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“What we need now are the diaries of explorers.

We need many diaries of many explorers so we can begin to get a feeling for the territory.”

—TERENCE MCKENNA IN THE ARCHAIC REVIVAL
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Foreword

We don’t know when humans first began to use consciousness-changing substances to explore their interior landscapes. It may go back to the origin of our species, perhaps well before that. Some scholars theorize that early munching of psychedelic plants and fungi might have helped to catalyze a quantum leap in mental development, leading to language, perhaps, as well as the first artistic expressions of communion with the sacred, scratched out on cave walls. We do know that the modern West turned against archaic traditions of witchcraft and shamanism with the Inquisition, beginning a practice of repressing individual investigation of altered states that has continued, through the “War on Drugs,” to the present day.

Although they are no longer burnt at the stake for their efforts, those who have tried to reclaim this area as a legitimate one for human inquiry still confront serious obstacles. Despite early masterpieces of drug literature by Thomas de Quincy, Samuel Coleridge, and others, and an intellectual interest in this area stretching from the Romantic poets through the Surrealists, the mainstream of the West has centered on empirical science and technological progress, with its presumed objectivity and bias against subjective experience. The materialist perspective, obsessed with fact and linear logic, has tended to dismiss the individual investigation of consciousness as unimportant, even disreputable. The mainstream paradigm was given a severe but short-lived shake during the psychedelic upsurge of the 1960s—led by intellectuals such as Aldous Huxley, Alan Watts, Allen Ginsberg, Timothy Leary, and others—who advocated substance-based exploration of the mind as a tool for self-discovery and deconditioning from the proscribed codes of a mass-mediated society. The gnostic upsurge of the 1960s collapsed into societal chaos and new forms of repression, and the inspiration went underground again, surfacing in movies and music, given mischievous expression by the psychedelic theorist Terence McKenna, who kept the flame alive during the 1980s and 1990s.

As the historian Michel Foucault has noted, repression leads to dispersion and proliferation of discourses. The governmental fatwa against the major psychedelics—psilocybin mushrooms, LSD, peyote, DMT, etcetera—explored in the 1960s helped inspire new generations to seek out different tools and invent new substances. A cadre of outsiders has made this forbidden territory their own—such as the chemist Sasha Shulgin who has created hundreds of new psychedelic compounds, opening a Pandora’s Box of possibilities that will never be closed again, and the entheobotanists Jonathan Ott and Christian Rätsch. Among the substances that were discovered to have psychedelic properties is dextromethorphan (DXM), a synthetic morphine analog, popularly used as an ingredient in cough syrup, inducing intense dissociative experiences at high-doses, with visionary reports of contacting alien entities and ancestor Spirits, as well as entering alien dimensions or mindscapes that challenge our conventional categories and fray the edges of our dualistic language.

In many cultures, shamans use mind-altering compounds, extracted from plants, to induce nonordinary states in which they can heal, prophesy, and seek new knowledge for their tribe. Over time, shamans as well as sorcerors discover that certain substances are their particular “allies,” while others don’t call to them. When Dan Carpenter discovered DXM, he found his ally, and this book is the story of their relationship. Like most relationships, this one has its share of ups and downs. Closed-eye DXM sojourns are, for Carpenter, an opportunity for freewheeling philosophic inquiry as well as self-discovery. Of course, it is up to the individual reader to decide how seriously to take Carpenter’s ruminations and his insistence that he visited the realms of the dead as well as the “hivemind” of some self-assembling superconsciousness, of which we are expressions. The book is enjoyable purely as a wild ride through an interior continent of possibility and perhapsness; Carpenter is wise enough to realize that validation or rebuttal of his ideas can come about only through some eventual consensual process. As he notes, in his investigation he has followed McKenna’s plea for more cartographers of inner space, willing to take their trips as datum, providing linguistic maps and conceptual scaffoldings for others to consider, and for the brave to follow.

I have never tried DXM, but much of the territory Carpenter describes is familiar to me from my explorations of ayahuasca, LSD, and other visionary tools. On ayahuasca, I have found myself seemingly able to access realms of the dead, as though their spirits were indeed suspended in some kind of intermediate Bardo zone. Like Carpenter I have also received particular teachings through visionary states—I especially enjoyed his encounter with the arrogant and destructive English mindset of his ancestors, followed by a meeting with Native American spirits, who comment upon the evolution in attitude that has taken place since then. Like Carpenter, I have been forced to wonder if our modern world has omitted a vast terrain of psychic reality in its quest for materialist dominance.

During the last century, quantum physicists were forced to recognize a depth of interaction between the physical world and human consciousness that made the notion of an observer obsolete—as the physicist John Archibald Wheeler noted, we live in a participatory universe, with no outside place for objective speculation. Although science has demonstrated this, most of us continue to believe that the old materialist paradigm, with its dualistic split between subject and object, still holds. In The Self-Aware Universe, the physicist Amit Goswami makes a compelling argument that the paradoxes of quantum physics—nonlocality, Schrodinger’s Cat, Heisenberg’s Uncertainty Principle, Action at a Distance, and so on—can only be resolved by postulating that mind, rather than matter, is the foundation of the universe. “I had vainly been seeking a description of consciousness within science; instead, what I and others have to look for is a description of science within consciousness,” he wrote. “We must develop a science compatible with consciousness, our primary experience.” I propose that A Psychonaut’s Guide to the Invisible Landscape is an early foray in the “science within consciousness” that lies before us. As our understanding of psychic realities deepens, we will realize that the invisible landscapes within the mind deserve as much attention as the physical universe in which we are embedded. Carpenter’s book places him on the cuttingedge of those exploring this new terrain.

DANIEL PINCHBECK, AUTHOR OF BREAKING OPEN

THE HEAD: A PSYCHEDELIC JOURNEY INTO THE

HEART OF CONTEMPORARY SHAMANISM


Preface

In his book What Makes You Tick?—The Brain in Plain English, Thomas B. Czerner, M.D., admits that the search for the seat of consciousness was not recognized as a creditable subject of scientific inquiry until 1990! Why is that?

A quick example from Phantoms in the Brain by world renown theoretical anatomist V. S. Ramachandran illustrates how, even a progressive guy like this, with his unmatched powers of observation, quickly makes a judgment on alien abduction—seemingly without much thought. “I find it surprising that despite three decades of research, we are not even sure whether these phenomena (stigmata) are real or bogus. Are they like alien abductions and spoon bending, or are they genuine anomalies?” (Italics mine.)

I have an uncle who is a respected physicist, schooled at MIT and a professor at Berkeley. Assuming he would drop his professional demeanor while far from his colleagues on a visit to my parents’ house in Pennsylvania, I pressed him with a few questions when I got him alone.

“Surely Uncle Fred, you must have some personal thoughts as to why light behaves both as a wave and a particle in the double-slit experiment. Could it be that consciousness itself is somehow affecting the outcome?” I dared.

This was the moment. I thought: He’s gonna shift his eyes right to left, lean in and whisper . . . “It’s all due to parallel universes bleeding through the continuum and interfering with the results of the measurements at the quantum level of. . . . ” Instead all he would give his humble nephew was something like: “Science can’t be bothered by anything to do with philosophy. Nobody really understands quantum theory. We can only use it like a tool. We can never ask why we are able to use it.”

(Ph.D. does stand for “doctor of philosophy,” right?)

It took me a long time to finally grasp where he was coming from—a true scientist has to take a stand for the measurable, and live and breath it. For people like my uncle, there is never a time for personal musings on unprovable phenomenon. While I can respect and understand the absolute importance of that approach, it is not enough for me.

Even as a child I felt unsatisfied by people’s assertion that dreams were not important. Being told, “It’s only a dream kid . . . go back to bed,” was an early red flag for me that people were willing to disallow mystery. As a teenager I began keeping a dream-log (which I have continued, off and on, for about twenty-five years). I also read the entire Bible in those years—quite on my own. I can remember asking a pastor to explain Isaiah 45:7, “I form the light and create darkness, I bring prosperity and create disaster; I the Lord, do all these things.” He could only mumble something about “God’s ultimate purpose.” (It took me years to shake off my self-induced fear of hellfire and damnation, and I wonder how far along I would be “spiritually” if I had never bothered with my investigation of Christianity.)

When I was about eighteen I took my first hit of LSD. I remember returning home sometime after the peak of the trip, and having a deep realization that my entire experience growing up was founded on nothing! I suddenly understood that we all spoke in an almost phony way to each other, to maintain a cordial front—and the complete absence of talk about anything remotely unpleasant was laid bare. I went to my room, and lying on my bed in the dark I realized that the whole world was like this—through and through—from homeless panhandlers to world leaders.

That night was the beginning of the slow erosion of my interest in practicing established religion.

Years later I was thumbing through a used book bin at a thrift store when I found Robert Monroe’s Journeys Out of the Body. I knew nothing about out-of-body experiences except that people had reported them in near-death states. It seems odd to me now that I came across that book when I did, because I was right in the middle of suddenly having tremendous luck with lucid dreams at the time. Merely considering the possibility that people were really having out-of-body experiences and that their reports were true, I am certain, opened the way for my first one (without any psychedelics) on December 27, 1996.

Through years of studying and cross-referencing my dreams in journals, inducing lucid and out-of-body experiences, and gleaning insight into the very fabric of who or what I am through the use of psychedelics, I have made my own mind my laboratory.

It is easy for people outside the psychedelic community to roll their eyes at this idea, since there is no way to authenticate something as intangible and fleeting as an out-of-body experience or visions experienced in psychedelic states. There are phony people in every area of endeavor (the Pet Psychic comes to mind). But this should not dampen the quest of the serious searchers, who at least know for themselves that they are on to something big.

The fact that one’s awareness can leave the body completely intact and coherent is incontestable to me—and my testimony will have to do as far as proof for scientific scrutiny. In the end these phenomena, I am sure, will prove to be the path missed by science, as the human mind evolves further and the spiritual path finally, inevitably, intersects that of science.

Until such a day comes along, people interested in this kind of thing must be satisfied with being the lone witness when they have an experience like leaving their body or encountering alien beings in the psychedelic trance.

There are things we can know absolutely—things that require no faith to believe in—and that offer the only real hope anyone is going to find concerning death. Each one of us is uniquely qualified to probe the possibilities of our own awareness, and to draw our own conclusions about what we have been told are impossibilities. When that which is being searched for is that which is searching, I believe we are tapping into the most valid source of insight into life’s biggest mysteries we will ever make use of.


Introduction: Setting Out on the High Dose Trip

This is meant to explain how I got to a point where I had minimized dangerous or scary situations, and got the trip/trance almost to a routine. IT IS NOT MEANT AS A GUIDE AND SHOULD NOT BE THOUGHT OF AS FOOL-PROOF! I am always apprehensive about entering this state—there is just no getting used to giving up one’s ego.

The high doses were taken over the course of a few hours, never all at once. I found that if I “primed” my system with about 300 to 400 mg and waited about an hour, I could then administer more, perhaps 200 mg every twenty minutes, until I could feel myself climbing faster. I would have the amounts laid out beforehand so I wouldn’t get off track with how much I had done as I became enveloped in the dissociative effects.

Waiting for the punch to my ego that was imminent was often unnerving, so I would read a book. Somewhere along the line the words would become things of curiosity—I would catch myself contemplating the words as phenomenon and know it was time to put a pillow over my forehead and eyes.

At this point I would be at about 800 mg. This amount is a big ride and most peak experiences were probably happening in this range. When I reported amounts of 1500 mg, that would be the total for the night. As I exploded into these realms, I could sense the peak at times (DXM’s peek is fairly abrupt). Then I would dose back up with another 200 to 300 mg.

The key to navigation is to wait for the ego to be flattened. After the initial uneasiness of turning one’s self over, the anesthetic effect allows what is left—the Anti-Ego—to begin its travels. There is little warning of encounters with the Other the first few times out. After a few trips I could ignore them somehow. (It seems that they had gotten used to me and would ignore me as well.)

In the early stages, green lines of swirling light envelope the Anti-Ego. This can sometimes create illusions, by way of the lines taking on what at first appear to be spatial distances. They can even take on the look of giant machines descending down onto one. But this is not the Taffy-Clouds. They come next. The lines of light give way to the “lava in zero gravity.” At first this goes on as a long floating in the clouds, without much else. If nothing happens in awhile, it’s time to dose up some more.
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