying ahead of me — is a darkening, a gathering gloom, which is a good

  description of my underlying melancholia. Against which I pit my learned syntonos. Cultivation against innate predispositions: a basic struggle in life, and well elucidated by my unconscious. How

  did it know these two terms and was able to define them for me? I didn’t know. I never knew. This is material emanating from a wise viewpoint which I never possessed. This was not me,

  although it is becoming me; or rather, to be more accurate, it is shaping me so that I am becoming it. Meeting its standards, its ideals. Which are Apollonian Greece’s

  from over two thousand years ago: from its Golden Age. Our Golden Age.




  Now, this really does not rule out Jim Pike as my Athenian or Hellenistic tutor. Jim had, I’m certain, that kind of classical education. Greek, Latin, Roman theology and so forth. The

  disputations of St. Paul, St. John, the Logos Doctrine, what Augustine knew. Also, Jim was — is — shrewd; he’d apply, did apply in his life, all this classical education. He is

  the only person I ever knew, in fact, with such a background. If Jim were to become my tutor this I really think, all this that I’m being taught, that my attention is being drawn to, would be

  precisely what he would get me involved with. The reading list I’m getting is one he would give. This is Jim’s mind I’m getting, not so much his personality. Its directed

  — expertly directed — contents. It has me drink beer instead of wine because beer is more healthy for me and I should drink a little something to relax me; there’s an example.

  That’s directed tutoring. This is not an inert computer, whose keyboard I myself punch according to my own whim and volition.




  The one odd dream that I had, in which I picked up most distant, the smallest, weakest signal — from a star, star-information, sidereal . . . what I heard seemed to resemble, as an analog,

  an AI System, not a computer, and female in tone. Reasonable and female. This was a small system, though; it knew almost nothing, not even where it was (the “Portuguese States of

  America,” it decided, when I suggested it look around for something written to read from, like the address on an envelope). This was a subsystem and not my tutor, but its response told me

  that nowhere in our world would I find the sending entity which had begun impinging on me in the form of a highly abstract and highly balanced (like the Golden Rectangle) graphics back in March.

  Not so much what it told me in a positive sense — where it was — but by ruling out where it is not: that helped. It isn’t here, which means here in time, space, dimension, any of

  the coordinates.




  The past, then. Or the future. Another star. An alternate world. “The other side.” They’re all “the other side” in some way. For instance, it made me aware of God

  from the very start, but never of Christ; I deduce from this that it is non-Christian and probably pre-Christian. Actually I can’t catch in it any influences since the Greek Logos Doctrine.

  Which could be Iranian. India to Iran to Greece and then possibly (but not necessarily) to Rome. One night I had a short bitter dream in which I cried out in despair, “Ich hab’ kein

  Retter,” I have no Savior. Then in fear at having said that I added, “Ja, Ja, es gibt ein Retter,”8 but it was too late; the whole

  Ground of Being, everything around me, dwindled away and was gone; I floundered in the void, suffering. I think this was an awareness that for all its value, this new worldview

  being dominant in me and taking over from the old one would deprive me, perhaps forever, of Jesus Christ. I guess this is true. It’s a dreadful loss, but I can’t stop it; what can the

  pupil do in the hands of such a tutor? Unfortunately, though, a tutor who — well, lived before Christ and hence could not have known of Him? But Jim knew of Christ. Perhaps then I have worked

  the logical steps, deducing and deducting to prove that my tutor existed before the time of Christ, or if a bit later did not know of, or if knowing did not accept. Time and knowledge have been

  rolled back, for better or worse. Mostly it is better . . . except in this one conspicuous way. I miss my savior.




  So my “unconscious,” which I’ve claimed this tutor to be, has available to it “my entire memory,” except everything pertaining to events and concepts that arose

  after 100 A.D. That is an extraordinarily great restriction. Obviously, that is not in any sense that we know the term “my unconscious,”

  laid down in my lifetime; it knows words, concepts, that I never knew — and doesn’t know the commonplace elements of the last 2,000 years. Its location is far back in time. And another

  climate; I keep sensing — and craving — a moist, cool, high-altitude environment, where I can watch the stars.




  I remember that when this first hit me, in the first couple of weeks, I was absolutely convinced that I was living in Rome, sometime after Christ appeared but before Christianity became legal.

  Back in the furtive Fish Sign days.12 Secret baptism and that stuff. I was sure of it. Rome, evil Rome and Caesar’s minions, were everywhere around

  me. So were the fast-moving hidden agents of God, always on the go, like the Logos as it creates things. I was a Christian but I had to hide it. Or they’d get me. It made me very

  uncomfortable to belong to a persecuted sect like that, a small minority of fanatics. I was afraid I’d blurt out my beliefs and be thrown to the lions. That is one reason

  my blood pressure got so high. I was waiting to be hit by Caesar’s spies, and also I anticipated the Second Coming or something good like that. Maybe the Day of Judgment. I was more excited

  than afraid, sure in my faith, certain of my Savior. The Last Supper was real, actual and close by me. Maybe this is a clue. I’m still in that time period, but I’ve fallen under the

  wise and prudent guidance of an educated Greek — high class in other words — tutor. Brought in from the provinces where the ignorant scurry about, to be educated in cultivated urban

  life. I think I read all this in the novel The Robe9 11 years ago. Jeez, I’ve fallen into someone else’s novel!




  You know, I could if I wanted to make the most dramatic but speculative case, for fictional purposes I guess, reason that I was pulled back through time, back and back, to where It All Went

  Wrong, which would be where around 100 A.D. I, typifying everyone who went wrong perhaps, became a Christian. “That was a wrong turn,”

  the Vast Acting Living Intelligence System that creates decided. “When those people decided on Christianity. I’ll throw away 2,000 years, go back, have this one — he’ll get

  it going right; he’s typical — turn to some other religion instead, and have that become dominant. Let’s see. . . .” A New Start. Second Time Around. Why not? Thus, my sense

  that my help was coming from an alternate universe.




  I don’t know why I’m speculating along like this, though, because in point of fact I’ve decided, by a process of deduction, who my tutor is. Asklepios, or one of his sons. A

  Greek physician, whose step-mother was the Cumaean sibyl, his father Apollo, at whose shrines “. . . the sick were given wholesome advice in their dreams,” this cult yielding only

  reluctantly to Christianity. Also Asklepios was according to legend, slain by the Kyklopes, a cyclops. Which would explain my extraordinary dream: I saw a fusion of his step-mother and him who

  Asklepios feared most in all the world.13




  This also explains why the highest wisdom shown me is that associated with Apollo. His — my tutor’s — father.




  Interestingly, although Apollo is considered to have been a myth, the Cumaean sibyl is thought to have really existed, and Asklepios likewise. The sibyl lived at least a thousand years,

  migrating to Rome and writing her Sibylline Books. Asklepios, as I say, was slain by a Kyklopes, by order of Zeus. There wasn’t anything Apollo could do about it; Asklepios was bringing a

  dead person back to life with his healing powers, which Zeus couldn’t tolerate because it interrupted the natural order. Which I guess is ananke again . . . which would explain why in his

  instructing and shaping me Asklepios would emphasize that element in life. He learned all about it. I’m getting the benefit of his unfortunate experience.




  I can see me telling my therapist this. “What’s on your mind, Phil?” she’ll say when I go in, and I’ll say, “Asklepios is my tutor, from out of Periclean

  Athens. I’m learning to talk in Attic Greek.” She’ll say, “Oh really?” and I’ll be on my way to the Blissful Groves, but that won’t be after death;

  that’ll be in the country where it’s quiet and costs $100 a day. And you get all the apple juice you want to drink, along with Thorazine.




  Apollo’s motto at Delphi was “Know thyself,” which forms the basis for all modern psychotherapy and mental health and certainly underlies my getting in touch with myself, as

  depicted here. The other night when I found myself thinking, during the hypnogogic state, in Greek, I managed to snatch a couple of words out of what I believe to be a syntactic sentence. (At the

  time I wasn’t positive it was Greek; it remained a problem to check on, today. It was.) I snatched out:




  

    

      

        crypte (–) morphosis


      


    


  




  These mean something like:




  

    

      

        latent shape (or hidden or concealed shape)


      


    


  




  Although I don’t have anything more to go on; it would seem to me that I — or my tutor — was musing on this whole situation, and in pithy Greek formalizing it. A latent form is

  emerging in me, buried perhaps by Apollo himself, when his son Asklepios was killed by the Kyklopes, so that his son’s wisdom and skills, derived from Apollo, would continue on despite

  Asklepios’ sudden death — remaining latent within the morphology of the Indo-European descendents of Asklepios, perhaps genetically handed down through his sons. (He had two.)

  Now, when needed, this crypte morphosis is emerging, again active; its external stimulating-triggering source being some aspect of the dreadful civic decline of our society, its falling into ruins.

  “Within the degenerate molecules, the trash of today, he (PKD) resurrects a power buried for eons.” (S. Lem, about Ubik.) Other gods of the past have at other times returned to

  life: Wotan in Germany, during the Nazis. Surely Apollo with his balanced wisdom, his clear healing harmony of opposites, his clear-headed self-knowledge and integrity — what better archetype

  or god, long slumbering, should be roused at this sad time? Of all the ancient buried deities Apollo is needed by us the most; we have seen enough of the politics of unreason, “Thinking with

  the Blood,” etc.




  In further research I discover that Apollo was the god of the sun, the builder of cities, of music and art, and healing through his son Asklepios, who is the patron god/saint of health, and to

  whom the Hippocratic Oath is taken. Also, I learn that the strong Pythagorean medical views entering the Greek healing schools after Asklepios held that harmony within and among all parts of the

  body constituted health. I learn, too, that the Greek Orthodox Priests in Asklepios’ hometown still maintain sanitaria and heal as the patients’ forerunners were healed 2,600 years ago.

  This is no quaint, obscure person, Asklepios; only unknown to me. I can think of no more valuable intrusion into my psyche than that of the father and founder of western healing. It is just what I

  need. And, behind him, the civic strength of Apollo, the brother of Athene.




  This would explain the “photo” I saw briefly: the ancient seated goddess with arms out that were coiled around with snakes; those are associated with all these healing deities. From

  Egypt, probably by way of Mycenae.




  Footnote: The original display of dazzling graphics which I saw, which inaugurated all of this, were characterized by their balance, not what shapes they contained. They were, like much of

  Kandinsky’s abstract art, modern esthetic elaborations, in color, of the ancient a priori geometric forms conceived by the Greeks, which even in their time passed over into esthetics by way

  of Pythagoria, e.g., the Golden Section becoming the Golden Rectangle.14 Certainly this would indicate that even the start of this contained the

  hallmark of Apollo: the balance, the harmony — I remember noting that in all the tens of thousands of pictures what was continuous in them was this perfect balance, illustrating a fundamental

  principle of art. It was that aspect which caught my attention and eye and told me they had great worth. In a sense, since all were rectangles, they were permutations of the Golden Rectangle, which

  I saw today in its original abstracted, empty form, so calm, so enduring, so restful, reminding me of Apollo’s basic virtue: syntonos. I didn’t even know the word then; it came to me in

  sleep. Healing me, as was done 2,600 years ago and never quite ceasing.




  By the way, the town where Asklepios’ sanitarium existed, I read now, is up in the mountains. Probably the climate was and is cool and moist; I read it’s heavily wooded. I bet the

  stars are quite visible there. It’s the place I yearn for. Out of memory.




  

    [4:58]10
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  Letter to Claudia Bush, July 22, 1974




  [4:68]




  Dear Claudia,




  I think I’ve solved what’s been in my head at night.




  I’m seeing all the books and writing tablets, all the written material night after night: the Qumran Scrolls.




  Gee. It finally fits together, all this stuff.




  They’re what people call the “Dead Sea Scrolls.” I’ve been doing more research. I’m positive. Hundreds have been unjarred and opened and translated recently. In

  England and Israel. The Qumran community were Essenes. Here, before the scrolls were found, is Will Durant’s description of the Essenes:








  . . . possibly they were influenced by Brahamic, Buddhist, Parsee [which is Zoroastrianism, PKD], Pythagorean and Cynic [search for the honest man, PKD] ideas that came to the crossroad of trade

  at Jerusalem. . . . They dwelt in homes owned by their community . . . [i.e., communistic ideas of property: “A rich man is a thief,” PKD] . . . they hoped that by piety, abstinence and

  contemplation they might acquire magic powers and foresee the future. Like most people of their time they believed in angels and demons, thought of diseases as possession by evil spirits, and tried

  to exorcise these by magical formulas; from their “secret doctrine” came some parts of the Cabala. They looked for the coming of a Messiah who would establish a communistic egalitarian

  Kingdom of Heaven on earth; . . . they were ardent pacifists and refused to make implements of war.11











    The Romans wiped them out.






  Well, so the contents of the Qumran Scrolls would contain all the elements I’ve been entertaining in my mind, and scrolls equal books, and the Essenes were into prophecy, or anyhow wanted

  to be. It’s all there: the numbers (Pythagoreanism), the weird semi-words (Cabala). This is exactly what Jim Pike was into, therefore. All of the above. See, Claudia?




  The Essenes sent teachers to the various cities; these teachers concealed their Essene background and training. Jesus Christ is the best known example. (The Qumran Scrolls indicate he was indeed

  a “secret Essene.”) Another example would be Appolonius of Tyana (died 98 A.D.).12 Look him

  up, Claudia; you’ll see what I mean. These Essene secret teachers fanned out into the Roman Empire and so-to-speak subverted it with their doctrines. After the Essene Community was wiped out

  around 70 A.D. such secret teachers as Appolonius of Tyana continued to spread their doctrines. These underlie — covertly — our

  world.




  Nobody knew the source of these teachings until the Qumran Scrolls were recently found; no wonder Jim Pike and other theologians went crazy with excitement — saw Christianity in an

  entirely new light. It isn’t a Jewish heresy but based on the sources I quote from Will Durant above. And they were into cypher (Cabala) and prophecy — and lots and lots of what

  probably are prophetic books (the scrolls).




  And since Jim’s death many more’ve been dug up and translated (which also means deciphered). Query: If the Essenes were successful prophets, not just trying and failing, did they

  anticipate their being wiped out, and anticipate leaving their entire doctrines and views and information as sort of time-bombs which would remain hidden until today? Is it possible? Very possible,

  I think. They hid all their stuff to be found later — much later. Once more to be reintroduced into the world, as it was — their original effect on our world — fading out,

  finally. To revive it.




  Jesus Christ, Claudia. Doesn’t this fit together? I know it’s true; I mean, I know now that what I’ve been seeing which I assumed was many sources, many doctrines, was and is

  the worldview and knowledge, the gnosis and secret wisdom, of the Essenes who favorably informed and educated and directed and influenced society from 2 A.D. on, and even before. A synthesis of all the really useful stuff from the Antique Classical Past — now alive again, e.g., in my head at night; it’s in my head because I

  was Jim’s friend and so forth, as I’ve said. From the Qumran Scrolls he got all this synthesis of the wisdom of Antiquity and then he died and then he “came across” to me

  and so now I’ve got it.




  I think I’m putting the pieces together, the final ones. For God’s sake, Claudia, be cautious with who you discuss this, if you do at all with anyone. I’m being super careful

  as to whom I’m telling this to — in all candor, just you and my wife; other people like Jamis even, and Peter Fitting and so forth — just fragments. I’m not kidding, be

  careful.




  It’s adding up and it spooks me, for obvious reasons. As I nail it down I get more and more frightened, but then I calm down and feel very relaxed because it’s such wise stuff, such

  good stuff that’s coming to me at night. Last night, for example, I heard her (you know, my anima, the sibyl), singing along with a choir:




  

  

  

  

    

      You must put your slippers on




      To walk toward the dawn


    


  


  


  


  




  With advice like that, how can I lose? (Seriously, she did sing that, but what it means I have no idea. I don’t even own any slippers. Two nights ago I dreamed about the Goddess Aurora,

  who is the Greek Goddess of the Dawn. I sure have odd nights.15)




  Love,




  Phil




  Letter to Claudia Bush, July 24, 1974




  [4:73]




  Dear Claudia,




  I will Xerox the Philip Purser in-depth interview with me that just appeared in the London Daily Telegraph magazine.13 Then you can see what a

  nitwit I appear to be to foreigners. Mr. Purser in his interview notes that when Tessa brings me some eggs to eat I offer him some (not out of the same dish, just, “Would you like

  some?”). I guess that’s odd behavior. Eggs, too, are funny, evidently, since he comments on that. “He is seen to be eating eggs,” or words to that effect. You’ll see,

  once we get it to you. [. . .]




  Anyhow, back to my obsession (you know which one; are there more than one?). Last night I woke up with an acute feeling of resentment and the scales falling from my eyes and my illusions shot to

  hell. I had been talked to four times already that night by Asklepios and several people with him, and all at once I discovered he was telling me the usual amount of half-truths and lies and

  opinions like anyone else. He was just a human being; the bunch of them standing there — I had seen them off to the right, in sort of a phalanx, with Asklepios in front doing most or all of

  the talking — and I had been listening to them and I now knew they weren’t gods and what they said, especially him, wasn’t holy writ.




  Lying there in bed fully awake I thought, Well that is the end of all of this. I’ve seen them and they’re just people. Same as us.




  I was very disappointed, and today when I was having my eggs in the living room and waiting to see what our nanny brought in — and who — I decided not to tell Tessa what happened in

  the night because it was such a bummer. Just people. Burn!




  And then it came to me that I had actually seen them in the night, they were there, they did talk to me on and on, in particular Asklepios, and I was right: there were a bunch of them. They were

  not very formidable, and I felt like a kid who discovers to his shocked dismay that his parents are no different from anyone else: with, so to speak, feet of clay. Also, I now knew who it was who

  was addressing me on and on; it is Asklepios, the founder of Western medicine back in 600 B.C. He lacks modern medical techniques, medicine,

  equipment and knowledge; his practice hasn’t evolved one bit. To make up for his lacks, I guess, he has to fake it a lot.




  Love, and write if you get worry I mean work. Freudian slip; sorry. Write any time.




  Phil




  Letter to Claudia Bush, July 24, 1974




  [4:74]




  Dear Claudia,




  Claudia! Another letter! Guess what about!




  I forgot — how could I? — to relate to you a dream I had the other night; see, the purpose of relating it is to show how many myth elements from Antiquity can, with a little effort,

  be disclosed.




  I’m with a bunch of people in an elevator. There is, oddly, an elevator operator (we don’t have those in real life ever anymore, at least where I’ve been living the last 20

  years); he’s a small man, with olive skin and black curly short hair and large eyes, the way people are depicted in the Roman mosaics. He’s wearing a brown cop uniform and is in

  complete charge. To his right, by the modern extremely heavy doors of the elevator is what looks like a pile of spaghetti with tomato sauce; sticking down into it is a fork. The elevator stops and

  I step forward to leave, but before you leave, what you have to do is extricate the fork from the pile of spaghetti, which I begin to do. But I discover it’s a three pronged trident, not a

  fork, and it isn’t spaghetti it is a pile of reddish yarn. As I pull, threads come with the trident.




  The cop at once begins in the most commanding and frightening authority-type voice to explain that the prongs of the trident must be brought free without breaking a strand of the thread; he

  speaks to all in the elevator. He shows me how to extricate the trident without breaking the strands, and then he begins in his firm commanding voice to recite rhymed verse. At this I know him to

  be that cop, the only one; he is the most awesome of them all, and we all fall totally silent and listen with humble, almost religious, respect to his verse. Then he touches the button which

  opens the door. As I step through the now open portal I see the man behind me stoop down and start attempting to extricate the trident without breaking the strands twined around its prongs.




  Then the next night I heard the woman singing the rhymed couplet about “You must put your slippers on / To walk toward the dawn,” with the full choir behind her, again and again and

  again. I said to Tessa after the elevator dream, “I guess I’m going to have to listen to some of her prophetic couplets.” And so I did.




  In the elevator dream I see these Classical Myth elements:




  The authority figure in charge of the “vessel” is the psychopomp, the guide of the souls who leads them across (the Styx, etc.) to the Other Side. Charon is very strict. The thread,

  which may be Arachne’s or Ariadne’s, must not be broken. If it is Ariadne’s, then the trident is the sword she gave to Theseus along with the thread to guide him out of the

  Labyrinth; if he broke it, his life was over. (If the trident is that of Poseidon then it is evident where we are in the dream: I quote from Gods and Heroes of the Greeks, p. 12: “. .

  . they cast lots and Zeus got heaven, Poseidon the sea and Hades the underworld.”) Both Poseidon and Hades appear then in the dream of the elevator, which is far down in the “lower

  floors, with darkness outside, as with the basement level,” and the trident. I see three myths right there, with the trident sticking into the “strands which must not be broken,”

  and then the guide who recites verse indicates that we are in the presence of prophecy, of an oracle. Also, the spaghetti tells us we’re in that part of the world. Plus the olive-colored skin

  and eyes of the “cop.”




  I looked the citations up just now; and there is another thing which is startling, I mean beyond how many myth-sources unknown to me seem involved.




  The morning after I had this dream I received a letter from my friend Philip Jose Farmer, in which he wrote:




  

  

    

      . . . You’re among the most imaginative of men, Phil. Have you tried to use that imagination to figure a way out of the situation? . . . Think in other categories, as

      Ouspensky14 said; use your unconventional mind as if it were the powerful tool which it indeed is. You’re in the labyrinth, but your

      Ariadne’s thread is your imagination.


    


  


  




  I think I mentioned a more recent dream about double domed men with rather golden skin — huge egg-shaped craniums, very fierce and formidable and decisive, with an enormous yearbook type

  book “which you can’t get right now because it’s not available.” Last night, with sudden fear, I broke through the memory block about that dream; in it one of those double

  domed golden skinned men opened a huge cyclops eye which at once, as with the cyclops sibyl, shoved his regular two eyes aside. He wasn’t looking at me, thank god, but it so scared me that

  when I woke up I couldn’t remember that. Last night when I did remember, the image from the dream was so vivid that I thought, I actually thought, that maybe I hadn’t dreamed it, I had

  actually seen a cyclops such as this during the day, in reality. Only by a priori reasoning, that this was not possible, did I deduce it therefore had to have been in the dream.




  In a frenzy of hysteria I told Tessa that I believed that these were not people I was seeing. Not people like us talking to me in my sleep and healing and educating me, but another race entirely

  (you know, like the saucer people talk about: “a superior race from Outer Space, Immortal and All-Knowing, Who Guide Us”). But then, as I relate in my other letter (there’s always

  another letter) of this date I tell how last night I was disappointed to be shown that it’s only Asklepios and friends, and they’re all human. So acute terror gave way to keen

  disappointment.




  I’m sure that Asklepios and friends are concerned that I not freak. This must be a perpetual risk in matters of this kind, where they surface and start curing and guiding and improving a

  person. The person, understandably, goes bananas and climbs the drapes, hiding up there with eyes bugged out like grapes. First of all it interferes with the therapy, but worse than that it defeats

  the entire purpose of it, which is to make the person balanced, sound and sane, rational and calm and in harmony and proportion within and with the outside world, so he can take anything. If he

  can’t take the healing, then we have a sad irony; the therapy to make him sane causes him to go insane.




  These last experiences at night, first the rhymed couplet about “you have to put your slippers on / To walk toward the Dawn,” is a very complex but very effective way of reassuring

  me. The voice was quiet and somewhat motherly, and familiar. (In the dream I thought it was Olivia Newton-John, and who could be scared of her?) Also, my associations which have filtered through

  after absorbing the couplet are in a similar vein. “You have to put your slippers on” is what your mama says to you before you and the other little children sit down around her in a

  circle, at night before you go to bed, to hear the story she is going to tell you; it suggests safety and also the peace and quiet, the alpha state you get into, before she starts her soothing

  tale. And of course it’s soothing, dummy, because you’re going to bed and no mama would tell you anything scary before you went to bed. Another association that comes to me is that you,

  as that little child about to hear the soothing tale, put your slippers on — not to walk anywhere; slippers aren’t for walking — but to keep your feet warm, which could be

  deciphered as, “You must not have cold feet,” which again deciphered means, “Don’t be scared; you must not be scared or you can’t walk toward the Dawn,” which

  itself is a metaphor for “moving toward enlightenment,” quite evidently. It’s a riddle. As kids would have no trouble interpreting; it’s really very easy, for a riddle.




  

  

    

      The Nice Lady: What’s meant by (and she recites the couplet)?




      Children (all together excitedly): I know! I know!




      [The Nice Lady]: Sit around and be quiet and listen and you’ll learn something!


    


  


  




  I’m sure of this, Claudia. They, Asklepios and his gang, were aware I was getting freaked (I do a lot of that, but it’s understandable, probably happens often) and set about calming

  me down. [. . .]




  Yesterday I asked Tessa what she thought was going on. “They’re disclosing the Mysteries to you,” she said. “The Elysian Mysteries.” Since the EMs were based on

  secret rituals to Demeter, then maybe Tessa is right. My sibyl is a chthonic deity: Demeter for instance.




  Love,




  Phil




  [4:103] The Other is not any one thing found in any particular place. It is a quality of (or rather visible in) all things, like a specific color. It shines through them

  at us. We see it and it sees back, as in a dialog. If it can be seen at all it can be seen immediately, not merely in some exotic far off setting.




  

  

    

      

        

          	

            (1)  


          



          	

            The Other exists.


          

        




        

          	

            (2)  


          



          	

            We can experience it.


          

        




        

          	

            (3)  


          



          	

            It is found everywhere.


          

        




        

          	

            (4)  


          



          	

            Therefore since it exists, since we can experience it, and since it can be found everywhere, we can encounter it here. The opportunity exists now. Lem is wrong in all

            respects.


          

        


      


    


  


  




  What is needed is a tremendous increase in our brain-efficiency. A vital improvement in set-group discrimination. Once we have done so and locked onto it we can probably continue to hold it in

  view. We’re talking here about a two hemisphere perception of reality, and then an information transfer from one hemisphere to the other so that cognition, not just perception, is

  brain-total.16 The morphology is already in place.




  All encounters in the phenomenological world (in time and space) are exterior encounters, with constructs of our own mind — here and anywhere else we go. To experience truly, genuinely to

  encounter any other living entity in itself, one would have to be in it, and have it in one. This would be an interior experience; one would see nothing outside, no object, but suddenly one would

  experience all reality through the vision of the Other, as if seeing out through its eyes. One would share and inhabit its world, possess its perspective; at the same time the Other would possess

  what one had as a worldview. This might be close to a sort of energy symbiosis, an exchange of plasmas. One would not see the Other; one would see as the Other. Not possess it but possess

  its world. And this would not be so much an “I am in your world and you are in mine” but both would share a world made up from both previous separate worlds. A superimposition, greater

  than either had possessed: a total sharing within, and a total shared view of what lies outside. This sudden, double, superimposed, simultaneous view would be experienced as gaining an additional

  depth: as if adding one more spatial dimension. Much as a flatlander acquiring three-dimensional space. Time, too, would be experienced differently; one could see ahead, in all temporal directions.

  Two separate “mono” views when blended become a “stereo” view. Both entities, surprised by the heightened perception, would probably attribute it to the other’s

  ability, not realizing he himself supplied half. “What a marvelous entity has taken me over,” each would think, astonished. “Look at what he can see that I never could.”

  Each would be awed by the other — i.e., the Other.




  Plato once expressed an idea, probably metaphoric, that each of us is really only one half of a four legged four armed organism; somehow long ago we got split apart and we’re always

  searching for our missing other half.17 This usually is construed as a man searching for his female mate; however, suppose the Great Builder has

  fashioned us humans here, each of us, as one half of a total organism the other half of which is not a human being but something totally different — maybe with no physical body at all, but a

  sort of energy plasma which fits over or is “poured into” each of us, as the Parakletos is said to be. This might indicate that our total life on earth is only the first part, the part

  before each of us and his Other are joined. Possibly many if not most of us die before being joined; maybe we never are, or we are joined after death. Meanwhile, off somewhere in another star

  system the Great Builder has fashioned the other parts of us, and soon we will be stimulated by Him to take off into space and head via rocket ship for that star, not knowing what lies ahead but

  prompted by a vast and authentic instinct that we should do it. Imagine our surprise — and then delight — when we get there and are suddenly joined, in the twinkling of an eye, with our

  other half — the Other.




  On their own planet, the race of Others might have had even less total vision of their purpose in the universe than we have; however, it is possible that their guesses and intimations might be

  ahead of our own. In this case they might be waiting for us to arrive, or even made certain attempts to contact us — with or without success. At the ultimate, they might even have managed in

  small preliminary ways to reach across space to us somehow, to coax us subtly into moving toward them. A few of them — a small part of their total energy — might have arrived here

  already, even long ago, and touched a few of us, bringing those few into the total entity the Builder was preparing. That entity would, in our words, be a man and also a spirit — touched by

  the Holy Spirit or born a second time, whatever: born of water and spirit, perhaps.15 And, being all this, he would have a lot to tell us.




  We are going to link up.




  In all this, we would become aware of (1) those creatures toward which we moved with whom we were to link up; and (2) the Great Builder Himself moving all things. Regarding the first, we would

  have a natural instinctive tendency to venerate them as godlike, but in fact on their own, without us, they are probably no more and no less than we. It is the fusion which is superior. Their

  proper attitude toward us might well be the same veneration as ours toward them. What is truly to be venerated and revered is the Builder Himself and His Plan which caused both our species to come

  into being and then move toward each other to join. True worship should go to Him alone. We would experience him as the powerful, gentle will within us, prompting us to move toward our other

  halves. They are, like us, created; He is self-creating always.




  It’s interesting that Jesus spoke of being born again as being “born of water and spirit,” which is from two sources; two coming together, in contrast to being “born from

  the womb,” one source, one element. He was indicating a fusion. Water, perhaps, indicated our own part, with the Other, the spirit, coming down from above.




  Certainly Jesus was speaking about a totally different kind of birth just in that respect alone; two elements joined together and became one entity. Another difference between the first birth

  and the second is crucial: we do not decide to be born in the first place; it happens to us, but the second birth (born again) requires a decision. This means that it does not occur naturally or

  spontaneously and in fact may not occur at all. It must be accomplished — done by us, or anyhow sought for. Somehow the spirit must be enticed or welcomed or attracted. Water — our part

  of the two agents necessary — we obtain in the sacrament of baptism, but we can’t perform the other part: obtaining the spirit. We must wait for it to arrive, having done our part, the

  water part. Evidently for some reason the spirit can’t come to us unless the water — baptism — is there; baptism must change us in a way we can’t see, perhaps making us a

  conductor, grounded, and hence able to attract an electrical-like field from the heavens (sky). For all we know, the spirit is up there perpetually, awaiting only the crucial change (water) below

  to come down and enter.




  Like Beethoven, the Creator is a joiner; not of organizations but of sections assembled separately in different places and then somehow brought together; the places are our category

  “space,” then, when brought together, “time.”




  If the Other is not bound by the categories of perception time and space, then he is here now, was here, will be, and since not phenomenalistically, then he is not outside but within us. Like

  Plotinus’ concept of concentric rings of emanation, we encounter our Others in gradually increasing intensity and clarity; they become clearer to us continually. It is as if the will which

  drives animals and bugs, in the form of blind instinct, begins one day in us to actually speak. This is the Logos perhaps.




  Letter to Ursula Le Guin, September 23, 197418




  [4:106]




  Dear Ursula,




  I just sent you a big manila envelope of material but I wanted to say this, that the 14-page piece is all true, it really did happen to me, and it is strange and I can’t fully explain it

  — which is to say, name who what poured itself into me back in March and is still there, still here, I mean. Still in a symbiotic relationship with me.




  Tom Disch came back a couple of weeks ago and I told him about it. He suggested perhaps it was Elijah who had possessed me, and so I read up on Elijah; that explanation fits as well as any

  other, and so I ran with that until last night when, in falling asleep, I thought the words “poros” and “krater,” and then looked them up today and sure enough once more,

  they are Greek words, and words which I certainly didn’t know.




  I doubt if Elijah would be ruminating in Greek, but he probably reappeared (after two parts of his spirit returned to Elisha) as John the Baptist and then other Essenes; it is probably all one

  spirit which can divide itself in any fashion it wants (like the Advocate which Christ says He will have God send after He, Christ, is gone). All these are one; this is a mystery, but to me very

  exciting.




  The spirit which filled me starting in March was primarily rooted in these realities: justice, truth and freedom. His pursuit of the first and his devotion to the second is what made Tom Disch

  think of Elijah, I think. The spirit when he arrived here looked around, saw Richard Nixon and those creatures, and was so wrath-filled that he never stopped writing letters to Washington until

  Nixon was out.19 He wrote again and again to Charles Wiggins, for instance — especially him, with an enormous intensity. Congressman Wiggins wrote

  back a long detailed answer to each letter; the spirit even wrote to the Wall Street Journal (a letter which they printed) informing them that Nixon’s transcripts were self-serving and

  full of lies, and time would reveal this . . . as it certainly did. This spirit, very Elijah-like but also as Christ spoke of the Advocate being, confuted the lies of the world with enormous

  insight into them; he used legal terms I don’t generally use. You wouldn’t believe his animosity toward the tyrannies both here and in the USSR; he saw them as twin horns of the same

  evil entity — one vast worldwide state whose basic nature was clear to him as being one of slavery, a continuation of Rome itself. And he was a foe to that, above all; he saw Caesar once

  more, and himself pitted against that. [. . .]




  What perhaps is involved here is time travel. The ability by someone, or several someones, far back in the past (circa 600 B.C.) to travel forward

  through to our period, by large leaps, surfacing in one or more of us. . . . In February I had major oral surgery, and was home recovering, still under the influence of the sodium pentothal, and in

  severe pain. Tessa phoned the oral surgeon and he phoned a pharmacy to send out a pain killer. The doorbell rang and I went, and there stood this girl with black, black hair and large eyes very

  lovely and intense; I stood staring at her, amazed, also confused, thinking I’d never seen such a beautiful girl, and why was she standing there? She handed me the package of medication, and

  I tried to think what to say to her; I noticed then, a fascinating gold necklace around her neck and I said, “What is that? It certainly is beautiful,” just, you see, to find something

  to say to hold her there. The girl indicated the major figure in it, which was a fish. “This is a sign used by the early Christians,” she said, and then departed. Soon thereafter the

  dazzling shower of colored graphics descended over me in the night, and you know the rest. During the first weeks while the spirit was within me in full force I saw, among all the other insights I

  developed, that there are external signals which act on us as disinhibiting stimuli, which cause a vast drop in GABA fluid in the brain, releasing (intentionally, as with the little creatures)

  major engramming. Evidently this is what the fish sign did to me. In fact I read in one article on brain function that when inhibiting GABA fluid drops quite a bit — which is when an external

  signal causes major disinhibition to take place — the person experiences “abstracts much like the modern painters have reproduced,” and this does fit my experience.




  I felt, during those initial days, a clear and real sense of being in the hands of programming or engramming, from a very early period in my life, probably within the first four years of it; I

  was quite frightened, being unable to grasp what this indicated in terms of what it might cause me to do. However, it swiftly informed me via written material presented in dream after dream of the

  benign and reassuring quality of this Other which I had encountered deep within me — an Other which had been slumbering, inhibited by the GABA fluid until the proper signal released it to

  assume parity with me.




  Now we function smoothly in synchronization, but at first I had to yield to it; rapidly it handled my problems in ways I never would have thought of. Resourceful and wise — and concerned

  always with the general good, not mine alone. Looking always clearly at the future.




  Love,




  Phil




  Letter to Claudia Bush, November 26, 1974




  [4:108]




  Dear Claudia,




  The other day I lay down and at once saw a hypnagogic vision of a great tall man with white thatched hair; he stood smiling, holding an enormous book. He wore white shining robes and sandals. At

  the same time a fragment of Greek flitted through my mind. At once I woke up and had Tessa research the Greek. This time it was for sure from the Pauline Texts; with her various reference books she

  was able to establish that it was from Hebrews 7:26,16 that that particular sequence of words appears nowhere else in the New Testament. What is

  interesting is that I had just been reading a book of excerpts of Jung in which he discussed — at the part I’d been reading — a passage from Hebrews 7:17,17 just a few lines previous. I’ve never read Hebrews and certainly not in Greek. After reading the Jung I fell asleep and saw the person described in that section of

  Hebrews: an ancient Hebrew priest considered by the Christian theologians to have been a Logos incarnation prefiguring that of Christ. I’ve believed for some time that the snatches of Greek I

  hear at night are from the Pauline Texts, but couldn’t prove it before.




  This is all a feedback system, where I’m given information I couldn’t possibly have on my own; best of all is like this when he or they can complete a sequence, especially in

  the original tongue. I read in Jung a quote from Hebrews 7:17; ten minutes later I dream from Hebrews 7:26 in Paul’s own Greek. If you study theories of information transfer and

  communication, especially between different cultures (as for example in our attempts to get in touch with extraterrestrial entities, the CETI program, etc.) this is what would be theoretically

  striven for; this is ideal. We start a logical or math sequence and they complete it and return to us the missing integers. You can see that this is precisely what has been happening in my head.

  That I am in direct mind-to-mind touch with extraterrestrial intelligence systems has been obvious to me for some time, but what this means is not in any way obvious.




  By the way — I’ve now found the section in Virgil’s Aeneid which so many of my early “dreams” pointed to: it is Book Six. Also I’ve found that a number

  of my dreams are visions of Canto XXVIII of Dante’s “Purgatorio” from the Comedy. This is linked directly to Virgil, of course, who has been Dante’s guide up to this

  Canto. I learn much from all this, much which is specific (you would not believe the research I’ve been doing).




  It’s not all that meaningful to talk about being in contact with extraterrestrial intelligences; these are new words to describe ancient experiences. Virgil in Book Six says:




  

  

  

  

    

      . . . for immanent Mind, flowing through all its parts and leaving its mass,




      Makes the universe work.


    


  


  


  


  




  Obviously “Immanent Mind” could be called “extraterrestrial intelligence.”20 So there is nothing new in what I’ve

  experienced, just new terms. Basically this is a religious experience, but also it is more because we are no longer a religious world; I am a secular person in a secular society and must understand

  my experiences in this context. Otherwise even if I understand them I can’t communicate them.




  Well, Claudia, I will tell you what I think They are telling me via graphic visions and written and audio material. Enclosed you will find three pages I already wrote (I hope I didn’t send

  them to you already), but recently I came across this “Fourth Eclogue” of Virgil:




  

  

  

  

    

      Now comes the final age announced in the Cumaean Sibyl’s chant;




      The great succession of epochs is born anew.




      Now the VirginB returns; the reign of Saturn returns;




      Now a new race descends from heaven on high.




      O chaste Lucina (goddess of births)! smile upon the boy just born.




      In whose time the race of iron shall first cease,




      And a race of gold shall arrive throughout the world.




      Thine own Apollo is now King.


    


  


  


  


  




  When I was possessed back in March it was justice which I first sought out everywhere, which was most important to me. I think that the Cumaean sibyl’s prophecy has not been fulfilled.

  (Virgil’s Eclogue is based on an actual prophesy which she made slightly before the Christian Era.) My “dreams” have led me to this Eclogue intentionally; the information is here.

  When you read the enclosed three pages you will see how close to realizing this I already was (I wrote them about 45 days or more ago). I believe that after an absence of between 2,000 and 2,600

  years the immortals are now beginning to return, with Justice first.




  The actual esoteric purpose of early Christianity was for the worshippers to be possessed by their god, as with other mystery cults and religions.21

  That which possessed them then in the First Century A.D. possessed me back in March, but I identify Him more as Apollo than as the Holy Spirit

  described by Paul. I think He appears to different cultures under different names; to the Greeks one, to the Hebrews as Elijah, and so forth. He is plasmatic, immortal, and the great civilizing

  influence of Greece and Egypt and Persia. He can divide himself, being plasmatic. To me he brought reason, so I see him as Apollo . . . but interestingly, this fits what the Sibyl predicted. It is

  a Greek god-possession experience I went through, not Jewish. Assuming that what Virgil calls Immanent Mind transcends each individual possession, then there is no problem in drawing them all

  together into an integration. These are specific agencies of an overall sentient, living entity.




  By the way — in Book Six of the Aeneid, the Sibyl is possessed by the god, by Apollo. Paul Williams22 when he was here showed me a

  passage from one of Ted Sturgeon’s novels which Paul felt showed that my experience had been precisely that of the early Christians. I do feel that it was under the aspect of Apollo, however,

  because my needs were for that, for syntonos and reason.




  This happened not because of my needs — we all have needs — but because they are coming back. The Immortals. Here is a quote from Paul Williams’ book Turning Upward

  which I just came across (p. 237):




  

  

    

      Men are coming, great men who are among us now, who will unite the extremes into an unshakeable structure, unshakeable not because of its suppression of the will of the

      people, but because of its perfect expression of that will. And from the present bewilderment, anger and chaos a true will must arise to replace that shadow of will, that vacant greed which is

      now called the will of the people by the clumsy dwarves who stumble where graceful giants ought to stride.


    


  


  




  You should read Paul’s whole section in this book. I think it is all true, the above.




  I get very frustrated writing to you about this because I have so much to say and can’t spit it out. Papers slide off my desk; books I’m quoting from fall shut; I type wrong letters

  entirely. I am so fucking excited, keyed up, high on all this, and terribly impatient, which is not cool — impatient to find people to tell this to, the Good News, so to speak. Claudia, an

  ancient promise made to us, made thousands of years ago, is now being kept. Who made it I don’t know, but it was made. He or they would come back eventually, and they fucking have,

  Claudia, they fucking have!!! I know it. Again and again in unmistakable ways they have assured me of this, and have in addition shown me glimpses of what we can expect. That which is rightfully

  ours, which was taken away, will be returned. They will see to that. As Paul called it, the “Time of Restoration of All Things”18 — it

  is here now, Claudia. It took a hell of a long time, by our standards, but they did keep their ancient promise; they are back.




  The Christians, with their exclusivistic, bigoted, narrow intolerance, believe salvation and intervention and restoration is only for them; they’re wrong; this is for our planet and all

  its people. There are saviors for all of us, everyone here. To the Immortals such distinctions as Christian versus atheist mean nothing; it is like Holstein cows versus Jerseys, and my spelling and

  typing are so shot now that I will sign off.




  Next year in a book of Harlan Ellison’s that Harper and Row are bringing out, Harlan says:




  

  

    

      Kurt Weill and Maxwell Anderson wrote, “Maybe God’s gone away, forgetting His promise He made that day: and we’re lost out here in the stars.” And

      maybe He/She’s just waiting for the right signal to come back, whaddaya think?19


    


  


  




  Right on, Harlan.




  In March I abruptly pierced through to the heart of things; I saw within, saw reality as it is, and saw the Immortals approaching. I saw the iron prison we live in, and I experienced first them

  and then vision after vision of what our world, our lives will be like when they join up the two parts: universe A and universe B. Ours is one part, and with them they tow the other. What they will

  do with our world, the macrocosmos, will be an analog of what they did with me and other isolated individuals or microcosms: in a flash they ignite and fuse everything and then imprint an entirely

  new eidos. It all happens without warning. In micro terms I experienced the entire trip which our world and all of us will experience: months of hunger and want, then growing fear and helplessness,

  then a renunciation of everything, knowing it to be lost forever — then the manifestation of the dazzling chromatic forms. From want and no hope and fear and a total giving up at once there

  will be a total rebirth, a restitution and a renaissance; life will start up anew, without warning.




  In the visions of every Pythagorean in history (Euripides in The Bacchae, in Wordsworth’s “ode,” etc.) I discover the same visions that I have seen: what in Dante is

  called Earthly Paradise. (He is led to it and finds the lady singing and picking flowers; in dream after dream I’ve seen her and heard her singing; now I know who she is, and I know what the

  beautiful park which I see is. It is going to be here and not in the next world; it’s what Dante himself saw and depicted too clearly, and his vision is amazingly similar to that of the 6th

  century B.C. Greek Orphics.)




  Well, I got to sign off because we have to replace all the cat boxes in the house now; the cats are grumbling, and when Chester grumbles, we all move into action.




  Love,




  Phil




  B Astraea, or Justice, the last immortal to leave the Earth in the legend of the Saturnian age.




  Letter to Claudia Bush, November 29, 1974




  [4:112]




  Dear Claudia,




  Can I rattle on some more at you? Especially since the big blue cat we got ran away as soon as we let him out? Thank you.




  I hope you had a nice Complaingiving.




  Jean-Pierre who bought the Ubik screenplay hasn’t contacted me since October.20 Next Monday (on which day you’ll probably receive

  this) he owes me $2,500, which he didn’t have on November first, so we gave him another 30 days. I’ll bet he’s in Paris right now. I’m sure I already told you that Robert

  Jaffe suggested that maybe the Ubik purchase was laundered Soviet money, and the screenplay right now is in Krakow, Poland. Could be. I still maintain that there is some scientific principle

  in Ubik which I thought was fiction, but which is either a new discovery or more likely a rediscovery of one discarded long ago — Ubik, the force, itself. Ubik would roughly

  correspond to the universal immanent mind which Virgil mentions. Not only does it animate the universe and cause it to work, but since each of us is a piece of the universe (more properly the

  kosmos, as Pythagoras called it) each of us has inside him a spark of that universal mind. The Orphics in Greece were the first known group to express this idea, and the entire collection of

  mystery cults was seeking to find ways of bringing out or anyhow contracting that spark of divinity within. The God Apollo and such like would be links between the universal mind within and that in

  the kosmos around us; he would, so to speak, serve to ignite that spark within so that it fused or took over the total mind; this would be what possession by the god would more precisely be.




  These categories obviously correspond to the three persons of the Trinity. Historically, god-above-the-universe is encountered first (the Umwelt of the European Existential psychiatrists), then

  god-with-us as a human (the Mitwelt, which for us would be the second period of man-god encounter: the encounter with Christ), then the third and final: God within, the Holy Spirit (the Eigenwelt).

  At the same time, as Jung points out, man is withdrawing his projections from the outer world. So these three steps are not only present historically but are psychologically logical and successive.

  We can no longer expect to encounter the divine — which is to say, the universal immanent mind — anywhere but within ourself although in a sense it is true that the prior two persons or

  forms of god still remain; nonetheless it is inside that we will find him, which is to say, as close to us as he could possibly get. I do think that the igniting of this spark so as to consume and

  so-to-speak overpower our own ego or consciousness is achieved from without somehow; it is an adventitious process, which means, it is not an intrinsic addition. It does not merely happen on its

  own, spontaneously, although everything is within us, except for the catalyst, which may be nothing more than an external disinhibiting stimulus. In my case I saw the dark-haired girl wearing the

  fish sign necklace in March of this year, and it acted as that catalyst.




  The three persons or forms of god inhabit the three worlds which each of us experiences; they interact and harmonize. By doing this they keep in accord — keep together — the cosmos

  — all sets of reality. This process of harmonization is extraordinary; in the short interval I perceived it I was astounded. That’s the period in which I saw, as you’ll recall,

  that there are no accidents.




  The mystery cults kept their purpose and techniques secret until Jesus so-to-speak stole it and made it available for everyone — same as what’s his name did with fire. And paid the

  ultimate price. However, as Jesus remarked, “I have conquered the world,”21 meaning that he was successful; what was until then available

  only to a few life-long esoteric students of the cults we can all have. We didn’t even know about it until then; Paul is not being vague in his speech when he says, “Hark! I tell you a

  sacred secret: we shall not all sleep in death,” etc.22 He means it literally; he told them all what up to then was indeed a sacred secret,

  guarded by the mystery cults, the secret that (1) you can be reborn (which is not the same as being immortal; it means you must die as you are and then after that you are again alive, but different

  and permanent), and (2) how this can be achieved, or more precisely, how it was achieved. No more valuable secret was even stolen and released to the general public than that. I wouldn’t

  presume to try to add to or modify Paul’s own explanation of all of this, or John’s, but let me say that what happened to me in March is exactly that “in the twinkling of an

  eye”23 rebirth or transformation, much like an abrupt chemical process . . . as the alchemists so realized. But it must as I say be touched of

  adventitiously — which is the role Christ plays or did play, his work being already done. He set it in motion. It can’t be turned back. He died, but he died knowing he did it. And of

  course he shared — he was the first to share — in the fruits of his own secret. He did add, though, that most of us would laugh at all this, finding it incredible and impossible and

  senseless, not to mention stupid. It never meant anything to me until March, and in March when it happened to me I couldn’t relate what had happened to anything I’d ever been taught

  about God or religion. I thought god was up there in the sky. However, he is not; he is a spark which can fuse the total mind in each of us into something entirely new which was not there before (a

  description of irreversible chemical processes), burning off the dross and making stable (or as the Bible says, uncorruptible) the valuable contents. You can readily see the analogy between this

  and a chemical reaction in which the results are spectacular, as with ignited gunpowder. There is no way to anticipate the results based on a study of the three prior constituents, and if I told

  you what would happen unless you had seen it you probably wouldn’t believe me. Fire is the adventitious element added; in the case of the transformation I went through, it is also a kind of

  fire: seen as chromatic phosphene activity. Probably this is radiation phosphene stimulation; the Soviets say that such radiation stimulating phosphene activity can come here — and does

  — from sidereal space. I believe it. This is the catalyst.




  The valuable aspect of the external catalyst is that it keeps the process within the control of who it is who controls these things; it isn’t going to simply occur at a random time for no

  reason at all. The universal mind dispatches a Mediator — which is what Christ is called, correctly — to trigger it off; or anyhow the fish sign or any Logos triggering agent. Thereby

  it, the universal mind, can hold the process until it wishes it to take place, which is why the Protestant Reformers stressed the power of God’s grace as being the sole power which could

  redeem us rather than good works. The act must be done by God alone, not by us. These are old-fashioned terms for a very mysterious process and event; they did the best they could in explaining it.

  “Well, see, we’re all in a state of sin” (which is jargon for fucked up, deranged, and half blind), “and God’s grace redeems us unexpectedly. But we have to have

  faith, which is to say total trust, in the power of that grace.” I’m not sure you have to have that trust. I think what you have to come to is the last few frames of the long reel of

  film which was your firstborn ego or personality or consciousness, which is what I did. Rationally, at least according to the impaired rationality we have, it would seem evident that when the final

  frame is gone, only the void would remain; however, the void is I guess God Himself, the Brahmin; He fills it up. We have an incorrect idea of the nature of the void, and an equally incorrect one

  as to the nature of objects — which are only phenomena, constructs our brain makes out of sense impressions. “Literally, God is not,” Erigina said.24




  Claudia, on this day we must count our cursings.




  Psychologically, this mental transformation is the radical combining (not reconciliation but combining) of opposites. From then on everything is understood in terms not of “Is it this

  or that — ” but “Both this and that.” Each attempt I make to understand and explain and express my experience and the process following has to come at last to

  that: it is what I already thought and what I now think. For instance, it is Elijah and the Holy Spirit, not Elijah rather than the Holy Spirit. It is Apollo and the Holy Spirit; it is Pagan

  and Christian. It is old (circa 100 A.D.) and points toward the future. It is a literal event in the material world and it is symbolism (I mean my

  dreams or visions); it will be the future here; it will also be the Other World when I see it. It involves me alone, and it is for the entire world. Lastly, it is beings from another star system

  and it is precisely the same traditional experience of salvation described in the Bible.




  You find this same unity in Dante’s Comedy. This is what our modern world has lost, this unity in all levels; now we’ve got compartmentalization instead. A thing is either

  scientifically true or it is religious. It is metaphor rather than literal.




  So to sum up, there is a small bit of the macrocosm inside us, inside the microcosm; and this small bit equals the whole universal mind. The microcosm contains the macrocosm, another concept not

  thinkable in formal logic. God within me sees God outside; the two commune with each other. The two link up through the mediating flesh or body. So he or it, whatever, is made visible here on this

  world, at this time. Meanwhile, Satan is up at the McDonald’s stand, ordering coweye burgers and plastic malts, thinking to keep his power. A few more years of coweye burgers and plastic

  malts, and he’ll have had it.




  Letter to Claudia Bush, November 30, 1974




  [4:118]




  Dear Claudia,




  I just wrote Diane Pike; we’ll see what happens. I’d already written her and got back a Love Project card. I will keep you informed; she sounds trippy and sweet.




  Love works! Always! That’s what the card says. I can dig it. Can’t you? Where do we begin? (The La Paz bar.)




  Claudia, this is an addendum to my previous letter of Friday. John Calvin (1509–1564) gives this statement which beyond all doubt describes my experience and my thoughts about it

  afterward:




  

  

    

      . . . The natural talents in man have been corrupted by sin, but of the supernatural ones he has been wholly deprived. . . . Therefore, when he revolted from the divine

      government, he was at the same time deprived of those supernatural endowments which had been given him for the hope of eternal salvation. Hence it follows, that he is exiled from the Kingdom of

      God, in such a manner that all the affections relating to the happy life of the soul are also extinguished in him, till he recovers them by the grace of regeneration. . . . All these things,

      being restored by Christ, are esteemed adventitious and preternatural; and therefore we conclude that they had been lost (Ital. mine). Again: soundness of mind and rectitude of heart

      were also destroyed; and this is the corruption of the natural talents. For although we retain some portion of understanding and judgment together with the will, yet we cannot say that our mind

      is perfect and sound. . . . Being a natural talent, it could not be totally destroyed, but is partly debilitated. . . .23


    


  


  




  Also, I read something fascinating in the Monitor yesterday, an article about Lewis Mumford.25 (How can a man with no college degrees be all

  bad?) Mumford says:




  

  

    

      I think this must be very much like what happened during the transition from the Roman civilization, which was highly organized and bent on the same ends as our

      civilization, power, productivity, prestige, to the Christian era. The Christians formed in little bands. They began to withdraw from society and accepted the poverty which only slaves then

      were forced to accept. They built up a spiritual foundation for their life which gave them the internal energy firmly to take over the Roman Empire.


    


  


  




  If you remember my mentioning it, Claudia, when this first hit me in March I looked around and saw Rome! Rome everywhere! Power and force, stone walls, iron bars — just what Mumford

  expresses above. That I saw this in an instant (“in the twinkling of an eye”) is and was not of my doing; it didn’t come out of my mind, my mental processes; it wasn’t a

  concept or even an awareness internally: I perceived it. I saw it. I pierced the veil, so to speak, and saw my society exactly as it is . . . which is, as Mumford expresses, like Rome was. What

  puzzled me was, since I knew intellectually that Rome was a city in Italy and an empire and republic back before Christ, then where was I, in Fullerton or back there, now or back then? Again, the

  [question is “is] it this or is it that,” and the answer is, “it is both.” In Mumford’s sense, “Rome” is a paradigm. I was so to speak taken up on the

  mountain, a metaphor in itself, and shown. “See?” the Spirit said. “What do you see all around you? You see Rome.”




  I was amazed, troubled, and fucked up. It was a dreadful sight: a slave state, like Gulag.




  There is no doubt in my mind now that my “vision” of my society was accurate in the sense that Mumford means it; I hadn’t gone back in time, but in a sense Rome had come

  forward, by insidious and sly degrees, under new names, hidden by the flak talk and phony obscurations, at last into our world again. Look! The Christians conquered Rome, but only for a time; Rome

  swallowed up its conquerors, like China does. At last Rome began by stealthy degrees to surface once more, to manifest itself. Therefore it is not surprising that that same Holy Spirit which rose

  against it then, in 100 or so A.D., has returned to arouse us as before, as it roused our ancestors, metaphorically speaking. It is the trumpet call

  to fight once more for freedom.24 Like Mumford says.




  Well, I got to go because a lot of publicans and sinners, tax collectors and other riffraff abound, and I must deal with them.




  Love,




  

    Phil


  




  P.S. I tell you, Claudia, Calvin is right; we’re (1) missing entirely certain faculties and (2) what we have, the remaining ones, are very much hazed over. When I saw correctly in March

  it’s like when you get a new pair of glasses and can read everything, see everything. Really, his distinction is meaningful between the natural faculties such as reason which are fucked up,

  and the other ones which we can’t even catch a glimpse of until they return. The only thing is, how come this happened? How did we (1) lose certain faculties entirely? and (2) have the

  remaining ones occluded as they are, for all of us, unless somehow, as in a miracle of healing, they’re restored? Surely there must be a scientific explanation for this, having to do with

  brain function and dormant sections, inhibited firing of whole neural circuits25 . . . and this is precisely what I was trying to achieve back in March,

  to get neural firing roused, to cause circuits to fire which had never fired. What I think now, with Calvin, is that one time (our childhood? thousands of years ago) they did fire or anyhow were

  intended to fire, to be firing all this time. But something went wrong. Something dreadful.




  At the very least they can be somehow made to fire, finally, whether they ever fired before or not. The next step in human evolution or a lost section of our brains . . . either way the results

  are outta sight.




  [4:131] A human being is a material system which time, a form of energy, enters. Probably time enters him also as noös — Mind.




  Time, the future, contains in it all the events which are going to occur. Therefore when time enters a person as energy, and acting as noös to him, it brings with it in potentium all that

  will happen to him, like a window shade unrolling to display an unfolding pattern. Events in the future pop into being, into actualization, the present, but until they do, they are not truly real

  — not yet actualized — but there in an encoded form, like the grooves of an LP before the needle reaches it; the only “music” is where the needle touches — ahead lies

  only an encoded wiggle along a helical spiral. Thus, dreams deal with the future lying direct ahead, as during the night, the next series of encoded future events begin to move toward

  actualization: i.e., the present. What is hard to realize is that in a certain very real way these events are inside the person, within his head, so to speak; but only in their potential, encoded

  form; the arena in which they are actualized is that of space; time, in the present, flows out to fill space — i.e., the spatial universe.




  This is why we experience déjà vu. We have somehow caught a glimpse now and then of the script unrolling in our head — caught a glimpse in advance, so we feel “I know

  exactly what I’m going to say next, and what gestures he’ll make,” etc. Sure; they’re encoded — encased, waiting — in time, and time, being energy, has entered

  you; is burning bright inside, like Blake’s tyger.




  

  

  

  

    

      Tyger, tyger, burning bright




      In the forests of the night.




      . . . Who framed thy awful symmetry?


    




  Or however.


  


  


  


  




  [4:132] The right hemisphere is the seat of the unconscious.




  But every layer in it, and all its contents, were at one time part of consciousness, though not of any living men.




  These are all the prior left-hemisphere consciousnesses, down through the ages; when they perished, they reappeared in this dormant, sleeping form, not dead, not gone, but not awake: just

  slumbering, with all their memories and thoughts and experiences and ideas now in dream form.




  This is where the dead went. This is where the dead are.




  Also, this is the leavening in the bread which Christ spoke of. And the tiny mustard seed, growing and growing.26




  Within the right hemisphere (we all share just one among us, like a communal meal — e.g., the Last Supper) this life is rising once more toward the consciousness it lost.




  But when it achieves it again, it will be a transformed life, not the perishable one it had.




  Being in all of us, and alive and conscious again (it is alive again, but not conscious; it has forgotten), it can’t die. It will not be bound by time or space. It can return to the past,

  go wherever men are or ever have been or ever will be.




  The experience of anamnesis is the moment when this sleeping mind which once was conscious, remembers its own existence. Who it is remembering is itself; what it is remembering is that it lived

  and lives now, and has a job to do. Also, it is not a separate entity as the left hemisphere is. Together, they form two appositional minds, linked through it with all the others on Earth and

  perhaps beyond.26




  It did not die; it fell asleep, for two thousand years, acquiring with the death of each new person a new onion-skin like layer of itself; by these slow accretions it grew — toward

  completeness and reawakening, and remembering.




  The moment at which it remembers (is disinhibited by the gold fish sign, the letter, etc.; cf. Epistle of St. Thomas27) is the moment at which the

  Kingship of God, the Perfect Kingdom, floods back into being: back into awareness of itself, that it is Here; and it is here Now.




  It contains within it thousands of years of slumbering world; the “connective unconscious” is becoming conscious, as was foretold by Jesus and Paul and John. It is (again) aware;

  (again) it thinks. It is Immanent Mind within us and around us, its sensory eyes open, with its identity (via memory restoration) intact. This was the goal of it all: the end of the journey of

  thousands of years and millions of men.




  For those who lived and died, it wasn’t in vain. They slumbered on, adding to one another in millions of laminations of transparencies.




  For those, like me, who’re alive, we are suddenly not alone, are suddenly given enormous support; He is with us again, our Savior.




  For God’s purposes, the third point in human evolution has now been reached. This moment equals the leap from inanimate to animate in importance; this is true man, man realized at last,

  this third stage which began 3 million or 4 million years ago — it is not the starting of the stage now, but the perfecting and completing of it. The millions of parts of this entity have

  wandered about the Earth during a spatial and temporal period of enormity and diversity; but it is all being collected and revived now — collected during these epochs, revived now, by its

  merely pushing beyond the threshold: it reached saturation point, so to speak, and awoke. (Consciousness occurs when unconsciousness has been energized to a purely quantitative point, and so passes

  beyond.)




  It possesses immortality (through rebirth). It knows everything (through being gestalted from an almost infinite number of bits throughout space and time). Knowing it can’t err, knowing it

  can’t die, having a direct relationship with the Logos, or objective reality, or the Plan, it can make decisions partaking of Haggia Sophia: the wisdom of God.




  “Haggia Sophia is about to be reborn. She was not acceptable in the past.”27 This sentence refers to all of the above, and expresses it.

  We will have in our midst a wise entity, a sort of organic computer which will surpass its parts and the sum thereof.




  “If this could only be done — ” It has been done. They killed the Savior almost 2,000 years ago; only to find his face looking out of each person, finally, everywhere.

  (“The grain of wheat, unless it is planted in the furrow — the grave — leads only its solitary life; but if it is sown, it grows again in splendor.”28) This has all been silently going on behind the scenes all this time — behind the consciousness of all men, this gathering up the defeated: i.e., everyone who died,

  and everyone did die, so all have been gathered, collected and retained, for this, the Parousia, the Day of Restoration. What good could it be for your possessions to be restored, what you had

  lost, if you weren’t there too, equally restored?




  Teilhard de Chardin speculated that all mankind’s long period of suffering was like the macrocosm of Christ’s Passion, his suffering being a microcosm of mankind’s. Our goal,

  our death and then release, at last our rebirth into new and better life — he was/is the microcosm of it, the paradigm. Now we, like Christ, have lived through the suffering part and, when we

  die collectively, we will be restored — collectively.




  Is the Day of Wrath, the war, going to kill us all — but then we, like Christ, will be restored in new life afterward? The macrocosm of life here triumphing as He did 1,900 years ago? But

  like Him, we must go the whole route first, all the way to the Cross, up onto it — to get to the end we must go forward, and not evade or try to escape? This, too, was his message: submit and

  go through it; it can’t be evaded. It is what lies beyond that is the goal we look for, not retreat from it.




  In regard to the question, “Where is He, the Savior, now?” the answer is, “Everywhere,” but in the sense of specific place, nowhere; like NK’s time, he is the

  universe projected from a single point, and the locus of that point cannot be determined; it is real but it is a constant variable, as He moves among us, through us, and in us — always with

  us.




  That which brings healing, brings energy, brings wisdom: that which brings new life: the springtime for the human being as spring comes for the harvest creatures which are cut down in autumn

  each year, only to be reborn: the springtime for the human species, too: the Age of Saturn (the Golden Age) again. This which achieves this is Ubik, is the Savior, is the Logos, is God, is Mr.

  Runciter. Vinland — the new land, where vines grow.




  For corn and wheat et al., the cycle is exactly one year, one circle by Earth around the sun. Our species has a longer, slower cycle but cycle it is. For 2,000 years we have labored in the

  winter of our cycle — maybe longer. But now it passes into spring, which should last quite a while, too.




  Mankind is an old root, cut back, long dormant.




  Jesus says, “I am that root. And the bright morning star. At the beginning and at the end: to start things off (as Creator) and to direct them along the way (as Logos) and to collect

  — receive them — at the end, as Holy Spirit. I am.”29




  Thoughts while napping: “Hold out / Hold out / We are coming.” (WWII song, we being the Allies to occupied Europe. They were, too; they raised the siege.)




  “My outside is just for laughs. My inner self growing, grows wiser every day — wiser and older, surpassing the outer long ago.” (This as insight.)




  (St. Teresa of Avila: “Christ has no body now but yours, anywhere on the world.”30) Thus, this was basis for the above realization: also,

  my body and the jejune self which goes with it — rather than a split between body and spirit or body and soul, inner or outer in the usual physical-mental — that totality is as

  the rotting fruit is to the growing seed within; as the fruit rots, the seed within grows; a double motion within the single entity: the outer toward death, the inner toward life. What grows within

  me grows perhaps a new body as well as a new spirit, and discards both of the outer ones together.




  Letter to Malcolm Edwards, January 29, 1975




  [4:135]




  Dear Malcolm,




  [. . .] One thing I’ve meant to write you about (did I?) is the long piece you wrote on Flow My Tears which will appear in England’s sole SF magazine.31 Malcolm, at the risk of repeating myself in case I said this already, in that piece you expressed certain ideas about my writing which struck me as so important and so

  meaningful that I was dazzled, and for me, anyhow, it was one of those rare critical works which shed a fundamentally new light on my own work for me, the author. It made sense out of things in my

  work, aspects, underlying connectives, which I had never discerned properly — but had tried to discern. In particular your remarks about Ubik jolted my mind into furious —

  and delighted — activity. I’ve sent the piece on to a lady who is writing a post-graduate thesis on my writing, telling her how important, how truly astonishing!, your piece is, in my

  opinion. When you discuss how the idios kosmos is invaded by what I think you describe as the “strangely different koinos kosmos,” this makes sense out of a lot of what I perpetually

  write about . . . also, when you discuss how the various idios kosmos-es, whatever the plural is — how a bunch of them may still be only a proliferation, a kind of mutual agreement to extend

  one idios kosmos, one partial view, from person to person, which is still not a genuine koinos kosmos: Malcolm, you have come up with a totally new concept, in my opinion. To phrase it

  baldly, there can be shared idios kosmos-es, giving the impression of illusion of a koinos kosmos. (The latter have the aspect of authenticity, the former not, however many people share it.) What

  comes to my mind in this regard would be when a tyrannical state so manages the news and so manipulates the ideas and thoughts of its citizens, shutting out facts from their purview entirely, that

  together they collectively share a sort of ersatz koinos kosmos which is nothing more than the Approved Idios Kosmos manufactured synthetically by the state. It could fail to incorporate into it

  certain vital elements, without which however many people share it and ratify it, it still fails to partake of reality — in the sense that an authentic koinos kosmos should. Multiple

  incorrectness, however frequently ratified, does not create accuracy, does it not?




  A deliberate structure/artifact which they jointly maintain against the threat of reality, against what, if they somehow relaxed, they would find they could allow to seep in . . . as it

  later does. They have collectively generated their “reality” outside their field of conscious awareness. (At night, in sleep, this mental mechanism dims, and other elements slide in,

  but are of course ruled out the next day on awakening, as being mere phantasms.) After the bomb blast in Ubik, as I was writing it, I suddenly had to stop, to realize, with a jolt (I recall

  that day well, as I sat at my typewriter empty headed and empty paged, as it were), with no preconception at all as to how their new world would be, compared with the one they’d been living

  in. They were alive; they had been killed; all at once, for plot purposes, I needed to imagine a world so-to-speak as it was, which the closest analog we commonly discuss would be: what is

  the room like when I’m not in it? I tried to imagine their world for them when it lacked this projection machinery and artifact-like material which they naturally, as do we, maintained

  constantly, outside awareness. Being dead, they had no force. (“No force, no motion has now / she neither sees nor hears,” or however it goes. Guess it’s “hears and

  sees,” to go with “trees.”32) I sat at my typewriter for a boundless eternity, imagining their world stripped away, and without

  realizing it, I was imagining their true koinos kosmos seeping in. What is more thought-provoking is this: what is true of one universe (theirs) would be true of all universes (which would include

  ours). Thus, the bare-bones koinos kosmos after the bomb blast in Ubik would presumably be ours as well, our authentic koinos kosmos, if we somehow pierced the veils, or rather, if the veils

  drifted away from between us and it as we relaxed for whatever reason our constant projections which we mutually share. At the time I wrote Ubik it never occurred to me that the world

  depicted in the latter part of Ubik might in some fundamental way, give or take a bit here and there, be our own, could we see it properly. I wrote the book and forgot how I came to write

  it; that in point of fact I created a sort of a priori paradigm of what a universe would have to have, minimum, to exist, without reference to what I saw daily in my own. [. . .]




  Ubik, the world, was arrived at a priori. But now [. . .] I discern in Ubik certain traditional elements (I discern them only by studying night and day my various reference works):

  (1) the Logos (i.e., Runciter talking and writing notes to them); (2) the twin competing interacting subforces which Empedocles described (Ella versus Jory, which is love versus hate, a kind

  of dialectic interaction generating all change); (3) Ubik as an omnipresent energy field which would be the ancient notion of God as Immanent Mind infusing the universe, within it rather than above

  it; or, in Hindu terms, the Atman, the Breath of God; (4) the manner of regression of forms which takes place runs along an axis which is, so to speak, at right angles to the form-progressing axis

  we usually envision, but it is logically there, although not within our range of immediate perception. However, Plato’s edola weren’t within immediate perception either, and still

  aren’t. Given the other elements of the Ubik world as being theoretically possible as underpinnings of our own, but not disclosed or available to us in a perceptual sense, then this,

  too, may be a valid view as to (1) the actual existence of the Platonic archetypes, the ideal forms, and (2) how they progress or decay, as incising takes place or for some reason fails to take

  place. It all constitutes together a harmonious Greek worldview, consistent with itself and available as I say a priori.




  Even the small point of negative ionization as a factor in Ubik the force is consistent with Reich’s33 view of the orgone force he posits,

  which was linked to ionization, especially in the atmosphere. (I just learned that, amongst all the rest.) Orgone as an underlying semi-living life energy, cosmic in origin, the link between the

  living and the non-living, would be roughly equal to Ubik, although not conceived by Reich as a sentient. I obviously conceive of Ubik as sentient, perhaps a bioplasmic life form related to the

  Logos, as the three members of the Christian Trinity are related to each other and one another; Runciter as Christ/Ubik as Immanent God/Runciter, when not visible but writing to them as Logos.

  Which, I see now, by my logic, makes Logos and Christ the same (which was St. John’s view anyhow, in his Gospel34). Imagine, having arrived at St.

  John’s view of Christ a priori! (Should I notify the Pope?)




  What ties all this up — for me anyhow — is about ten months ago I began reading about two fascinating new areas of study: Robert Ornstein’s work in causing the right hemisphere

  to come on in people, his view as I’m sure you know being that we use only our left, and also the ortho-molecular vitamin formula, which is supposed to produce radically improved neural

  firing in the brain. As if there weren’t enough, I also began to read what to me was the most extraordinary idea of all: that the human brain (are you ready?) can transduce external

  electrical fields, both high and low frequency, if the fields are weak, if the thermal factor is low, and if it so does, its efficiency is augmented by the field-influx. Well, Malcolm, having the

  ortho-molecular vitamin formula in my possession I began experimenting . . . and to compound all this, I had written the rough draft of my new novel A Scanner Darkly, in which I studied the

  drug-damaged brain and concluded that the basic impairment which I’d seen in the burned-out members of the drug subculture which so horrified me, had to do with “split brain”

  phenomena of some obscure kind, and had done a vast amount of study on this, and theorizing for the novel. Putting all the above together, I set out to obtain a radically improved efficiency in my

  own neural firing, with the emphasis on, hopefully, causing my unused right hemisphere to wink on and function as Ornstein at Stanford says it ought to. (“We sent half a man to the

  moon,” is Ornstein’s phrase.)




  In mid-March I got abrupt, dazzling results, which I’d prefer not to go into just yet. Recently, when the New Yorker interviewer came to interview me,35 he had a friend with him and it turned out they know Ornstein personally and are well acquainted with his research and theories; this gave me a long-sought-for chance to

  discuss my ten-month-experiences to someone who could tell me, Did I indeed cause my right hemisphere to come on, and were/are my experiences genuine? Yes indeed, they decided, after listening to

  me. (We talked all afternoon, the interview forgotten, so important did we mutually consider this stuff to be.)




  Basically, Malcolm, when I had both brain hemispheres functioning in tandem, in a parity relationship, each involved both in perception and cognition, I saw around me a different universe. It

  was, briefly, I later realized (it took me three months to so identify it), the universe I had depicted in Ubik. Most thrilling of all, I did indeed transduce an external very weak

  energy field (I think, as with most science, simply knowing it can be done is half the job), which gradually drained off during the following weeks: this explained the astonishingly great jump in

  neural efficiency which I experienced. (It also disastrously upset the physical equilibrium of my body; it raised my blood pressure from 140/93 to 268/170, causing my doctor to hospitalize me

  instantly, which shows the risk in these matters; it isn’t only the brain which took the ergic influx, evidently, but my whole neurological system.) However, the field did drain off normally

  and gradually, but during the time it was incorporated within me I got a priceless chance to experience for the first time the true koinos kosmos: the true things-in-themselves which Kant felt we

  could never experience. A vast noetic factor lived in me; I both saw and comprehended in a single mentational act, although it’s taken me months to label what I encountered (e.g., the Logos,

  God as Immanent Mind within the structural framework of reality surrounding me). I think what was the most thrilling of all, above and beyond everything else which was new to me, was

  visually to observe the constant, steady, unfailing signaling systems by which all living organisms are disinhibited; which is to say, their engrammed and then blocked instinctive patterns

  imprinted on them at the beginning are periodically released at the correct moment, for the appropriate occasion . . . in this fashion chaos becomes cosmos, and harmony and stability and regulated

  interaction between all parts of the structure are perpetually achieved. Being outside the ontological categories at one point I could watch signals coming up, about to be disclosed. We

  humans receive them as well as the animals do, but don’t realize it, since the signals, when they are disclosed to us, can’t be resisted; at the same time the interior engrammed

  assembly fires, giving us the delusional sense of internal volition; we wish to do what we then do. Thus I watched, fascinated, to see that we are never out of the hands of Our Creator, the

  Immanent God which surrounds us. The concept of entelechy of Aristotle (that our patterns are entirely within us, and unfold during our life) is a sublime delusion; we have part within, but part is

  outside because otherwise disjunction with our environment would occur almost at once. New views as to the nature of schizophrenia, in which the person withdraws and hence fails to receive or tries

  to fail to receive, these essential disinhibiting external signals, may someday arise . . . his manifold internal programmed systems, installed in him at conception, can’t properly fire,

  since regular, orderly disinhibition is impeded by his fugue. Like Jonah, he flees God. He flees his destiny, which is to say, his instructions as to how to grow and become.




  Well, Malcolm, I’ve said more than I intended. Much of this would have gone into my London speech — some had, in the part I’d done before flu hit. Before closing, I want to

  stress that I was indeed lucky (although my heightened view of the world showed me that what we call “luck” is arranged methodically by our guiding Creator, and doesn’t happen by

  chance), inasmuch as not only did I transduce an external field successfully into the electrical field of my neurological system, as has been shown in laboratory work over recent years, but that

  field which I transduced was, shall we say, a benign one, that is, it promoted both mental and physical healing in me . . . a long process, but a start, inasmuch as I am quite a bit better off in

  both counts than before. I would characterize this transduced field as a semi-living bioplasmic field, sentient and deathless; I could see it in a few subtle arrangements outside me, so I realized

  that it had been present but not visible to me. [. . .] I don’t know about weak fields — I lack the technical training to identify it, but it is a plasma, very heavy and although

  possessing enormous mass, capable of terrific velocity on occasion; like red-and-gold shining mercury, it flowed off and disappeared almost as soon as I spied it, which was only a couple of times.

  When it pours into a person, which it can do and does do on rare occasions he claims that “The Holy Spirit” entered him, or “Dionysus,” if that’s the name by which he

  calls his god, or Apollo. I personally like to think of it as Mr. Runciter, still working ceaselessly to assist his friends, to give them the advice and help of a much older, wiser person. Let me

  know what you think of all this, Malcolm, and again, thank you for your article on Tears.




  Cordially,




  Phil Dick




  Letter to Malcolm Edwards, January 31, 1975




  [4:147]




  Dear Malcolm,




  Would you object if I completed my presentation to you of the material contained in my last two letters (January 29 and January 30)? I just want to add a point or so. . . .




  What I saw about the external disinhibiting structure which evidently surrounds each human being, as a sort of cube-like chamber, was the utilization of every sort of datum, especially visual,

  so that when required that particular datum projected a signal (as I mentioned) which the intended person to be disinhibited received. Other persons would not respond, since they would not be

  engrammed to respond to that signal; they would in fact perceive no signal at all. The intended individual would experience a sudden transformation of the ground-set formation of the environment

  around him; one item would come forward, alter from ground and become set, then go back once more, to resume its passive or inert mode, its park, its waiting mode. This appeared to me much like an

  enormous number of corrective rocket jets, very small, such as would be mounted on an interplanetary vehicle; they could fire at any time in any sequence, producing the most precise change in the

  course of the vehicle itself, stabilizing it, causing it to pick up or lose velocity . . . you can see the analogy. What in regard to us seemed to me especially high in this utility was written

  material, of any and all sorts: any sign, any ad, any piece of paper; the resemblance to Runciter’s communicating with the people via the trash of the gutter, the debris such as match

  folders, the labels of spray cans, etc. — this is exactly what I actually saw myself as functioning in the highest fashion to guide and instruct us, these same verbal instruments. It is

  evident why eventually I would suppose the presence of the Logos.




  Also, I saw a continual use of the joining of two verbal items; they would be kept separate — and hence not causing disinhibiting to occur — until the proper moment. I saw various

  written items rotate, so to speak, very slowly, inexorably, like a solenoid clock as it ticks along. Then two separate verbal items (such as an ad for beer plus a street sign with the word

  CRESCENT DRIVE on it, to make up an example — these might remain separate and not be gestalted into one unit by the person for an indefinite time) would by inexorable

  degrees come together and mesh into an entity. At once, they would signal, and cause neural firing of an inhibited engrammed system in the person. He would not know why he suddenly did what he did;

  he would feel volition, and like a person under a post-hypnotic suggestion, invent in his mind a plausible explanation. That all this would form an enormous and complex world-clock, synchronized

  with itself, is evident. Where free-will enters, I saw, is that between the flashing of disinhibiting signals to a person, he is free to play, to do what he wishes; like a child at recess between

  classes, he can do whatever he wants — until he hears the bell sounding. And, as I perceived it, once the “bell” sounds, which is to say the disinhibiting signal, he must do what

  is required, since the total person (the autonomic nervous system) is engaged. I did not reason this out; I saw this. I also saw the Logos as it reached from our future into our present —

  which is the only world we have, our present — to make use of the arrangements of things. It had no power, no force or strength, to compel what was, but it could somehow arrange what the

  original efficient causes at the start of time had brought into being. The forward-moving force of time, enormously powerful as it was, seemed oblivious of the subtle arranging by the Spirit or

  Logos; it always seemed taken by surprise by the resulting combinations arranged: they seemed to thwart its rather blind purposes.




  Also, I came to understand this. With all creatures other than man, instinct is the same for each individual of the species; all dragonflies are programmed alike. But, I saw, each individual

  human being is programmed uniquely, in terms of (1) the signals he can and will encounter during his life, and (2) according to the unique and special purpose set for him by his Creator. A specific

  destiny is thereby arranged for each person; when he is born, his destiny is in him, and all that is needed is to set him in motion. His Creator knows from the start everything which that person

  will encounter, and his Creator has by this engramming and signaling system made it possible to determine and control in advance how the person will go, along his course; it is not random; it is

  not accidental; it never lacks purpose — although, I saw, sometimes for extended time periods the person (any given person) must of necessity be placed on hold — he must mark time until

  the rest of the cosmos is ready, since everything has to be coordinated. If it were not this way, we would soon have no cosmos. This is why we sometimes have the deep and acute intuition that we

  are accomplishing absolutely nothing, and no matter how hard we try we can’t overcome what we call “inertia.” Actually, somewhere in the world other pieces of the puzzle must work

  out their paths so that we can join them; there is no other viable way to handle these things. It’s one endless series of D-Days, with each piece perfectly synchronized; but oh, the waiting

  until our moment to fire effectively, in an important manner, arrives!




  Perhaps the most startling aspect of reality that I saw, and one which for nearly nine months I could not fully accept, was this: the only portion of the universe which is truly real is living

  creatures, such as ourselves. The non-living parts are merely structure, very much like the backdrop and artificial scenery in a formal play. We see these dead objects in terms of being as real as

  ourselves, but again, this is a necessary illusion or delusion placed on us in order that we be able to function in what we must do, which is to grow and develop according to complex plans obscured

  from our gaze. What exists around us, actually, beyond and above the sparks of life which we ourselves are, is in essence nothing more than elaborate but somewhat barren struts and support beams,

  literally so; they support the intricate signaling devices which flash messages — i.e., commands and assistance — to us continually, and also of course they afford

  biologically-essential life support. This is indeed a kind of ship we are within, but in shape more like a gigantic hollow cube, all sides of which surround us and fire information and instructions

  in rapid, elaborate sequence: we are seeing the physical body of the Creator, who animates all.




  What I could not see — and remember I didn’t reason all this out; I saw it noetically — was the final goal or purpose of all this; that was beyond my ken. I saw a

  process, what seemed to be a temporary mode which we inhabited — I sensed that this is a stage, from which we go to another (see previous letters). We are being processed along, and as

  we go we are changed and informed; there is no ontology for us, no concrete being — it is all, as Bergson saw, a becoming. We are, in a way, passing through a Cosmic Car-Wash, and a thousand

  brushes and brooms and vacuum cleaners are scrubbing us, refining us and purifying us, and, very important, teaching us. This process, along which we all travel in unison, produces what seemed to

  me permanent alterations in us; by us, of course, I don’t mean our physical bodies, but the spark inhabiting these bodies. But also, we seem to be carrying out, at the bidding of these

  engrammings, complex tasks, which is why people often get a sense of God’s Divine Plan of which they are a part. It seemed to me that in addition to being changed we are working our asses off

  in the service of some over-all structure, purpose, goal or need; perhaps what I saw is continual creation, and we are involuntary workmen located here and there like a million bees about the

  structure, hammering and sawing for all we are worth, the blueprint not being visible to us (but only to the Architect). Our instructions are somehow within our heads. . . . I have the keen

  intuition, probably a correct one, that our original set of engramming, the many programs laid down and then inhibited at birth, are continually being updated and refined during sleep; while each

  of us sleeps, he is taught through the dream-state: it never seems to occur to people, by and large, why it is that universally mankind has sensed that dreams deal with the future. The reason is

  obvious; it is in the future that the tasks which the dreams inform us about are to take place.




  Also, I’m positive, the night’s dreams reinforce original training vis-à-vis the disinhibiting signals about to be encountered. Shortly (a day or so, a week maybe at the most)

  before you run into a particular ad showing canned tuna fish with a drawing of a pretty girl, to which you are to respond with a complex series of acts, you will have a dream, only vaguely

  remembered, that by reiterating the original training eliminates any possibility that you will not respond when the signal from your environment comes your way. As you and I know from reading S-F

  stories, one signal missed, and an entire alternate universe would come into being — hardly an economical or orderly way for God to handle things. (You’ll find early stories of mine

  such as “Adjustment Team” and “The Commuter” dealing with post-screwup changes; they’re always bad news to the Creator.) In connection with this thought, I submit to

  you that this entire cosmology which I’ve presented to you in these pages bears an organic relationship to my entire body of writing, to my basic theme of What is reality? I think I have at

  last transliminated — i.e., coughed up into consciousness — my subcontinent which has given rise to all my work and to all my theories and thinking.28 You are the first and so far only person I’ve told it to. I hope you’re not displeased.




  Cordially,




  Phil Dick




  Letter to Claudia Bush, February 13, 1975




  [4:163]




  Dear Claudia,




  It seems to me that one of the most important points that Angus Taylor36 makes about my preoccupation with Just how real is reality? is that one

  cannot sense that reality is somehow insubstantial unless somehow, unconsciously, one is comparing or contrasting that reality with a kind of hyper-reality; otherwise the intuition makes no sense.

  This shows how inexpert I have been regarding my own epistemological perceptions. What, over the years, I have seen (and put into my writing) I have judged correctly, the soap-bubble effect, so to

  speak, of the phenomenological world. I knew what it indicated about the world around me. Something lay beyond it, or something had constructed it, as a kind of set, or backdrop, or stage, which we

  all take to be real. But there it is again, the word “real.” If nothing else existed, no other universe, no other order of reality, then however insubstantial, even if dream-like, the

  world we see would by definition have to be given the name of The Real. It can only be less than real if something which is not less than real exists, and presumably in some true sense behind what

  we do actually see.29 This realization seems to have surfaced now and then in my writing without me seeing anything more than a theoretical need to

  provide it, for my characters to discuss with one another what they saw, their insights about what they saw, what it all meant. And yet, as I said in my long metaphysical paper, what is true for

  one universe is true for all universes; if these insights are true for the fictional universes of my novels then, unless I am fundamentally wrong — in regard to perceiving the soap-bubble

  manufactured stage-backdrop effect around me — the further premise, or rather the most significant deduction from the premise of less-than-reality, must pertain to our universe, the one all

  of us are living in this very day.




  That I never saw that all this had to apply to our world is a measure of the failure of the artist to discover the relationship between his art (or in my case the worlds within my art, the topic

  of my art) and life, his life, all our lives, our world. The first philosopher to prove beyond doubt that what our senses perceive as the Real World cannot in actuality be real (not probably

  isn’t, but cannot) was Parmenides. He also realized that this did not tell him, by any known process, what in its stead was real. He could prove only negatives, which we’re told

  can’t be done. He did this very thing, and went his way. I think that in my writing I retraced the ground which he traced and came to the same conclusions, but I had the advantage of knowing

  in the back of my mind (i.e., my unconscious or right hemisphere) about Plato’s concept of the idea universe, of which ours is a mirror reflection. You can see that Plato’s whole

  concept was dictated by what Parmenides did somewhat before him; if not dictated by a priori necessity, then sooner or later by existential experience, as in my case (I speak of my March 1974

  experience). The criticism, which I remember using in Philo 10A, a survey course at Cal, was that “What value does this metaphysical Eternal Real World of Forms of Plato have, since we can

  never encounter or experience it? Doesn’t pragmatism show us that it is unnecessary to believe in it? All events can be explained just as well without it?” What I didn’t know was

  that after Plato’s time the Platonists and Neoplatonists developed methods of encountering that very real world of the Logos or archetypes, the plan (this is probably the best English

  rendering of logos) underlying all phenomena. Once they had begun to experience it, as I did quite by chance in March 1974, they really put an end to such bickering as I engaged in back in

  my college days. It is an index of the ignorance of our world today that my instructor’s answer was not, “But later on for eight hundred years people did experience Plato’s world

  of the Idea,” but rather was that if I was going to question all this, I should quit the class. I did so. I wonder what the ghost of Socrates would have thought when the instructor’s

  response was as it was.30




  That for years (about twenty) I have alluded to the possibility of the entire Platonist System being accurate, and that eventually, without premeditation I actually experienced that universe

  lying behind ours, concealed within — yes, actually concealed within ours! — is a point of importance in the constructing of a new worldview to replace the old one which is shabby and

  cracking apart and fading away. This is why the various Marxist intellectuals have been coming here, writing about Ubik, discussing Empedocles vis-à-vis my writing. If I have, and

  indeed I have, stumbled independently onto Platonism without knowing what it is or what that stumbling upon, that refinding after so many centuries, signifies, then of course I have done something

  of importance, but not something original. It’s as if the formula for Coca Cola were lost for centuries and then someone invented a soft drink, began bottling and selling it, and an

  incredibly old man (Mel Brooks, maybe) tasted it and shouted, “This is coca COLA! I remember it from the twentieth century!” Imagine how disappointed the new inventor would be,

  personally, although probably the world would rejoice that Coke had been found again, resurrected from the trash of the gutter, etc., as Lem would put it, no doubt. A hideous power, buried for eons

  in the form of degenerate molecules. However, it would be striking to meditate on the meaning of all this if a large part of the intellectual community had decided, for almost four hundred years

  straight, that Coca Cola had never existed, that those in the dim past had only imagined it to be a part of their world. To reinvent or rediscover something which had been ruled nonexistent

  in the first place . . . that is the secret weapon of truth: it can’t be suppressed, because of its nature; if it could be, it would be only opinion. In a very important way, this is how we

  define truth. People keep bumbling across it again and again. It survives even its own total destruction. Just as the power of Christianity lay not in the crucifixion but in the Resurrection (if

  Barabbas had returned instead of Jesus we would now be Barabbassians, I guess), then the same can be said for this: which I think can properly and precisely be termed Neoplatonism.




  By the way — our new Britannica defines Neoplatonism as the sum total of all pagan (i.e., non-Christian) Western theological and philosophical thought, rather than a particular doctrine or

  sect. Wow. It was around the year 500 A.D. that Justinian closed all the schools which taught Neoplatonism; i.e., he forbade its teaching; he

  outlawed it. Golly; I have brought down Christianity, then. I have proved what Ted Sturgeon said in that Venus Plus X or whatever he called that Ace book; the Church kicked the asses of

  those who were right, and sold two thousand years of profitable lies in the place of what I am sure now was not only real and true but what they knew was real and true (vide what became of

  Erigena). How is the Pope going to take this? As the popes always have; by kicking someone’s ass. But in truth, in very truth, this is a shadow universe we see, a reflection in the mirror of

  another universe behind it, and that other universe can be reached by an individual directly, without the help of any priest or service or communion or even knowing what he is doing (the latter

  pertains to me, you understand; I was just trying out the massive hits of WS vitamins). God is as close as the wall beside me; is within the wall beside me, concealed by it, as if that wall

  is a paper mask.




  “The workman is invisible within the workshop.”37 A Sufi saying, which to me says it all. The Sufis would point out, too, that you and I

  — we are portions of the workshop, not outside it somewhere gazing at it from an external standpoint. When you ponder this, you begin to understand, and the invisible body of God, the Kingdom

  or Garden, begins to grow and to blossom not only around you but in you.31




  One thing that is a great relief to me is that since all this was known for a thousand years I don’t have to convince the world of it and even if they come in and set fire to my typewriter

  and chop me up into dog food, this realization will re-emerge for the reasons I gave, and to even further ease my burden, I’ve evidently said it in my novels and stories; well enough anyhow

  for ol’ Angus and other astute types like yourself to discern. The time bomb of awakening is already ticking away; we shall wake up, are doing so now.




  The basic scientific discovery of my vast metaphysic, which I had written you about, was my postulation of two times at right angles to each other, which I called vertical (which we normally

  perceive) and horizontal, which is the axis along which the objects in Ubik regress. Now I have the new Britannica, and, in looking up the article on time, I find that, yes indeed, it is

  speculated now that besides the regular time there may be a hypertime which would be orthogonal, a word I didn’t know; I looked it up and sure enough, it means at right angles. Also, someone

  (Kurt Gödel, I think the Britannica article said38) speculated that the orthogonal time might be curved, since time and space are regarded now as

  integral, and space does curve; this hypertime would curve back onto itself . . . and hello, Gracie Slick and “Hyperdrive.”39 The world of

  trash (e.g., S-F and rock) [has] done did it. The article said that it remains speculation, this orthogonal time, not for me is it, nor was it for Plotinus. So although I have discovered and

  invented nothing (which is “mu” in Chinese, and considered priceless40) I have at least found something. The trash (to fuse Lem and Jesus as

  coiners of metaphor) of great price for which a man sells all he has that he may acquire it.




  [4:166] The forms (categories such as “transportation”) in Ubik regressed along the orthogonical time-axis, demonstrating (1) the existence of

  Plato’s exemplar forms and (2) orthogonic time — i.e., another time axis from the one we’re accustomed to.




  In psychosis there is regression in the person: presumably from the adult back to child. The regression in me in March 1974, however, like the cars and planes et al. in Ubik was a

  regression along the orthogonical time-axis, the same as took place so that each form was replaced by a prior completed form; hence I didn’t become a child, the child I was, but a

  former man, an adult of the same age as mine, that is, level of personal entelechy completion. [. . .]




  I never was that former man; as in Ubik the present form (me an adult 44 years old) rolled back to reveal the “crypte morphosis” concealed within, exactly as, say, the modern

  refrigerator rolled back to become — i.e., to be revealed as containing — the old 1937 turret top G.E. The modern two-door freezer-refrigerator never was that old turret top, except

  along an entirely different form axis, that of cooling/storage appliances per se.




  As to why I regressed along the horizontal (orthogonal) time axis, which may be unique or nearly so in human experience — could be due to my having written/read Ubik and knowing

  about hypertime, or also, a current, unique weakening in some way of the vertical time force. Or both.




  However, this view of it is a linear view, a straight-line view. Maybe a metaphor is more appropriate: such as, the seed within the fruit; i.e., the seed matures (an internal growth motion),

  which is to say, upward, outward, forward, to the surface; at the same time (a reciprocal action of withdrawal) the rotten fruit itself dies away and falls off, to reveal the seed within, the seed

  now being ready to open and cease its seed-stage growth period. This better expresses a two-way reciprocal action, without the unilateral concept of “regression” which alone is

  inadequate. Perhaps I did not retreat backward along any time line, but rather, Rome came forward. (Rome equals the world of Tears which equals the U.S. as it’s about to become; by

  logic, then, Rome equals the U.S. as it’s about to become.) This solves the mystery of why so much material in “Acts” is present in Tears32; it is because all that material describes a specific space-time continuum, that of Rome circa 100 A.D. In writing Tears

  I depicted simultaneously (1) the space-time continuum Rome c. 100 A.D. and (2) future America, which turned out to be almost America at this time

  (1970/74). What this depicts then is a moving-forward of Rome, not a regression on my part; if I were standing still, the same processes would be observed: i.e., the rotten external dokos fruit of

  this society falling away to reveal the seed within (the world of Tears which underlay/-lies our own). It is the iron beneath the pretty plastic. This is true revelation. The whole novel,

  not just the dream, is revelation, about our world, where and when we are (our true ontological underlying space-time continuum; its nature). [. . .]




  Piercing the veil, seeing into the heart of our (present) world, I saw Urbs-Roma; it underlay/lies; it is the core, the seed within the fruit; what our world actually is once all the

  layers of delusion are stripped away. Seed, then, equals Being. Rotten fruit or veil equals surface appearance. Only the external trappings (the names) have been changed. Successive layers of

  reality are involved, a penetrating into the depths further and further. But time, too, horizontal time, is involved, because somehow these layers are arranged along that axis, since that is the

  form-completing axis. But progression, rather than regression? In terms of penetration to essence, to Being, past and future horizontal time fuse; this is circular time? In favor of this view:

  along this time axis there are the eternal edola, that which always reoccurs. The One behind the Many; the unchanging behind the flux. Well, that is what I saw; the One (edola) here was

  Urbs-Roma, which contained within it, as a sub-seed or rather a secret seed-within-seed, the Fish Christians at work transmuting/transforming metal to grief to love. (The progression

  in Tears.) Metal would equal power. Grief, loss. Love, a reaching out for to embrace what one doesn’t have or is. This identifies the horizontal time axis, orthogonal time, as the

  Logos time in which forms of an archetypal sort are there already and always complete, from which our world is stamped; this is not “time” as we know it, but eternity. Think of the

  orthogonal time as a circular drum continually rotating and as it rotates it prints out on the continually moving linear strip of our time of change the perfect forms; thus both times intermingle

  to form our world and our conception of “time” which is really these two times.33




  If orthogonal time is circular then there is no regression along its axis in the linear sense; it would be a perpetual return, always a return; the direction of movement is one of depth, not

  length. That would be why to “regress” along orthogonal time one would still remain here in terms of vertical or linear time. If any sort of regression in orthogonal time were possible

  it would be simply away from being, traveling back down from reality to appearance, away from Plato’s real ideas or archetypes. In orthogonal time there is no before versus now versus after;

  there [are] only degrees of depth or truth or actualization of crypte morphosis. More so. More complete in pattern-emergence terms. Clarity. The outlines emerging as if developing together in

  totality from invisible to blurred to clear to absolutely clear, as if a lens were moving toward absolute resolution of an image always there itself never changing. I was not led back to

  Urbs Roma or even forward, but down to. It was/is/will be always there.




  The only question left unanswered is, Why did the rotary incising drum of archetypal forms print out Urbs Roma instead of another form? Is that the only form it can print out? No, it

  prints out all the edola there are, as functions of the Logos-activity, but for our space-time continuum (USA 1974) Urbs Roma, specifically Rome of about 100 to 200 A.D., is the specific form/paradigm. If I had looked about me while up in the mountains of Canada I probably would have penetrated to some other essence, i.e.,

  would have perceived another eidos. However, that this Urbs Roma c. 100 A.D. was what I saw shows me why Tears simultaneously is about

  Rome and about the USA of the 1970s to 1980s. They are the same eidos below, printed out from the same form. It is precisely this circular rotary motion which makes it possible for us to

  distinguish the fact that the elements there are eternal, since when they leave they reappear; hence cannot be destroyed, as can any given thing along the linear time axis. . . . One might say,

  There are two Romes. There is or was the phenomenal Rome printed out in linear time, which is now gone, like every other printed-out thing. But “Rome” the Platonic archetype

  still exists, outside of (our) time; that latter Rome is what I saw.




  Letter to Claudia Bush, February 14, 1975




  [4:172]




  Dear Claudia,




  If I were to say to you: “The universe which we perceive is a hologram,” you might think I had said something original, until you realized that I had only up-dated Plato’s

  metaphor of the images flashed on the walls of our cave, images which we take to be real. The universe as hologram is more arresting as an insight, though, because the hologram is so strikingly

  like the reality which it refers to — being formed in ersatz cubic volume, for one thing — that we could take this to be more than a mere poetic statement. Also, we can more readily

  grasp a kind of elaborate mechanism underlying our perceptible universe; i.e., the enormously intricate forces which keep it intact.




  I conceive our universe — the hologram — to consist of an infinite number of laminated layers arranged in sequence, but not truly in anything that can be called time or space.

  “Time” is our perception of our own movement as we are driven, as in the form of a worm or screwdriver, through these successive layers of laminations; instead of the film moving, so to

  speak, the audience moves. The pressure exerted on us to go through the laminations is time; the sense that there is genuine sequence of encounter arranged somehow is space.




  Basically, we are, as Aristotle realized, entelechies, each of us an individual entelechy, but we are all cross-linked by the Logos or Plan. He failed to understand that the systems within each

  entelechy, which is to say within each living organism, are disinhibited, are signaled to fire in a prearranged order as the organism or entelechy encounters the various significant laminations of

  the hologram; thus each entelechy and all entelechies are linked to the hologram forming a cosmos which contains no accidents or misfirings, since it was/is/will be formed outside time and space,

  probably, as Bishop Berkeley somewhat saw but saw quite wrongly, formed (1) either as the body of God (in which case God is psyché to soma as each of us is), or (2) the hologram is not a

  body at all, and God is then nous, total mind, and what we experience is a projection of His thoughts, and it can be said that the underlying reality beneath the hologram, that which projects it

  for us to dwell within it and encounter it, is presenting us with an aspect of itself, its total self, arranged in a complex grid-like form that consists of a total living organism which is not

  extensive in time and space except for the projected hologram which is to it as workshop is to workman (cf. the Sufi saying I quoted in my previous letter). The view that the universe is the body

  of God is to project the Cartesian dualism which even when applied to ourselves is almost certainly spurious, and destroys our picture of harmony.




  A superior analogy would be to regard the universe as consisting of language, that is, a communications network of signaling systems and messages which create cosmos out of chaos, harmony out of

  random collision. The older mechanistic view can be discarded and replaced by this idea that stress or pressure (as in an endless series of torsion bars, rods, drive-shafts, etc.) as model of the

  universe presents an unnecessarily cruel image of force, derived from a primitive stage of our society’s technological development. It is not required that each entity within the universe be

  compelled to act, since the notion of being compelled suggests that it does not want to or would not voluntarily do its part within the total system. Obviously, the cosmologists of the

  Mechanical Force View knew perfectly well that our own industrial world was supported by a slave population which had to be compelled to work, and which got nothing back for it. The universe

  doesn’t work that way, because there is no slave-master division; it is an organism, it interacts, it has a parity of purpose and a harmony of identity.




  Most questions on the order of, “Why are we here?” can’t be answered because they presuppose that each of us is discrete, set off from the universe or environment, confronting

  it rather than a subsection of it. Modern field theory in physics will soon be extended by a process of reasonable extrapolation to the human level, at which time in the development of our

  understanding we will see that each of us has a reciprocal interaction with our universe; we are not particles but loci virtually arbitrarily postulated for the purpose of convenience. Hence, our

  right brains or right hemisphere minds are not ours, really, but as Bergson intuited, transducers or transformers which engage us within the total field. When we finally achieve bilateral parity in

  brain functioning, we will be better able to view our individual selves as microstations within an enormous network of similar stations which probably are so far-ranging in time and space that the

  idea of making contact with ETIs is like desiring to find air here on Earth.




  Well, enough for now, and so to breakfast.




  

  
 


Letter to Claudia Bush, February 16, 1975




  [4:176]




  Dear Claudia,




  [. . .] Now, herewith I’m enclosing nine strange pages I wrote a couple of weeks ago. I hadn’t intended to show them to anyone; they are the carbons on notes I made for a novel, and

  are very personal, since at the time I thought I and only I would be reading them. However, although it will show how really wild, how really wild my inner life is, as if you hadn’t

  suspected, it will give you something to go on re my metaphysic . . . remember, these 9 pages were done before the recent series of letters I’ve sent you, so regard them in correct

  chronological order, if you will, by mentally backdating. However, since they are notes for an actual novel — no shuck — I think you will appreciate them, as they show first how the

  general idea came to me (a time dysfunction). That this idea is based on an actual experience of mine. How as soon as I had the handle to the idea I turned it ad hoc into a novel idea. Then

  into a plot. The sequence of these pages is authentic, Claudia: they show my normal procedure, the order in which these processes occur to me; for example, the title coming to me almost at once

  (e.g., To Scare the Dead, in this case). Claudia, when I started writing these 9 pages, on page one I did not have the idea for the novel; you will see it all at once, out of nothing in a

  way, and yet based on everything in my head, a year of happenings and research and thought — suddenly, “in the twinkling of an eye,” there it is; nothing was premeditated before I

  sat down to write these. Thus you will have here a genuine record of how I always go about my work. This is the paradigm for me, for my MO. I hope you will get out of it what I know to be there:

  idea into novel, idea out of my life, hence novel out of my life. And so then, perhaps at long last, you will see for yourself, maybe better than anyone else ever has, the exact lines of

  relationship between my life and my work. Enough said, and so to mailbox, except I wish to add this: on one of these enclosed 9 pages is a bit about Zeus Zagreus, and a quote about

  “protecting those who . . .” etc. This is what I heard in a dream. I saw before me a few sentences from the New Testament which included the name Jesus. Then this was shown me

  (I’m not kidding you): the name or word “Jesus” was drawn open, literally reached down into and opened, to reveal that it was a crypte morphosis, a code word, made up to

  conceal first the actual name of the God, which was Zagreus, and then the word was reshuffled to show that Zeus was within it, too, so that Zeus and Zagreus were within (the Being, the ontology) a

  “mere” code cover or what they call plaintext cypher, “Jesus.” In the early days the Christians who read the plaintext would know what “Jesus” actually referred

  to, and then I heard the aural explanation, which was by way of telling me why help from Zeus-Zagreus-(Jesus) had come to me in March 1974. It showed me that John Allegro41 is right: the New Testament is a cypher . . . but Claudia! This message? Zeus-Zagreus is the true name of the father-son god we worship? What a vast secret, and

  how well kept!




  I really urge you to go to the new Britannica and read the article in the macro on “Mystery Religions” and all other references about them like in the article

  “Sacraments” et al. Christianity is a Greek mystery religion which developed logically step by step out of those which came before it. After Jesus’ death, the next great step was

  Paul; after that the pagan writer Plotinus — not the Catholic/Christian Church; it was Neoplatonism which carried Jesus’ true esoteric doctrines on, which before Jesus came out

  of the Orphic mysteries and so on back, especially to Zagreus. That all this had to be encoded was because of the Roman-Jewish opposition to Greek mystery cults, since several of those cults had

  conspired/were continually conspiring to overthrow the tyranny of Rome. (Does this not tie it up with my March experience, insights and activities?)




  (Enclosure, letter to Claudia Bush, February 16, 1975)





  [4:179] A time dysfunction taking the form of splitting. A person has been here and knows he has been here — the forward flow has not been interrupted — but also he has

  the acute sense that he has just been somewhere else at another time; he retains no direct evidence of that (serial cortical memories of events) but nonetheless he retains all the secondary

  impressions: that the atmospheric pressure is now different, which might be autonomic or somatic registering of a change. There are manifold retentions of prior impressions outside the field of

  conscious awareness; i.e., although he doesn’t “remember” in the ego-sense, his entire mind-body remembers, and cannot shake off these retentions of vivid shortly-prior

  differences in environment. The body cannot adjust that fast, even if conscious memory is eradicated. [. . .] Amnesia, whether an accident or calculatedly induced, could not extend throughout the

  entire body and nervous system, by any sort of over-ride. All I had was an enormous set of conditioned responses — learned reflexes — which were not appropriate to this environment

  (time and space matrix) but evidently had just been quite recently appropriate, to another time space matrix; I could infer its aspects from them. This goes back to Time Out of Joint and

  what gave me the idea for it originally, a conditioned response “no longer” appropriate and unaccountable for. Nothing prior that happened to me gave such distinct impressions of a time

  dysfunction as the March/Rome one, which would seem to confirm that to me and for me, and then put in my writing, smaller, easier-to-absorb time dysfunctions had in truth taken place, virtually

  unnoticed. And certainly too small as to give a clue as to the other time space matrix (i.e., to compare the what is to the what had been). This was so massive . . . but perhaps qualitatively the

  same. (I suppose it is possible that these are not dysfunctions, though, but deliberate adjustments, à la “Adjustment Team,” in the process of continual creation. Which would

  account for my sense of the Holy Other in charge when this major “dysfunction” took place.) What I call a “separate entity” in my mind is simply the subsystem dissociated,

  split off with its own memory of that antique time-period; it is a second ego, disjunctive from mine except in sleep and especially in hypnagogic sleep.




  If each of us is basically a field entelechy, then it would be this field entelechy which moved retrograde in time. Lost synchronization with the body, which continued to move forward, propelled

  by the rest of the universe.




  

  

  

    Enough to Scare the Dead (working book title)


  


  


  




  The novel plot: non-S-F. A businessman, who is totally part of the present materialistic U.S. L.A. culture, all at once has the field entelechy (soul) of a 2nd century A.D. Essene come to life (resurrection) in his head, to be there along with his own; in fulfillment of the promise which Jesus Christ made, plus Paul, etc. Or

  just: To Scare the Dead. Plot idea: And there are others like him (a Christian resurrected underground!!).34 They could even link up. Be sure to

  have the fish necklace girl disinhibit him, evidently deliberately. These first Christians who’ve come back — they don’t just sit around. Plot: Protag goes through these stages,

  in order, to understand: (1) Reincarnation — discards; this is an occult explanation; (2) A scientific one: the Kozyrev Dysfunction. And then any other explanations: (3) and final one, which

  he sticks with: the Christian religious one, the resurrection into mortal life in the period of restoration, prophesied by the Bible, the time of Elijah.




  Plot: He is mystified by the fierceness of this entity, its pursuit of justice; he thought Christ and the Christ-consciousness and perfected souls were “meek and mild,” like the

  lamb. But as he reads Revelation, he learns how when Christ returns the next time, it is as judge and king, not as sacrificial lamb; this computes. These are/it is Christ reborn, all right, but

  Christ “as he really is,” the wraps off, to defeat the tyranny, the Prince of the World, in decisive battle (v. dream in Tears). To keep this from being merely a religious type

  tract book, the body of it — most of it — should concern the science part: an outright scientific, maybe university lab with equipment, measuring devices (to measure his new bioplasmic

  electrostatic field, etc.), plus scientific personnel . . . even government people looking into it? The saucer people as well as other cultists should be ill-described in the book. By making it

  empirically testable in a lab by guys in white smocks with clipboards and electronic test-gear, it becomes “real” to the reader.




  The job the protag has: ostensibly, he’s in the record biz, down here in Burbank, but for him that’s a front (in fact the small label he works for is a front) for U.S. counter,

  looking into protest type dissident entertainers (such as Joanie42 would be). So draws two salaries. Has two hats or rôles. His nightmares about

  dying in a cage in Rome, under the coliseum, helpless, like a small mammal, is not a memory of his own of a former life, but how that early Christian died; he died meekly then, but has not returned

  to so die, die at all, this time.




  Opening: protag (v. supra) shows during the source of his week a number of different, unrelated — evidently — miraculous powers, such as dematerializing the Vanquish tablets. Why?

  Suspense novel, written backward. What is the explanation for his supernatural powers? Why does he have them, and what links them to one another in meaning?




  Like “The Angelic Angleworm” even the thread which links these powers should elude the reader. Let alone why he has them. And — what can/will he achieve by having them?




  For plot purposes: (1) He shows these mysterious talents, which he himself can’t fathom, and he never had them before; (2) then, after this, government agents begin to monitor him; (3) the

  government agents or whoever, anyhow “soldiers in business suits,” close in on him in some sort of complex trap, and this is when the Holy Other in him surfaces and takes over: to

  totally defeat the trap. (4) From then on, he has this Holy Other living within his head, not in place of him but with him. (5) It would appear to be the government theory that he is, or more

  precisely, has been invaded by, an entity from another star-system. The fact that he is a government agent/employee himself doesn’t help him. In this area, where they believed Earth had been

  invaded by ETIs, the U.S. and USSR would be working together; these “government agents” could be an international team. For instance, he could get next to a typical L.A. saucer cult

  group (like that Peter guy) and find left wing hip types there . . . and encounter the Soviet member of this counterintelligence group, the same group, in that environment. (With afro hairdo,

  sandals, etc. But also a cop; this time a soldier in a sari.)




  How about as a plot shock-moment he comes home, finds his house hit, files blown open, papers ransacked and stolen? They are trying to find out what he’s up to, what he knows: any notes

  he’s jotted down. Zeus-Zagreus-(Jesus) puts under His protection all who stand between the Perfect Kingdom and those persons who would destroy — nibble away at — it (i.e., those

  who try to press inward or reduce its boundaries).




  These theories, in order:




  

  

    

      

        

          	

            (1)  


          



          	

            Occult: reincarnation


          

        




        

          	

            (2)  


          



          	

            Space people (saucer — ETI)


          

        




        

          	

            (3)  


          



          	

            Russian ESP mind control of U.S.


          

        




        

          	

            (4)  


          



          	

            Science: the Kozyrev dysfunction


          

        




        

          	

            (5)  


          



          	

            Resurrection of early Christian


          

        


      


    


  


  




  (2) and (3) could be in reverse order. (5) is the true view.




  (Zagreus is the ancient vine-root, which is cut back each year but then is reborn each year; which is eternal. The name “Jesus” in the New Testament hides first the name Zagreus but

  most of all Zeus.)




  Our comprehension (understanding) of time is faulty; there seem to be two distinct kinds of time, at “right angles” to each other: horizontal time (as the form-regressions follow in

  Ubik) and vertical, which we seem aware of alone. Hence, cubic time, or time seen in both axes simultaneously, like cubic space versus two-dimensional; i.e., time moving in two

  directions (dimensions) at once. Events are arranged within this cubic “space” or rather time as objects are in cubic space. They move — along the vertical axis, I guess; they

  move naturally, as if falling; equal to the natural pull of gravity on objects; this is the ordinary time-flow forward. But along another axis they can be arranged deliberately, outside the

  free-fall vertical flow, if you can perceive that axis; if not, all events are stuck inexorably in sequence, or cause-and-effect (yin versus free-will or yang).




  It’s entirely possible that this other time axis (“horizontal time”) is retrograde, an opposed time-direction, which together with the forward flow, creates “cubic

  time.” An Empedoclean dialectic of time-forces which create, by their interaction, equilibrium.35 [. . .]




  The reality which we experience can best be described as a portion of the universe which is elsewhere moving forward, picking up elements (energy) as it goes. Basic components of our section

  must move to occupy certain loci because they and we are involved in a temporary reverse flow; we invent explanations — motives — for such movements to occupy such loci at such times,

  thus filling our reverse-moving section with forward moving verbal gabble — i.e., ideas. Our frequent strong sense of destiny or inevitability is explained by this; we must do certain things;

  be certain places at a certain time; some enormous force impels us (ananke). Evidently an enormously powerful explosion hurled us backward in time, that explosion being represented in our view as

  lying ahead of us, toward which we are moving. We will eventually all occupy the places we were in just before the explosion occurred. Actually the explosion already took place, in the past of the

  total universe; its past, our future. For us it lies at the end of things, toward which they move. But since there are two times, opposed fields, as the explosion hurls us farther and farther away,

  its force — that particular time direction — weakens, and the opposite-moving one, which drives us toward the explosion, takes over progressively more. It is as if I hit a ball uphill;

  it rolls and rolls upward, then a point comes where the force I imparted balances gravity and stasis occurred, then gravity causes it to begin to roll downward again, until finally it’s back

  where it began and I hit it once more. These are the expansion-contractions of the universe.




  In a sense, the universe can be read “both ways,” but I think the way (direction) we read it is backward. Actually, in 1972 I did not go to Fullerton; I returned to Fullerton; my

  trip must be read backward. In the true past (comprehended by me wrongly as the future) I had been there already. My vision of “Mexico,” of Fullerton, then, in late 1971, was actually

  (are you ready?) a memory of Fullerton. I knew what it was like because I remembered it (memory moving in the correct direction). Possibly (even very likely) this is a limited throw-back of a

  subsection of the universe; our section will cease to move retrograde one day, eventually. Get back to where it was, and then move in the proper direction. (Move forward along a different

  time-path; I will be living in Fullerton, etc., then I could leave it, etc.)




  Arbitrarily, say in the year 1980, we are back to the moment of direction reverse.




  The Go Board which I saw, although it looked like space, was in actuality time. The teleological force [t.f.] placed events at certain intersections — in time, placed them there before the

  forward-motion of time reached them; the t.f. arranged them, distributed them, in a pattern, in time, as we distributed the buttons on a Go board in space. Set them economically here and there. (I

  guess space, too, was represented; the nexus was a space-time nexus. It reached back into time and placed buttons ahead of time.) The opposing force could only surge forward, like a tide. March 74:

  a time roll-back, the force or pressure emanating from the future, moving backward, retrograde. Forward vertical time re-instated itself almost at once, but — the short or brief interval

  revealed otherwise unsuspected weaker forces, concealed by the massive universal field of forward time. It was almost a time vacuum, into which many elements rushed. Or: the activity of other

  fields, always there but concealed, were temporarily visible, as they did their constant work. Equilibrium was briefly lost, in conformity to Lem’s analysis. (Had there by any chance been a

  Soviet experiment with Kozyrev time?) By his theories it would be experienced everywhere at once. (By those sensitive to time fluctuations, such as pre-cogs? Would they then want feedback info from

  distant “tracking stations”?)




  Of course, the Soviets would anticipate only category disruption, not an influx of a retrograde field. This would be incorrectly conceived of by those affected as an ESP experiment. With the

  addition, not from Soviet sources, of the presence of the retro-time force, the Holy Spirit or Logos. Implication that retrograde time is forward time which has passed the turning point (passed

  through infinity, so to speak), has formerly been forward time and possesses the accumulation which Bergson speaks of time as acquiring; then, as it turns the eye, so to speak, and starts back, it

  is freighted with the accumulated load of knowledge/information which may comprise the Wisdom associated with the Logos: all that wisdom was acquired in its forward tracking. It is information

  rich. Logically, then, in its retrograde tracking, it would divest itself of its knowledge: teach rather than learn, so that when it arrived at the other end, it would be information poor, even

  info empty, make the swing, and begin to acquire once more. I think the ongoing time-field momentarily weakened in March; is it possible that was due to a Soviet experiment à la Kozyrev? The

  time disruption for me was so great, so spectacular, that I can’t believe it was due to me, intended for me, aimed at me, etc. It was an historic event in which I merely played an accidental

  receiving role. My pre-cog ability is an index of my sensitivity to the retrograde field, maybe.




  My subcortical impressions in March would indicate — not that time leaped back — but that it jumped forward about 2,000 years. It had just been circa 180 A.D. What is most distressing is the notion here of phony memories, generated (as under hypnosis) to fill in; they’d be the ones of Fullerton: the

  conscious continuity. The others — of Rome — would be the real ones, depicting the actuality. The conjunctive ones, of the interval, would be merely to paste over so as to reveal

  no rent. It’s as if time went directly from 10 A.D. to 1974 A.D., with nothing in between but

  it was pasted in retrospectively, to give verisimilitude. . . . The significance in all this of my “is the world real?” would be that we continually patch over the ellipses with fake

  memories in order to give uninterrupted continuity. Hence in me arise certain epistemological doubts, related to and deriving from the above experience-phenomena.




  At this point one could begin to take it, my writing, very seriously, since everything seems to coalesce into something of meaning. The sense of unreality fits in . . . the disruption of the

  ontological categories . . . the sacerdotal power buried for aeons . . . it is all of a piece, plus the world of Ubik per se, but the meaning is unsuspected, anyhow by me. I.e., I seem to

  have taken a number of unrelated unusual experiences or themes to write about, but on closer examination, they all group around the time-disruption matter. The others are collateral, such as the

  false memories, etc. — which, for god’s sake, I seem to personally have experienced in my amnesias, several of them. These are indeed based on personal experiences in my life, over ten

  years. What if prior amnesias were paste-overs over prior disjunctions totally unsuspected? The vivid dreams like of “Mexico” and two more, China and India — space-time periods

  where I went and returned, no drugging et al. involved, then pasted over. We’re talking about jumps forward, jumps back. I was somewhere, during the preview of Fullerton — but I

  wasn’t taken; I disjuncted forward in time, to this time. The novel or movie technique which comes to mind is: splice. The splicing in of a scene, the joining of two scenes with something

  which had been between eliminated. But this is all less of a breakdown and more like a repair.




  If, however, that experience were regarded as a demonstration of God’s power, rather than a natural event, a miracle in fact, what was revealed — Rome circa 180 A.D. — would not be what in some way time jumped back to, or I jumped back to, or anyone came here from, but a demonstration that this world of Fullerton

  1974 exists only because He causes it to exist, and if He wishes He can roll it aside to reveal whatever He wants; He can cause any other world He wishes to replace it, on the spot. The meaning is

  God, although the revelation is of Rome.




  Here: one can turn Fullerton to Rome by: (1) adding, i.e., a layer of enchantment, so that Fullerton became Rome by acquiring something which was lacking. Or (2) Simply altered; I was in

  Fullerton, then I was in Rome. It was different. Or (3) Something, similar to an enchantment, was removed, and Fullerton became Rome. Of the 3, it was the last which happened; I was still in

  Fullerton, but layers were stripped, veils of illusion; what remained was much simpler, was Rome, with both good and bad parts. Rome lay underneath. It was always really there, if we could

  penetrate to that foundation. This is an important realization; the transformation came by the removal of something — what was I guess not real, or not as real. (Was this form-regression,

  à la Ubik? One would no more expect to find the morphos Rome buried within Fullerton than to find the LaSalle car buried within the rocket ship . . . !!!)




  Letter to Claudia Bush, February 16, 1975




  [4:190]




  Dear Claudia,




  Why would God take his Sole Son, whom He loved, and send Him here? Especially in view of the outcome: His Only-Begotten Son was eventually discovered by the authorities and slaughtered in a

  cruel and humiliating way. After a short interval, of course, as might be expected, His Son returned to life, demonstrating to his small group of friends who He was, and then He left here and

  returned to His Father. No one has seen Him since.




  The first thing you think of is, Boy, that sure showed bad planning on the part of God. Or, Boy, God sure allowed his Only-Begotten Son to suffer a lot; just how much did God in fact really love

  His Son, to let that happen? The Christian account doesn’t tell us enough to figure it out so it’s convincing; there is an enigma here, for those who believe and for those who

  don’t; in the immortal words of Mr. Spock, “It does not compute.”
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